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PREFACE. 


Thib  work  is  the  resalt  of  a  purpose  to  fnmish  to  the  Christian  public 
the  best  thoughts  and  illustrations  of  the  various  themes  of  religion  and 
life  which  the  poetic  literature  of  all  ages  affords.  Whatever  is  vital  to 
truth  and  dear  to  the  human  heart,  has  found  its  most  attractive  expres- 
sion in  poetry.  The  poetic  sense  is  common  to  men.  Poetry  is  a  mighty 
power  for  good.    It  always  pleases. 


C( 


Aod  oomes  like  the  benediotjon  fhat  fdOowi  after  pKajer.** 


It  is  one  of  those  rich  fields  which  no  scholar,  teacher,  or  preacher 
can  afford  to  neglect  No  single  poet  or  class  of  poets  can  witJi 
propriety  be  selected  from  the  great  company  of  singers  to  the 
exclusion  of  the  others.  The  great  extent  of  this  branch  of  literature 
renders  selection  and  classification  necessary.  Much  of  the  old  poetry 
is  worthless  and  immoral,  wasting  itself  on  love  and  wine,  and  could 
not  be  safely  admitted  into  the  family  circle.  Scattered  indiscrimin- 
ately, as  the  gems  of  poetry  are,  through  a  thousand  volumes,  from 
Homer  to  Teimyson,  they  are  not  in  reach  of  the  masses,  or  if  the 
works   are  at  hand,  the  desired  poem  is  not  readily  found. 

This  work  is  a  CroLOPiBDiA.  of  Poetby.  It  is  more  extensive  than 
any  collection  heretofore  made,  embracing  more  than  eighty-six  thousand 
lines,  on  over  three  thousand  topics,  from  six  hundred  poets,-  a  chorus 
of  song,  single  strains  of  which  have  made  the  earth  rejoice. 

The  method  of  this  work  is  the  same  as  that  of  the  New  Gyolo- 
PiSDiA  OF  Illustrations  (prose),  to  which  it  is  a  companion  volume, 
yet  either  is  complete  in  itself.  The  alphabetical  arrangement  of  topics 
makes  the  poems  on  any  subject  as  accessible  as  a  word  in  a 
dictionary,  and  in  the  same  way.  If  something  on  Heaven  is  desired, 
turn  to  that  word  and  glance  down  the  phases  of  the  subject.  I£  a 
satisfactory  illustration  is  not  found,  turn  to  the  Topical  Inde;x,  page 
667,  and  trace  out  the  synonymous  and  related  subjects  or  scattered 
poems.  In  this  way  all  the  poems  on  any  subject  may  be  reviewed 
or  compared.  The  author's  name  is  affixed  to  each  poem  when  it  is 
known,  and    the    time    and    country  in  which    ho   lived    or  wrote    may 
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be  foand  by  a  reference  to  the  List  of  AtrraoBS,  page  8.  The 
nnmeration  of  each  article  makes  reference  specific  and  easy.  The 
indexes  are  prepared  on  this  basis.  Thb  Index  of  Fibst  Lines,  page 
673,  will  enable  one  to  find  any  particular  poem. 

The  scope  of  this  work  embraces  not  only  minor  poems,  but 
extracts  from  the  great  works  of  Milton,  Pope,  Young,  PoUok,  Bick- 
ersteth,  and  from  the  dramas  of  Shakespeare  and  others.  Much  new 
matter  from  foreign  sources,  available  only  through  translations,  is  here 
presented.  The  generosity  of  living  poets  and  publishers  has  enabled 
us  to  draw  largely  upon  the  unprecedentedly  rich  productions  of  this  age. 

We  bring  no  perishable  wares  to  the  literary  market,  but  the 
immortal  productions  of  poetic  genius  in  its  loftiest  flights,  laying  its 
offerings  upon  the  altars  of  humanity  and  religion.  These  are  the  ^ne 
gold,  the  tried  gold  of  literature  that  never  corrupts;  the  fadeless 
jewels  that  th<3  hands  of  genius  have  set  upon  the  brow  of  Tinith. 

It  has  been  the  purpose  of  the  editor  to  give  articles  of  sufBcient  length 
to  make  the  work  most  valuable  as  a  standard  of  reference  and 
quotation,  and  at  the  same  time  to  adapt  it  to  general  circulation. 
It  is  hoped  that  it  may  be  found  a  desideratum  for  the  library  of 
the  scholar,  or  the  centre  table  of  the  household. 
.  In  the  production  of  the  work  we  have  received  congratulations  and 
favors  from  most  of  the  living  poets  or .  their  publishers,  including 
Messrs.  Longfellow,  Bryant,  Whittier,  and  others  of  America;  Messrs. 
Tennyson,  Bickersteth,  Bonar,  Tnpper,  Mackay,  Monsell,  Swain,  Lord 
Lytton,  Bobert  Browning,  Eliza  Cook,  Jean  Ingelow,  Mrs.  Charles, 
Mrs.  F.  E.  Cox,  and  others  of  England.* 

*  The  f  ollowixig,  rimflar  to  many  others  received,  may  not  he  without  intereet  to  the  pnUia 

From  WtOiam  O.  Bryant,  New  York  (Hlby, 

Mr.  Foster  has  explained  to  me  his  phin  of  ooUeoting  from  the  field  of  poetio  litezatnre,  iK)em8 
and  extracts  which  may  serve  to  illustrate  the  variooa  topics  referred  to  in  the  coarse  of  **  Chris- 
tian Teaching."  The  plan  seems  to  me  a  good  one  in  that  it  will  famish  the  teacher  with  a 
repository  of  qaotations  adax>ted  to  his  pnrpose,  whatever  he  the  theme  of  his  discoorsea.  I  see 
no  objection  to  the  ose  of  the  writings  of  poets  in  this  way.    In  fact,  it  is  rather  a  compliment 

than  otherwise. 

Frcm  John  8.  B,  Ifonsdly  D.D,,  Ouaford,  Engiand, 

I  gladly  give  you  the  penmsslon  you  ask  as  r^^ards  any  .ose  of  my  hymns  you  may  deem  neces- 
sary for  the  illostration  of  yoor  valuable  forthcoming  work,  and  feel  that  yon  confer  the  favor 
when  you  give  me  such  publicity.  I  hope  you  may  have  every  success  in  your  important  under- 
taking. 

From  Charks  Bvoain,  Manchetter,  England, 

I  assure  you  of  my  best  wishes  for  the  success  of  your  publication,  for  which  please  place  my 
name  as  a  subscriber.  You  have  my  x>ermis8ion  to  publish  whatever  poems  of  mine  you  choose 
for  your  '*  Poetical  Gydoptedia.** 
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We  are  iiIbo  indebted  to  the  following  Boston  PubliaherB:  Messrs. 
James  K.  Osgood  &  Co.,  whose  list  of  poetical  works  exceeds  any 
other  American  house;  to  Messrs.  Boberts  Brothers,  and  Lee  and  Shep- 
ard;  to  the  following  Publishers  of  New  York  city:  Messrs.  Harper 
and  Brothers,  Bobert  Carter  and  Brothers,  A.  S.  Barnes,  Clark  and 
Maynard,  and  D.  Appleton  &  Co.;  and  to  the  following  London  Pub- 
lishers: Messrs.  Macnullan  &  Co.,  Strahan  &  Co.,  Joseph  Masters, 
James  Nisbet,  &  Co.,  Bell  and  Daldy,  Smith,  Elder  &  Co.,  J.  T. 
Hayes,  F.  S.  Ellis,  Chapman  and  Hall,  Longmans  Ss  Co.,  Bivingtons, 
Morray,  Oeorge  Bontledge  and  Sons,  and  many  others. 

At  the  completion  of  the  work  we  feel  like  a  child  who,  privil^ed 
to  range  through  a  large  garden  of  flowers  and  gather  at  pleasure, 
finds  his  arms  full,  while  yet  the  tempting  blossoms  invite  him  from 
all  sides.  Our  arms  full  of  fadeless  flowers  we  present,  regretting  only 
that  limited  space  would  not  allow  us  to  secure  more. 

Lflca  to  a  bride,  oome  forth,  my  book,  at  last, 

With  aU  thy  richest  jewels  overcast. 

8aj,  if  there  be,  'mongst  manj  gems  here,  one 

Deserreless  of  the  name  of  paragon : 

Blnsh  not  at  all  for  that,  sinoe  we  hare  set 

Some  pearls  on  queens  that  hayo  been  oonntetfeit.— 12b5«^  Ssrriek, 


Skw  YoBX,  Mardk^  1872. 
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Grai<),  Isabella,  England,  to.  1856. 
Grate,  Dinah  Maria  Moloch,  ihig.,  b,  1826. 
Granch,  G.  p.,  Alexandria,  D.  G.,  b.  1813. 
Grashaw,  Biohard,  England,  160O>1650. 
Greech,  Thomas,  England,  1659-1701. 
Grewdson,  Jane,  England,  to.  1860. 
Groly,  George,  Ireland,  1780-1860. 
Grossman,  Samoel,  England,  to.  1664. 
Grown,  John,  Nova  Sootia,  w,  1675. 
GuNNiNaHAH,  Allan,  Scotland,  1784-1842. 
•  Gurry,  Otway,  America,  1804-1855. 
GirrrER,  Willmm,  America,  b.  1801. 

Bach,  Simon,  Germany,  1605-1659. 

Bale,  Thomas,  England,  b.  1797. 

Daka,  Richard  Henry,  Cambridge,  Massadm- 

setts,  b.  1787. 
Daniel,  Samoel,  England,  1562-1619. 
Dante,  Alighieri,  Florence,  1265-1321. 
Darwin,  Erasmos,  England,  1731-1802. 
Dayenant,  Sir  W.,  England,  1605-1668. 
Datenport,  Christopher,  England,  1598-1680. 
Daties,  Sir  John.  England.  1570-1660. 
Dayis,  Thomas,  Lreland,  1814-1845. 


Dawes,  Bnfos,  America,  b.  1803. 
Denham,  Sir  John,  England,  1615-1668. 
Derzhayin,.  Gabriel   Bomanowitch,    Bnstia, 

1743-1816. 
Db  Ybre,  Aubrey,  Lreland,  b.  1814. 
Dewart,  Edward  Hartly,  Canada,  10. 1869. 
DiCEENS,  Charles,  England,  1812-1870. 
DiCEBON,  David,  England,  1583-1662. 
Dix,  John  A.,  New  York,  10.  1863. 
DiMOND,  William,  England,  1800-1837. 
D1NNIB8,  Anna  Peyre,  America,  b.  1810. 
DoANB,  Bp.  George  W.,  1799-1858. 
DOBELL,  Sydney,  England,  b.  1824. 
Doddridge,  Philip,  England,  1702-1751. 
Druxmond,  William,  Scotland,  1585-1640. 
Dryden,  John,  England.  1681-1700. 
Dunn,  B.  P.,  America,  1825-1867. 
Duryea,  WiUiam  Banldn,  America. 
DwiOHT,  John  SoUivan,  America,  b.  1813. 
Dwionr,  Timothy,  Northampton,  Mass.,  1752- 

1817. 
Dyer,  John,  England,  1700-1758. 

Eastburnb,  James  WalUs,  America,  1797-1819. 

Eastman,  Charles  Gsmage,  Borlington,  Ver- 
mont, 1816-1861. 

Edveston,  James,  England,  1791-1867. 

Edwards,  Miss. 

Elliott,  Charlotte,  England,  v>.  1836. 

Elwood,  Thomas,  England,  1689-1713. 

Embury,  Emma  C,  New  York  City,  b.  1807. 

Emerson,  Balph  Waldo,  Boston,  Mass.,  b.  1803. 

Epkrmm.  Syrub,  Greek,  d,  378. 

Ebseine,  Balph,  Scotland,  1685-1752. 

EsLiNO,  Mrs.  Catherine  H.,  Philadelphia,  Penn- 
sylyania,  b.  1812. 

Euripides,  Greece,  481-406  b.g. 

Faber,  Frederick  William,  England,  1815-1863. 
Falconer,  WiUiam,  Scotland,  1730-1769. 
Farmer,  Silas,  America,  w.  1860. 
Farningham,  Marianne,  England. 

FrrZARTHUB. 

Fletcher,  Giles,  Enghmd,  1550-1610. 
Fletcher,  John,  England,  1576-1625. 
Fletcher,  Phineas,  England,  1584r-1650. 
FoLLEN,  Mrs.  Eliza  L.,  Boston,  Mass.,  to.  1830. 
Ford,  John,  England,  1586-1639. 
FoRTUNATUS,  Venantins,  Italy,  530-609. 
FoeTER,  F.  W. 
Friedrich,  Jean,  Germany. 
Frothinoham,  N.  L.,  America,  w.  I860. 
Frowde,  Philip,  England,  d,  1738. 
Fry,  Caroline,  England,  1787-1846. 

Gallaher,  William  D.,  America,  b,  1808. 

Garrison,  William  Lloyd,  America,  b,  1805. 

Garth,  Samuel,  England,  d.  1719. 

Gascoigne,  Geoige,  England,  1540-1577. 

Gates,  Ellen  H. ,  America,  v>.  1860. 

Gay,  John,  Enghmd,  1688-1732. 

Gellert,  Chr.  Fiirohtegott,  Germany,  1715- 

1769. 
Gbrhardt,  Paul,  Germany,  1606-1676. 
Gibbonb,  Thomas,  England,  1720-1785. 
Gill,  George. 

Gill,  Thomas  H.,  England,  to.  1860. 
Gleim,  Johann  Ludwig,  Germany,  b.  1719. 
Glynn,  Bobert,  England,  d,  1800. 
Goethe,    Jolumn   Wolfgang  you,    Germany, 

1749-1832. 
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GoLDSMirn,  Oliver,  Irelaiid,  1735-1T74. 
QouLD,  Hannah  F.,  Lancaster.  Yt,  b.  1793. 
Graham,  James,  Scotland,  1612-1650. 
GRAHAiiB,  James,  Scotland,  1785-1838. 
Gbant,  Six  Bobert,  Scotland,  1785-1838. 
Gray,  Barry. 

Gray,  David,  England,  1838-1861. 
Gray,  Thomas,  England,  1716-1771. 
Greene,  Robert,  Sigland,  1560-1592. 
Greenwell,  Dora,  America,  to.  1860. 
Grboory  tub  Grbat,  Italy,  540-604. 
Griqo,  Joseph,  England,  dL  1768. 
Grinfield,  Thomas,  England,  to.  1836. 
GURKEY,  John  Hampden,  Eng^d,  1802-1862. 
GUYON,  Jeanne  de  la  Mothe,  France,  1648-1717. 

Hafiz,  Shiraz,  Pereia,  d.  1889. 
Hale,  Mrs.  Sarah  J. ,  America,  b.  1796. 
Halleck,  Fitz-Gre6ne,Gailford,GtL,  1795-1869. 
Harris,  Thomas  L. ,  America,  b.  1880 
Hart,  Joseph,  England,  1712-1768. 
HARTSonon,  L.,  Amerioi,  io.  1860. 
Harvey,  Christopher. 
Habrell,  Jefferson,  America,  to.  1865. 
Hastinob,  H.  L.,  America,  to.  1860. 
Hastings,  Thomas,  America,  b.  1790. 
Hayard,  William,  England,  1710-1778. 
Hayes,  Samuel,  England,  to.  1775. 
Heath^  Bobert,  England,  b,  1625. 
Heber,  Bp.  Begmald,  England,  1723-1826. 
Heer>lan,  Johann,  Germany,  b,  1630. 
Hehans,  Felicia  Dorothea,  England,  1794-1835. 
Hbntz,  Caroline  Lee,  America,  to.  1835. 
Herbert,  George,  Wales,  1593-1632. 
Hbrrick,  Bobert,  England,  1691-1674. 
Hervey,  Thomas  Kibble,  England,  1799-1859. 
H^Y,  John,  England,  1734-1815. 
Heywood,  Thomas,  England,  1600-1649. 
HiLLHOUSB,  Augustas  L.,  America,  1792-1859. 
Hill,  Thomas,  New  Brunswick,  N.  J.,  b.  1818. 
HoDDER,  Edwin,  England,  to.  1863. 
Hodgson,  William,  England,  d  1798. 
Hoffman,  Charles  F.,  America,  b.  1806. 
Hogg,  Thomas,  England,  to.  1811. 
HoLFORD,  Mrs.  H,  England,  to.  1798. 
Holland,  Josiah  Gilb<fft,  Belchertown,  Mass., 

b.  1819. 
Holmes,  Oliver  Wendell,  Oamfaridge,  Massi,  b, 

1809. 
Holmes,  W.,  England. 
Homer,  Greece,  b.c.  950. 
Hood,  Thomas,  England,  1798-1845. 
Hoofer,  Lucy,  America,  1770-1841. 
Horace,  Italy,  B.C.  65-8 
HoRNB,  Bp.  George,  England,  1730-1792. 
Howard,  Sir  Bobert,  ^land,  1626-1698r 
Howe,  ;fulia  Ward,  New  York,  b,  1819. 
HowiTT,  Mary,  England,  b.  1800, 
HoYT,  Balph,  America,  b.  1812. 
Hunt,  Leigh,  England,  1784-1859. 
Hunter,  William,  America,  to.  1840. 
Huntingdon,  John,  England. 
HuRDis,  James,  England,  1768-1801. 
HURN,  William,  England,  to.  1818. 

INGELOW,  Jean,  England,  to.  1863. 

Jenner,  Charles,  England,  1737-1774. 
Jewsrury,  Maria  J.,  England,  1800-1838. 
John  of  Damascus,  9th  century. 
Johns. 


JoHNBON,  Samuel,  England,  1709-1784. 
Jones,  Sir  TR^lliam,  England,  1746-1794. 
JoNSON,  Ben,  En^^d,  1574-1637. 
JuDSON,  Adoniram,  America,  1788-1850. 
JuDSON,  Emily  0.,  America,  1817-1854.. 
Juvenal,  Dedmus  J.,  Italy,  40-120. 

Keach,  B.  ,  England,  1640-1704. 
Keats,  John,  England,  1796-1821. 
Eerlb,  John,  England,  1790-1866. 
Kelly,  Thomas,  En^and.  b,  1805. 
Kemble,  Frances  Anne,  England,  b.  1811. 
Ken,  Bishop  Thomas,  England,  1637-1711. 
Kimball,  Harriet  McEwen,  America. 
King,  Henry  (Bishop),  England,  1591-1669. 
Kingsley,  Charles,  England,  6.  1819. 
KiRBY,  Mary  F.,  America,  to.  1860. 
Knowles,  James  Sheridan,  Ireland,  b.  1784. 
Knox,  William,  Scotland,  1789-1825. 
Kosgarten,  Ludwig  T.,  1758-1818. 
Krauth,  Charies  P.,  PennsylTania. 
E^ruhmacher,  Germany,  1774-1^7. 

LAifB,  Charies,  England,  1775-1884. 
Landor,  Walter  Savage,  Enghmd,  1775-1864. 
Lange,  Ernst,  Germany,  b.  1711. 
Larcoic,  Lucy,  America,  to.  1865. 
Latrobe,  John  A.,  England,  to.  1837. 
Layard,  C.  p.,  England,  d.  1808. 
Lee,  Nathaniel,  Er^fland,  1658-1692. 
Lbggett,  William,  America,  1802-1840. 
Leonidab  of  Alexandria,  Greek,  59-129. 
Leslie,  Mary,  England,  to.  1860. 
Lettice,  John,  England,  1737-1832. 
LiLLO,  George,  England,  1693-1739. 
Lilly,  John,  England,  1554-1600. 
List,  Harriet  W.,  America,  b.  1824. 
Little, Mrs.  Sophia L.,  Newport,  B.  I.,  6. 1799. 
LiTTLEWOOD,  W.  E.,  America,  to.  1865. 
Lloyd,  Elizabeth,  Philadelphia,  to.  184a 
Locke,  Una,  America,  to.  1860. 
LocKHART,  John  Gibson,  Scotland,  1792-1854. 
Logan,  John,  Scotland,  1748-1788. 
Longfellow,   Henry  Wadsworth,  Portland. 

Maine,  b,  1807. 
Loud,  Mrs.  Margaret  St.  Leon,  PhiladelpliiiL 
Lowell,  James  Russell,  Cambridge,  Mass.,  b. 

1819. 
LowTH  (Bp).,  Robert,  Enghind,  1710-1788. 
Lucretius,  Titus  Cams,  Italy,  05-55  B.o. 
Luke,  Mrs.  J.,  England,  to.  1650. 
Luther,  Martin,  Germany,  1483-1546. 
Lynch,  A.  C,  America,  to.  1855. 
Lytb,  Henzy  Francis,  England,  1793-1847. 
Lyttlbton,  Lord  George,  England,  1708-1778. 
Lytton,  Lord  Edward   Bulwer,  Tgngiaai^j    ^. 

1805. 
Lytton,  Robert  Bulwer,  TCngiai^^^  5. 1931, 

Machen. 

BfACKAY,  Charles,  Sootlaod,  b.  1812. 
Mackay,  Margaret,  to.  1882. 
Mackintosh,  J. 

Madden,  Samuel,  Ireland,  1687-1765. 
Malan,  C,  Switzerland,  d.  1857. 
Manoan,  James  C,  England,  10.  1845. 
Manriqub,  Jorge,  Spain,  tf.  1479. 
Mant,  Riohazd,  Bp.,  England,  1776-1848. 
Manzoni,  Alessandro,  Italy,  b.  1784. 
Marsden,  England,  1754-1836. 
Martdi,  Theodore,  England/ 10. 1888L 
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HarvbIi,  Andrew,  England,  1620-1678. 
Hasoit,  John,  England,  to.  1683. 
Hassbt,  Gerald,  England,  b,  1838. 
Mabhtr,  Bichazd,  England,  10.  1854 
HAe^unsER,  Philip,  England,  1584-1640. 
Masters,  Hazy,  England,  to.  1758. 
Matxtrin,  Charles  B.,  England,  1782-1824 
Mat,  Thomaa,  En^^and,  1506-1650. 
McCheyne,  Robert  Mnnay,  Scotland,  d.  1843. 
McKsUiAR,  TfaonuM,  America,  b.  1812. 
Medley,  Somnel,  England,  1738-1790. 
Melendez,  Yald^z  Jnan,  Spain,  1754-1817. 
Mercer,  Margaret,  America,  1701-1847. 
MiddIjETON,  Thomas,  England,  1570-1627. 
Mills,  Elizabeth,  America. 
MiLMAN,  Henry  Hart,  En^^d.  1701-1868.^ 
Milton.  John,  England,  1608-1674 
Mitchell,  J.  K.,  America,  b.  1798. 
MoNfiBLL,  John  8.  B.,  England,  w,  1837-1870. 
MoRTOOMERT,  James,  Scotland,  1771-1854 
Moore,  Thomas,  Ireland,  1770-1852. 
More,  Hannah,  England,  1745-1833. 
MoRRia,  George  P.,  Phila.,  Fa.,  1802-1864 
Morris,  William,  England,  to.  1871. 
Moultrie,  G.,  England,  to.  1868. 
MoWES,  Heinrich,  Germany,  to.  1813. 
McEHLENRBRO,  W.  A.,  New  York  City,  to.  1826. 
Mueller,  Wilhelm,  Germany,  1704-1827. 
Murray,  Bobert. 

Narr,  Thomas,  England,  d  1645. 
Keale,  Alice  B.,  America,  b,  1829. 
Keale,  John  Mason,  England,  1818-1866. 
Nbwican,  John  Henry,  England,  b.  1801. 
Newton,  John,  England,  1725-1807. 
NicoLL,  Bobert,  Scotland,  1814-1837. 
Noel,  Baptist  W.,  England,  b.  1709. 
Noel,  Thomas,  England,  1841. 
Norton,  Caroline  E.  S.',  England,  b.  1808. 

Olivers,  Thomas,  England,  1725-1790. 

Ormsby,  a.  S.,  England,  to.  1871. 

Obnb,  C.  F.,  America. 

OseooD,. Frances  Saigent,  Boston,  Mass.,  1812- 

1850. 
Oni>,  Snhno,  Italy,  b.  43  B.a 

Palmer,  Phoebe,  New  Yozk  City,  b,  1807. 
Palmer,  Bay,  America,  b,  1808. 
Patterson,  S.  D.,  America,  to.  1860. 
Paulir,  Geioige,  America. 
Payne,  John  Howard,  New  York  City,  1792- 

1852. 
Pbbcival,  James  Gates,  Bedin,  Conn.,  1705- 

1856. 
Perkins,  J.  H.,  America,  to.  1860. 
Persius,  Flaccos  Aulas,  Italy,  84-62. 
Peter  DAMiANi,St.,  Italy,  1002-1072. 
Peter,  William,  England,  d.  1853. 
Philips,  Catherine,  London,  1631-1664. 
Pierce. 

PiEKPONT,  John,  Litchfield,  Conn. ,  1785-1866. 
Plettenraus,  Louisa  Von,  Germany. 
Fob,  Edgar  Allan,  Baltimore,  Md.,  1811-1840. 
Pollard,  Josephine,  New  York  City,  to.  1870. 
PoLLOK,  Bobert,  Scotland,  1700-1827. 
Pope,  Alexander,  England,  1688-1744 
PORTEUS,  Bishop  Beilby,  England,  1731-1808. 
Priest,  Nanpy  A.  W.,  America,  1834-1870. 
Prince,  P.,  England, 
Prior,  Matthew,  England,  1664-1721. 


Procter,  Adelaide  Anne,  Ehgland,  1820-1864. 
Procter,  Biyan  W.,  England^  6.  1798. 
Proctor,  Edna  Dean,  America,  to.  1870. 
Prudentiub,  Clement,  Italy,  b.  1050. 
FuNBHON,  William  Moriey,  Eingland,  10. 1867. 

QUARLES,  FiaaciB,  England,  1502-1644. 

Baffles,  Thomas,  England,  1788-1863. 

Baoo,  T.,  England,  b.  1808. 

BALEian,  Sir  Walter,  England,  1552-1618. 

Bandolph,  Thomas,  England,  1G05-1634 

Bascas,  Bernard,  Provenqe,  France. 

Bead,    Thomas    Buchanan,   Chester,  Pa.,  6. 

1822. 
BiCHARDBON,  Mtb.,  England,  to.  1808. 
BiFPON,  John,  England,  to.  1844. 
Bist,  Johann,  Germany,  1007-1667. 
Bobertson,  W.  B.,  America. 
B0BIN8ON,  Bobert,  Scotland,  1735-1700. 
B0DIOA8T,  S.,  Germany,  b.  1650. 
BOGERS,  Samuel,  England,  1763-1855. 
Bolls,  Mrs.  Henxy,  England,  to.  1815. 
BO8COE,  William,  Inland,  1753-1831. 
BoasETTi,  Christina  G.,  England,  to.  1870. 
BOGSETTi,  Dante  Gabriel,  £ig]and,  to.  1870. 
BOWB,  Nicholas,  England,  1673-1718. 
BucEERT,  Friedrich,  Germany,  d.  1867. 
Byan,  Bichard,  Scotland,  18th  century. 
Byland,  John,  Eng^d,  1753-1825. 

Saadi,    Sheik    Moslih   Edden,    Persia,    18th 

century. 
SAcns,  Hans,  German,  1404-1578. 
Saxb,  John  Godfrey,  Highgate,  Vt.,  b.  1816. 
Schillbr,  Johann  C,  Friedrich,  WOrtembuig, 

1750-1805. 
ScHMOLKB,  B.,  Germany,  1781. 
Scott,  James,  Scotland,  1733-1814 
Scott,  Sir  Walter,  SootLand,  1771-1832. 
Scrantom,  E.,  America,  to.  1850. 
ScuDDER,  EUza,  America,  to.  1865. 
Seagrave,  Bobert,  England,  b.  1603. 
Sears,  Edmund  H.,  America,'  b.  1810. 
Seidel,  Germany. 
Sblwyn,  H. 

Seneca,  L.  A.,  Corduba,  Spain,  1-65. 
Shakespeare,  William,  England,  1564-1616. 
Sharps,  B.  S.,  England,  1750-1835. 
Shea,  John  Augustus,  Ireland. 
Shelley,  Perpy  Bysahe,  Engbuid,  1702-1822. 
SHERroAN,  B.  B.,  Ireland,  1751-1816. 
Shirley,  James,  England,  1501-1666. 
Shirley,  Walter,  England,  1725-1786. 
Sidney,  Sir  Philip,  inland,  1554-1586. 
SiGOURNEY,  Lydia  H.,  America,  1701-1865. 
Skelton,  John,  England,  1485-1520. 
Smart,  Christopher,  England,  1722-1770. 
Smith,  Charitie  Lees,  Ireland,  to.  1868. 
Smith,  Dirk,  Holland,  1702-1752. 
Smith,  EUsabeth  Oakes.  America,  5.  1806. 
Smith,  Horace,  England.  1778-1840. 
Smith,  S.  F.,  America,  b.  1805. 
Smith,  Sydney,  England,  1771-1845. 
Smith,  William,  England,  1711-1767. 
Smollett,  Tobias,  England,  1721-1771. 
SouTHEY,   Caroline  Bowles,   inland,    1787- 

1854 
SouTHBY,  Bobert,  England,  1774-1843. 
Spencer,  William  Bobert,  England,  1770-1834 
Spenser,'  Fidmund,  England,  1553-1500. 
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BfittA)  Carl  J.  P.,  Germanj,  b.  1801. 
Spbagub,  Charles,  Boston,  Mass..  d.  1791. 
Stabkbt,  D.  p.  ,  America,  10. 1840. 
Steele,  Anne,  England,  1710-1778. 
Stephen  op  St.  Sabbas,  Greek. 
Stebling,  John,  Scotland,  1800-1844 
Stillingflbet,  Benjamin,  English,  1702-1771. 
Stoddabd,  Lavinia,  Amerusa,  1787-1820. 
Stoddabd,  Biohard  Henry,  Hingham,  Hass., 

b.  1825. 
Stowe,  Harriet  Beecher,  America,  b.  1812. 
Stowell,  Hugh,  England,  1790-1865. 
Stbode,  William,  Er^land,  1600-1644. 
Btudlet,  W.  S.,  America,  b.  1828. 
Stubm,  Julius  K.  B.,  Germany,  b,  1816. 
Subbey,  Lord,  England,  1516-1547. 
SwAm,  Charles,  ^igland,  b,  1803. 
SwAm,  Joseph. 

Swift,  Jonathan,  England,  1667-1745. 
Sylybbteb,  Joshua,  England,  1568-1618. 

Talbot,  H.  L.,  America,  w.  1860. 
Talfoubd,  Thomas  N.,  England,  1795-1854. 
Tafpan,  W.  B.,  America,  1794-1854. 
Tatham,  Emma,  England,  w,  1860. 
Taylob,  Bayard,  America,  b,  1825. 
Taylob,  Geoige  Lansing,  America,  19. 1865. 
Taylob,  Henry,  England,  d.  1785. 
Taylob,  Jane,  England,  1788-1823. 
Taylob,  Jeremy,  Bp.,  England,  lftl3-1667. 
Tegneb,  Bishop  Esias,  Sweden,  b,  1782. 
Tbbnyson,  Alfred,  England,  b.  1810. 
Tebesa,  St,  Spain,  tr.  1582. 
Tebstkeoen,  Gerhard,  Germany,  1697-1769. 
Theoclistus,  Greek,  9th  centoiy. 
Thbophanes,  Greece,  to.  50  B.o. 
Thomas  of  Celako,  13th  centozy. 
Thomson,  James,  England,  1700-1748. 
Thobnbuby,  G.  W.,  England,  b,  1828. 
Tighe,  Maiy,  England,  177a-1810. 
TooKE,  Andrew,  England,  b.  1673. 
ToPLADY,  Augustus  Montaguo,  England,  1740- 

1788. 
TowNSEND,  Eliza,  America,  1789-1854 
TozEB,  A.  T.,  England,  to.  1860. 
Tbbnch,  Blchard  Cheneviz  (Ahp.),  England,  b, 

1807. 
TUFPEB,  Ellen  Isabella,  England,  t0.  1865. 
TUPPEB,  Martin  Farquhar,  England,  b.  1810. 

tXpHAM,  Thomas  C,  America,  10. 1872. 

Van  Dykb,  H.  S.,  England,  1798-182a 


Yaughan,  Henry,  England,  1621-1695. 
Yaux,  Lord,  England,  b.  1590. 
Yega,  C.  Lope  de,  Spain,  1562-1685. 
Yeby,  Jones,  Salem,  Mass.,  1818. 
Yon  Logau. 

Walleb,  Edmund,  England,  1605-1687. 
Wabd,  Thomas,  America,  b.  1807. 
Wabb,  H.,  Jr.,  America,  1793-1848. 
Wabben,  Mercy,  America,  1728-1814. 
Wabton,  Thomas,  England,  1728-1790. 
Wastell,  Simon,  England,  d,  1623. 
Watts,  Isaac,  England,  1674-1749. 
Webstbb,  John,  England,  d.  1640. 
Welby,  Mis.  Amelia  B.,  America,  b.  1821. 
Weld,  H.  H.,  America,  to.  1851. 
Welthem,  Yau  L. 

Wesley,  Charles,  England,  1708-1788. 
Wesley,  John,  Enghind,  1703-1791. 
Wesley,  Samuel,  Jr..  £higland,  1690-1789. 
Whitefield,  Frederick,  Ireland,  10.  1859. 
Whitb,  Henry  Eirke,  England,  1785-1806. 
Whitman,  Mrs.  S.  H.,  America,  b.  1825. 
Whtftibb,  E.  H.,  America,  d.  1864. 
Whittieb,  John  Greenleaf,  Haveriiill,  Mass.,  b. 

1807. 
Wilcox,  Carlos,  America,  1794-1827. 
Wilde,  Biohard  Henry,  Ireland,  1789-1847. 
Wilkenson,  William  C. 
WiLLABD,  Emma,  Berlin,  Conn.,  1787-1870. 
Williams,  Isaac,  England,  b.  1800. 
Willis,  Nathaniel   Parker,  Portland,  Maine, 

1807-1867. 
WiLSONr  John,  Scotland,  1785-1854 
WmsLOW,  Harriet,  America,  b.  1824. 
WiTHEB,  Geoige,  England,  1588-1667. 
WiTHius,  Holland. 
WoLGOTT,  John,  England,  1738-1819. 
Wolfe,  Charles,  Ireland,  1719-1823. 
WooDBBiDGE,  Abby  D.,  America,  w,  1836. 
Woodbbidgb,  Benjamin,  America,  d.  1710. 
WoBDSWOBTH,  Christopher,  England,  wl  1865. 
WoBDSWOBTH,  William,  England,  1770-1850. 
WOTTON,  Sir  Henry,  Eu^hind,  1568-1639.      ^ 
WuLFFEB,  Germany,  1617-1685. 
Wyatt,  Sir  Thomas,  England,  1508-1542. 

Young,  Edward,  England,  1684-1765. 

Zehn,  Germany,  1615-1719. 

ZiNZENDOBF,  Count  N.  L.,  Gennany,  1700- 

1760. 
ZwiNGLi,  SwitMriand,  148a-15d0. 


NEW    CYCLOP-EDIA 
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POETICAL    ILLUSTRATIONS. 


■  »•  ■■ 


1.  ilBOH  Atoniai^ 

See  Aaron,  Gk>d*8  anointed  priest^ 

Within  the  yeil  appear* 
In  robea  of  mystic  meaning  dreaeedt 

Plresenting  Israelis  prayer. 

The  plato  of  gold  which  crowns  hk  hrowa 

BiB  holinesB  describes ; 
His  breast  dispUiys  in  shining  rows 

The  names  of  all  the  tribes. 

With  the  atoning  blood  he  stands 

Before  the  mercy-seat ; 
And  clouds  of  incense  from  his  hands 

Arise  with  odor  sweet 

TJrim  and  Thnmmim  near  his  heart. 

In  ridi  engravings  worn, 
The  sacred  bght  of  tmtii  impart, 

To  teach  and  to  adorn. 

Throagh  him  the  eye  of  faith  descriesi 

A  greater  priest  than  he — 
Thns  Jesos  pleads  above  the  skies 

For  yon,  my  friends,  and  me. 

He  bears  the  names  of  sll  the  saints. 

Deep  on  His  heart  engraved ; 
Attentive  to  the  state  and  wants 

Of  all  His  love  has  saved. 

In  Him  a  holiness  complete, 

light  and  perfection  shine ; 
And  wisdom,  grace,  and  glory  meet— 

A  Saviour  aU  divine. 

The  blood  which,  as  a  priest.  He  bears, 

For  sinners,  is  His  own ; 
The  incense  of  His  prayers  and  tears 

Perfumes  the  holy  throne. 

In  Him  my  weary  soul  has  rest. 

Though  I  am  weak  and  vile ; 
I  read  my  name  upon  His  breast, 

And  see  the  Futhsr  smile. 

John  Jfewton, 


9.  lABOI,  IMk  «£ 

With  trembling  hand 
He  hasted  to  undasp  the  priestly  robe, 
And  cast  it  o^er  his  son,  and  on  his  head 
The  mitre  place ;  while  with  a  feeble  voice, 
He  blessed,  and  bade  him  keep  his  garments 
pure  .    [raised 

From  olood  of  souls.    But  then,  as  Moses 
The  mystic  breastphite,  and  that  dying  eye 
Caught  the  radiance  of  those  precious  stones, 
By  whose  oracular  and  fearful  light 
Jehovah  had  so  oft  His  will  revved. 
Unto  the  chosen  tribe  whom  Aaron  loved 
In  all  their  wandering — but  whose  promised 

land 
He  might  not  look  upon — ^he  sadly  laid 
His  head  upon  the  mountain's  turfy  breast. 
And  with  one  prayer,  half  wrapped  in  stifled 
Gave  up  the  ghost  [groans, 

.  Lyd4a  Huntley  Sigoumey, 

We  grant,  although  he  had  much  wit, 

IF  was  very  shy  of  using  it, 

As  being  loth  to  wear  it  out, 

And,  therefore,  bore  it  not  about ; 

Unless  on  holydays  or  so, 

As  men  their  best  apparel  do. 

Beside,  'tis  known  he  could  speak  Greek, 

As  naturally  as  pigs  squeak ; 

That  Latin  was  no  more  difficile 

Than  to  a  black-bird  *tis  to  whistle. 

BiUlerU  Hudtbroi. 

4«  AHlLlTliiHi  Befsbprnsnt  oL 

Call   now  to  mind  what   high   capacious 

Sowers 
ed  up  in  man ;  how  far  beyond 
The  praise  of  mortals  may  the  eternal  growth 
Of  Nature  to  perfection  half  divine. 
Expand  the  blooming  soul  ?  What  pity,  then, 
Should  sloth's  unkindly  fogs  depress  to  earth 
Her  tender  blossom,  choke  the  streams  of 

life. 
And  blast  her  spring !  For  otherwise  designed 
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Almiffhty  wisdom  ;  Kature^s  happy  cares 
Tlie  oDedient  heart  far  otherwise  indine. 
Witness  the  sprightly  joy  when  aught  un- 
known .  [power 
Strikes  the  quick  sense,  and  wakes  each  active 
To  brisker  measures :  witness  the  neglect 
Of  all  familiar  prospects,  though  beheld 
With  transport  once ;  the  fond  attentive  gaze 
Of  young  astonishment ;  the  sober  zeal 
Of  age,  commenting  on  prodigious  things, 
For  such  the  bounteous  providence  of  Heaven, 
In  every  breast  implantmg  this  desire 
Of  objects  new  ana  strange,  to  urge  us  on 
With  unremitted  labor  to  pursue 
Those  sacred  stores  that  wait  the  ripening 
In  Truth^s  ezhaustless  bosom.  [soul, 

JUarh  Akennde. 
5»  ABILITIES,  Diffennoe  ol 

Alas  I  what  differs  more  than  man  from  man  I 
And  whence  this  difference? — ^whence  but 

from  himself? 
For,  see  the  universal  race  endowed      [fixed. 
With  the  same  upright  formt    The  sun  is 
And  the  infinite  magnificence  of  heaven, 
Within  the  reach  of  every  human  eye : 
The  sleepless  ocean  murmurs  in  all  ears ; 
The  vernal  field  infuses  fresh  delight 
Into  all  hearts.    Throughout  the  world  of 
Even  as  an  object  is  submne  or  fair,     [sense, 
That  object  is  laid  open  to  the  view 
Without  reserve  or  veil ;  and  as  a  power 
Is  salutary,  or  its  influence  sweet. 
Are  each  and  all  enabled  to  perceive 
That  power,  that  influence,  by  impartial  law. 
Gifts  nobler  are  vouchsafed  alike  to  all ; — 
Reason, — and,  with  that  reason,  smiles  and 
Imagination,  freedom  of  the  will,        [tears ; 
Conscience  to  guide  and  check;   and  death 
To  be  foretasted — ^immortality  presumed. 
Strange  then,  nor  less  than  monstrous  might 

bo  deemed 
The  failure,  if  the  Almighty,  to  this  point 
Liberal  and  undistinguishing,  should  hide 
The  excellence  of  moral  qusdities 
From  common  understanding ;  leaving  truth 
And  virtue,  difiicult,  abstruse,  and  dark ; 
Hard  to  be  won,  and  only  by  a  few : 
Strange,  should  he  deal  herein  with  nice 

respects. 
And  frustrate  all  the  rest  I    Believe  it  not : 
The  primal  duties  shine  aloft  like  stars ; 
The  charities,  that  soothe,  and  heal,  and  bless, 
Are  scattered  at  the  feet  of  man,  like  flowers. 
The  generous  inclination,  the  just  rule. 
Kind  wishes,  and  good  actions,  and  pure 

thoughts — 
No  mystery  is  here ;  no  special  boon 
For  high  and  not  for   low — for  proudly 
And  not  for  meek  in  heart  [graced 

WiUiam  Wordswc^th. 

6*  ABILITIES,  ICfltaken. 

It  happened  when  a  plague  broke  out, 

(Which  therefore  made  them  more  devout,) 

The  king  of  brutes  (to  make  it  plain, 

Of  quadrupeds  I  only  mean) 

By  proclamation  gave  command,  | 


That  every  subject  in  the  land 

Should  to  the  priest  confess  their  sins. 

And  thus  the  pious  Wolf  begins : 

"  Good  father,  I  must  own  with  shame. 

That  often  I  have  been  to  blame, 

I  must  confess,  on  Friday  last. 

Wretch  that  I  was  1  I  broke  my  fast : 

But  I  defy  the  basest  tongue 

To  prove  I  did  my  neighbK)r  wrong ; 

Or  ever  went  to  seek  my  food. 

By  rapine,  theft,  or  thirst  of  blood." 

The  Ass  approaching  next,  confessed. 
That  in  his  heart  he  lovcjd  a  jest : 
A  wag  he  was,  he  needs  must  own, 
And  could  not  let  a  dunce  alone : 
Sometimes  his  friend  he  would  not  spare, 
And  might  perhaps  be  too  severe : 
But  yet  the  worst  that  could  be  said, 
He  was  a  wit  both  bom  and  bred; 
And,  if  it  be  a  sin  and  shame. 
Nature  alone  must  bear  the  biam& 
One  fault  he  has,  is  sorry  for  % 
His  ears  are  half  a  foot  too  short ; 
Which  could  he  to  the  standard  bring, 
He^d  show  his  face  before  the  kin^ : 
Then  for  his  voice,  thcre^s  none  disputes 
That  he^s  the  nightingale  of  brutes. 

The  swine  with  contrite  heart  allowed 
His  shape  and  beauty  made  him  proud : 
In  diet  was  perhaps  too  nice. 
But  gluttony  was  ne'er  his  vice : 
In  every  turn  of  life  content, 
And  meekly  took  what  fortune  sent : 
Inquire  through  all  the  parish  round, 
A  oetter  neighbor  ne'er  was  found ; 
His  vigilance  might  some  displease ; 
'Tis  true  he  hated  sloth  like  pease. 
Apply  the  tale,  and  you  shall  find 
How  just  it  suits  witii  human  kind. 

JofuUTtan  8wifL 

7.  ABHAHAIff,  Thd  Sioriitod  ofc 

It  was  noon — 
And  Abraham  on  Moriah  bowed  himself 
And   buried  up  his  face  and   prayed  for 

strength. 
He  could  not  look  upon  his  son,  and  pray ; 
But  with  bis  hand  upon  the  clustering  curls 
Of  the  fair,  kneeling  boy,  he  prayed  that  God 
Would  nerve  him  for  that  hour.   .   .  . 

He  rose  up  and  laid 

The  wood  upon  the  altar.    All  was  done. 
He  stood  a  moment — and  a  deep,  quick  flash 
Passed  o'er  his  countenance;   and  then  he 

nerved 
His  spirit  with  a  bitter  strength  and  spoke: 
"  Isaac !  my  only  son  1 " — ^The  boy  looked  up : 
** Where  is  the  lamb,  my  father?"  Oh  the 

tones, 
The  sweet,  familiar  voice  of  a  loved  child  I — 
What  would  its  music  seem  at  such  an  hour ! 
It  was  the  last  deep  struggle.     Abraham  held 
His  loved,  his  beautiful  his  only  son. 
And  lifted  up  his  arms  and  call'd  on  God — 
And  lo !  God's  angel  stay'd  him — and  he  fell 
Upon  his  face  and  wept. 

Naihanid  Birker  WiUi$. 
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8.  AB£ULLQ]i;DMtiio& 

The  pall  was  settled.    He  Trho  slept  beneath 
Was  straighton'd  for  the  graye,  and,  as  the 

folds 
Snnk  to  the  still  proportions,  they  betrayed 
The  matchless  syqnnetry  of  Absalom. 
His  hair  was  yet  unshorn,  and  silken  curls 
Were  floating  round  the  tassels  as  they  swayed 
To  the  admitted  air,  as  glossy  now 
As  when,  in  hours  of  gentle  dalliance,  bathing 
The  snowy  fingers  of  Judea^s  daughters. 
EBs  helm  was  at  his  feet :  his  banner,  soiled 
With  trailing  through  Jerusalem,  was  laid,  • 
ReverBcd,  beside  him :  and  the  jewelled  hUt, 
Whose  diamonds  lit  the  passage  of  his  blade, 
Rested,  like  mockery,  on  his  covered  brow. 
Tlia  soldiers  of  the  king  trod  to  and  fro. 
Clad  in  the  armor  of  battle ;  and  their  chie^ 
The  mighty  Joab,  stood  beside  the  bier. 
And  gazed  upon  the  dark  pall  steadfastly, 
As  if  he  feai'd  the  slumberer  might  stir. 
A  slow  step  startled  him.    He  grasped  his 

blade 
As  if  a  trumpet  rang ;  but  the  bent  form 
Of  David  enter'd,  and  he  gave  command. 
In  a  low  tone,  to  his  few  followers,         [still 
And  left  him  with  his  dead.    The  king  stood 
"nil  the  last  echo  died ;  then  throwing  ofE 
The  sackcloth  from  his  brow,  and  laying  back 
The  pall  from  the  still  features  of  his  child. 
He  bow^d  his  head  upon  him,  and  broke  forth 
In  the  resistless  eloquence  of  woe : 
'  '•  Alas  1  my  noble  boy  I  that  thou  shouldst  die  I 
Thou,  who  wert  made  so  beautifully  fair  I 
That  death  should  settle  in  thy  glorious  eye, 
And  leaye  his  stillness  in  this  clustering  hair ! 
How  could  he  mark  thee  for  the  silent  tomb  I 
My  proud  boy,  Absalom  I 
Cola  is  thy  brow,  my  son  1  and  I  am  chill. 
As  to  my  bosom  I  have  tried  to  press  thee  I 
How  was  I  wont  to  feel  my  pulses  thrill. 
Like  a  rich  harp-string,  yearning  to  caress 

thee,  [dumb 

And  hear  thy  sweet  *  my  father  / '  from  these 
And  cold  lips,  Absalom  t 
But  death  is  on  thee,  I  shall  hear  the  gush 
Of  music,  and  the  Toices  of  the  young: 
And  life  will  pass  me  in  the  mantling  blush. 
And  the  dark  tresses  to  the  soft  mn&  flung ; 
But  thou  no  more,  with  thy  sweet  Toioe,  shall 
To  meet  me,  Absalom  I  [come 

And  oh  I  when  I  am  stricken,  and  my  heart. 
Like  a  bruised  reed,  is  waiting  to  be  broken. 
How  will  its  love  for  thee,  as  I  depart. 
Yearn  for  thine  ear  to  drink  its  last  deep 

token.  [gloom. 

It  were  so  sweet,   amid  death's  gathering 
To  see  thee,  Absalom  I 
And  now,  farewell  I  'tis  hard  to  giye  thee  up, 
"With  death  so  like  a  gentle  slumber  on  thee ; 
And  thy  dark  sini— <>h!  I  could  drink  the 

cup, 
If  from  this  woe  its  bitterness  had  won  thee. 
May  Qod  hare  caird  thee^  like  a  wanderer. 
My  lost  boy,  Absalom  I''  [home 

He  ooyered  up  his  face,  and  bowed  himself 


A  moment  on  his  child:  then,  giving  him 
A  look, of  melting  tenderness,  ho  clasped 
His  hands  convtUsiyely,  as  if  in  pniyer; 
And,  as  if  strength  were  given  him  from  God, 
He  rose  up  calmly,  and  composed  the  paU 
Firmly  and  decently — and  left  him  there — 
As  if  his  rest  had  been  a  breathing  sleep. 

2fathanielJPUrker  WUIU. 

0«  ABSEHOE,  Oon^lsiatot 

Like  as  the  cnlyer  on  the  bared  bough. 

Sits  mourning  for  the  absence  of  her  mats, 
And  in  her  songs  sends  many  a  wishful  vow 

For  his  return  that  seems  to  linger  late ; 
So  I,  alone  now  left,  disconsolate, 

Mourn  to  myself  the  absence  of  my  love. 
And  wandering  here  and  there  all  desolate, 

Seek  with  my  plaints,  to  match  that  mourn- 
ful dove. 

Edmund  8pen$er, 

10.  ABSEVOE,  ImproTSBMnt  oft 

What  shall  I  do  with  all  the  days  and  hours 
That  must  be  counted  ere  I  see  thy  face  ? 

How  shall  I  chaim  the  interval  that- lowers 
Between  this  time  and  that  sweet  tune  of 
grace? 

Shall  I  in  slumber  steep  each  weary  sense, — 
Weary  with  longing  f    Shall  I  flee  away 

Into  past  days,  and  with  some  fond  pretence 
Oheat  myself  to  forget  the  present  day  ? 

Shall  love  for  thee  lay  on  my  soul  the  sin' 
Of  casting  from  me  Gk)d's  great  gift  of 
time? 

Shall  I,  these.mists  of  memory  locked  within, 
LcMive  and  forget  Ufe^s  purposes  sublime  ? 

O,  how  or  by  what  means  may  I  contrive 
To  bring  the  hour  that  brings  thee  back 
more  near? 

How  may  I  teach  my  drooping  hope  to  Hve 
Until  that  blessed  time,  and  thou  art  here? 

ril  tell  thee ;  for  thy  sake  I  will  lay  hold 
Of  all  good  aims,  and  consecrate  to  thee, 

In  worthy  deeds,  each  moment  that  is  told 
While  thou,  beloved  one  1  art  far  from  me. 

For  thee  I  will  arouse  my  thoughts  to  try 
All  heavenward  flights,  all  high  and  holy 
strains ; 
For  thy  dear  sake  I  will  walk  patiently 
Through  these  long  hours,  nor  call  their 
mmutes  pains. 

I  will  this  dreary  blank  of  absence  make 
A  noble  task-time ;  and  will  therein  strive 

To  follow  excellence,  and  to  overtake 
More  good  than  I  have  won  since  yet  I  live. 

So  may  this  doomM  time  build  up  in  me 
A  tifiousand  graces,  which  shall  thus  be 
thine; 
So  may  my  love  and  longing  hallowed  be. 
And  thy  dear  thought  an  influence  divin& 

Francea  Anne  Eemble, 
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11*  AB8EK0E,  8iinile8a& 

A  boat  at  midnight  sent^one 

To  drift  npon  the  moonless  sea, 

A  lute,  whose  leading  chord  is  gone,  ' 

A  wounded  bird,  that  hath  but  one 

Imperfect  win^  to  soar  upon. 

Are  like  what  I  atn,  without  thee  t 

Thomas  ifoare, 

19.  ABSTnrEHOE,  BftttU«t 
Stand  up  for  the  cold-water  fight 

'Gainst  doctor  and  lawyer  and  priest ; 
Stand  up  and  do  battle  for  right 

'Gainst  foes  from  the  West  or  the  East ; 
'Gainst  foes  from  the  North  and  the  South ; 

'Gainst  foes  from  above  or  beneath ; 
Speak  out  every  man  with  a  mouth 

The  watchword  of  "  FsBRDou  OR  Dbaxh  I " 

Away  with  your  "  moderate  "  drink  I 

Your  infamous  pleading  for  wine  1 
The  tempter  that  lures  to  the  brink 

Of  peiniition  I    The  demon  malign  I 
The  treacherous,  venomous  thing 

That  blushes  and  laughs  in  the  bowl  I 
The  mocker  I    The  adder  whose  sting 

Strikes  mortal  through  body  and  soul  I 

Georgs  Zannn^  Taylor. 

13«  AB8TIHEH0E,  Habit  q& 

That  monster.  Custom,  who  aU  sense  doth 
Of  habitus  devil,  is  aTigd  yet  in  this :        [eat 
That  to  the  use  of  actions  fair  and  good 
He  likewise  gives  a  frock,  or  livery 
That  aptly  is  put  on.    Refrain  to-night ; 
And  that  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 
To  the  next  abstinence :  the  next  more  easy : 
For  use  can  almost  change  the  stamp  of 

nature, 
And  either  curb  the  devil,  or  throw  >iiin  out 
With  wondrous  potency. 

Wm,  8hake$peare, 

14*  ABSTiUJJJiaE,  labor  far. 

Wait,  abstainers,  every  year 

Vindicates  the  glorious  plan. 
Time  rewards  each  pioneer 

Who  clears  a  higher  path  for  man. 

Faster,'  faster,  true  men  gather 
Round  the  standard  aU  unf  urled^ 

Youthful  son  and  hoary  father 
Haste  to  bear  it  round  tibe  world. 

ia«  ABSTlllJjIlOE,  Bewlntion  ofi 

Thou  sparkling  bowl  I  thou  sparkling  bowl  I 
Though  lips  of  bards  thy  brim  may  press, 

And  eyes  of  beauty  o'er  thee  roll, 
And  songs  and  dance  thy  power  confess — 

I  will  not  touch  thee ;  for  there  clings 

A  scorpion  to  thy  side  that  stings. 

John  Pierpont, 

16*  A0QUIB80EH0B;  Ooofidlog. 

I  know  not  what  will  befall  me  t  God  hangs 

a  mist  o'er  my  eyes, 
And  o'er  each  step  of  my  onward  path  He 

makes  new  scenes  to  rise, 


And  every  joy  He  sends  me  comes  as  a  swoet 
and  glad  surprise. 

I  see  not  a  step  before  me  as  I  tread  the  days 

of  the  year. 
But  the  past  is  still  in  Gk)d's  keeping,  the 

future  Hb  mercy  shall  clear. 
And  what  looks  dark  in  the  distance,  mayj 

brighten  as  I  draw  near. 

I 

For  perhaps  the  dreaded  future  has  Xeas  bit 

temess  than  I  think. 
The  Lord  may  sweeten  the  water  before  I 

stoop  to  drink. 
Or,  if  Marah  must  be  Harah,  Ho  will  stan  I 

beside  its  brink. 

It  may  be  there  is  waiting  for  the  oeming  of 

my  feet, 
Some  gift  of  such  rare  blessedness,  some  joy 

so  strangely  sweet 
That  my  lips  can  only  tremble  with  the  thanks 

I  cannot  speak. 

0  restful,  blissful  ignorance!    Tis  bleased 

not  to  know. 
It  keeps  me  quiet  in  those  arms  which  will 

not  let  me  go. 
And  hushes  my  sonL  to  rest  on  the  bosom  which 

loves  me  so. 

So  I  go  on  not  knowing.    I  would  not  if  I 
might; 

1  would  rather  walk  on  in  the  dark  with  God, 

than  go  alone  in  the  light ; 
I  would  rather  walk  with  Elm  by  faith  than 
walk  alone  by  sight. 

My  heart  shrinks  back  from  trials  which  the 

future  may  disclose, 
Yet  I  never  had  a  sorrow  but  what  the  dear 

Lord  chose ; 
So  I  send  the  coming  tears  back,  with  the 

whiq>ered  word  *'  Ho  knows.'' 

17.  AOQTTIESOEVaE,  Entixai 

To  do,  or  not  to  do ;  to  have, 
Or  not  to  have,  I  leave  to  Thee ; 
To  be,  or  not  to  be ;  I  leave. 
Thy  only  will  be  done  in  mo ! 
All  my  requests  are  lost  in  one, 
"Father,  Thy  only  wiU  bo  done  I " 

Welcome  alike  the  crown  or  cross. 
Trouble  I  cannot  ask  nor  peace, 
Nor  toil,  nor  rest ;  nor  gain,  nor  losa; 
Nor  joy,  nor  grief;  nor  pain,  nor  ease ; 
Nor  life,  nor  death ;  but  ever  groan, 
**  Father,  Thy  only  wiU  be  done  I " 

Charles  Wesley. 
1§«  AOnOV,  Appoiiitm«iil  oH 

What  are  we  set  on  earth  for?    Say,  to  toil — 
Nor  seek  to  leave  thy  tending  of  the  vines, 
For  all  the  heat  o'  day,  till  it  declines, 
And  Death's  mild  curfew  shall  from  work 

assoiL 
Qod  did  anoint  thee  with  His  odorous  oil. 
To  wrestle,  not  to  reign ;  and  He  «M«fifrni| 
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An  thy  tean  over,  like  pure  crystalliiies, 
For  yoonger  feUow-worken  of  the  soil 
To  wear  for  amulets.    So  others  shall 
Take  patienoe,  labor,  to  their  heart  and  hand. 
From  thy  hand,  and  thy  heart,  and  thy  brave 

cheer, 
And  God^s  grace  fmctify  through  thee  to  alL 
Hie  least  flower,  with  a  brimmmg  cap,  may 

stand 
And  share  its  dew«drop  with  another  near. 

Slvuibetk  BarreU  Browning, 

10.  AOnO¥,  OaUto. 

Bare  to  do  right !  dare  to  be  tme  I 
Yoa  have  a  work  that  no  other  can  do ; 
Do  it  so  bravely,  so  kindly,  so  well. 
Angels  will  ha^ien  the  stoiy  to  tdL 

Dare  to  do  right  I  dare  to  be  trhe  1 
Other  men^s  f  ailnres  can  never  save  yon. 
Stand  by  yoor  conscience,  yonr  honor,  your 

faith; 
Stand  like  a  hero  and  battle  till  death. 

Dare  to  do  right  I  daretobetrael 

Love  may  deny  yon  its  sunshine  and  dew. 

Let  the  dew  ML,  for  tiien  showers  shall  be 

given; 
Dew  is  from  earth,  bat  the  showers  are  from 
•    heaven. 

Daretodorightt  daretobetrael 
God,  who  crnited  yon,  cares  for  yoa  too ; 
Treasores  the  tears  that  his  striving  ones  shed, 
Coonts  and  protects  every  hair  of  yoar  head. 

Dare  to  do rightl  dare  to  be  tniel 
Oonnot  Omnipotence  carry  you  through  ? 
City  and  mansion  and  throne  all  in  sight, 
Oan  yon  not  dare  to  be  trae  and  be  right  ? 

Dare  to  do  right  I  daretobetrael 
Keep  the  great  jad^^ent-seat  always  in  view ; 
Look  at  yoor  work  as  yoa^ll  look  at  it  then, 
Scimned  by  Jdiovah  and  angels  and  men. 

Daretodorightt  daretobetrael 
Prayerfully,  lovingly,  firmly  porsue 
The  path  by  apostles  and  martyrs  once  trod. 
The  path  of  the  just  to  the  dty  of  Gk)d. 

€f&orge  Lanting  Taylor, 

Mw  AOTIOH,Diityo£ 

Tell  me  not,  in  mournful  numbers. 

Life  is  but  an  empty  dream  I 
For  the  soul  is  dead  that  slumbers. 

And  things  are  not  what  they  seem. 

Life  is  real  I  Life  is  earnest  1 

And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal ; 
.Dust  thou  art,  to  dust  retumest, 
*    Was  not  spoken  of  the  soul. 

Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow, 

Is  our  destined  end  or  way ; 
Bnt-to  act  that  each  to-morrow 

Find  us  farther  than  to-day. 

Art  is  long  and  Time  is  fleeting, 
Anfi  our  hearts,  though  stout  and  brave, 

9 


Still,  like  muffled  drums,  are  beating 
Funeral  marches  to  the  grave. 

In  the  world's  broad  fleld  of  battle, 

In  the  bivouac  of  Life, 
Be  not  like  dumb,  driven  cattle  I 

Be  a  hero  in  the  strife  t 

Trust  no  Future,  however  pleasant  I 
Let  the  dead  Bast  bury  its  dead  t 

Act — act  in  the  living  Present  I 
Heart  within,  and  Ck>d  overhead  t 

Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us 
We  can  make  our  lives  sublime, 

And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 
Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time  ;— 

Footprints,  that  perhaps  another, 

Sailing  o^er  liie's  solemn  main, 
A  forlorn  and  shipwrecked  brother, 

Seeing,  shall  take  heart  agahL 

Let  us,  then,  be  up  and  doings 

With  a  heart  for  any  fate ; 
Still  achieving,  still  pursuing, 

Learn  to  labor  and  to  wait 

Henry  Wadtworth  LongfiSllaw. 

91.  AOTIOV,£nao£ 

Go,  sUly  worm,  drudge,  trudge,  and  travel. 
Despising  piun,  so  thou  may'st  gain 

Some  honor  or  some  gulden  gravel: 

But  death  the  while,  to  fill  his  numoer. 
With  sudden  call  takes  thee  from  all. 

To  prove  thy  days  but  dream  and  slumber. 

Joshua  Syheitor, 

M*  AOnOVi  Ckd'iFsTor  o& 

When  Thou  dost  favor  any  action, 

It  runs,  it  flies ; 
All  things  concur  to  give  it  a  perfection. 

That  which  had  but  two  less  before, 
When  Thou  dost  bless,  ham  twelve:   one 
wheel  doth  rise 
To  twenty  then,  or  mors. 

But  when  Thou  dost  on  business  Uow, 

It  hangs,  it  dogs : 
Not  all  the  teams  of  Albion  in  a  row 

Can  hale  or  draw  it  out  of  door.         [logs. 
Legs  are  but  stumps^  and  Pharo^s  wheels  but 
And  struggling  hinders  more. 

George  Eerbert, 

98«  AOnOV,  Hiit0  to. 

life  is  too  short  to  waste 
In  critic  peep  or  cynic  bark, 
Quarrel  or  reprimand : 
'Twill  soon,  he  dark ; 
Ay  I  mind  thine  own  aim,  and 
God  speed  the  mark  1 

J2L  W,  Emeraon, 

M.  AOnOV,  Lilbla, 

Feetue.   The  value  of  a  thought  cannot  be 

told; 
But  it  is  clearly  worth  a  thousand  lives, 
Like  many  men's.    And  yet  men  love  to  live. 
As  if  mere  life  were  wortii  their  living  for. 
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What  bat  perdition  will  it  be  to  most  ? 
lifers  more  than  breath  and  the  quick  romid 

of  blood. 
It  is  a  great  spirit  and  a  bnsj  heart       [live. 
The  coward  and  the  small  in  soul  scarce  do 
One  generous  feeling — one  great  thought — 

one  deed  [seem 

Of  good,  ere  night,  would  make  life  longer 
Than  if  each  year  might  n\imber  a  thousand 

days — 
Spent  as  is  this  by  nations  of  mankind. 
We  live  in  deeds,  not  years;   in  thoughts, 

not  breaths ; 
In  f  eelinsB,  not  in  fl^^ures  on  a  dial. 
We  shomd  count  time  by  heart-throbs.    He 

most  lives 
Who  thinks  most — ^feels  the  noblest, — acts 

the  best 

Philip  Jame$  Bailey. 

M.  AOTIOH,  Fiewnt 

Heart  gazing  mournfully 

Back  through  past 
Bringing  sad  memoiieSi 

Lf^en  with  tears-^ 
lifers  hours  wasted, 

Talents  abused. 
Bright  opportunities 

Blindly  refused — 
Close  up  the  record 

IVaught  with  such  pain ; 
Years  that  have  yanished 

Return  not  agaiu. 
Grasp  thou  the  Present^ 

Be  earnest  and  bold — 
Fleeting  its  moments, 

More  precious  than  gold. 

Watch  and  fight  brayely 

Against  sloth  and  sin ; 
Pray  for  the  Spirit,  - 

Tlie  victory  to  win. 
Cometh  the  future 

Veiled  and  slow? 
Go  forth  to  greet  her. 

For  weal  or  for  woe. 
Bringeth  she  gladness? 

Praise  thou  the  Lord. 
Bringeth  she  sadness  ? 

Bow  to  His  word. 
O'er  Past  and  o'er  Future 

Dim  shadows  recline. 
Heart  be  thou  manful ; 

The  Presettt  is  Hdne  ! 

96.  AOTIOV,  QaaUtjoi: 

Redeem  we  time— its  loss  we  dearly  buy. 
No  blank,  no  trifle,  nature  made  or  meant 
Virtue,  or  purposed  virtue,  still  be  thine : 
This  cancels  thy  complaint  at  once;   this 

leaves 
In  act  no  trifle,  and  no  blank  in  time. 
This  greatens,  fills,  immortalizes  all ; 
This,  the  bless'd  art  of  turning  all  to  gold ; 
This,  the  ^ood  heart's  prerogative,  to  raise 
A  royal  tnbute  from  the  poorest  hours : 
Immense  revenue  I  every  moment  pays. 


If  nothing  more  than  purpose  is  thy  power, 
Thy  purpose  firm  is  equal  to  the  deea ; 
Who  does  the  best  his  circumstance  allows 
Does  well,  acts  nobly ;  angels  could  no  more. 

Edward  Young. 

9T.  AOXIOH,  Baoordofi 

Though  history,  on  her  faded  scrolls, 
Fragments  of  facts,  and  wrecks  of  names 
Time's  indefatigable  finger  writes      [enrolls. 
Men's  meanest  actions  on  their  souls. 
In  lines  which  not  himself  can  blot : 
These  the  last  day  shall  bring  to  light, 
Though  through  long  centuries  forgot 
When  hearts  and  sepulchres  are  bared  to 

sight. 
Ah  I  then  shall  each  of  Adam's  race. 
In  that  concentred  instant  trace, 
Upon  the  tablet  of  his  mind. 
His  whole  existence  in  a  thought  combined. 
Thenceforth  to  part  no  more,  out  be 
Impictured  on  Ms  memory ; 
— ^As  in  the  image-chamber  of  the  eye, 
Seen  at  a  glance,  in  dear  penpective,  lie 
Myriads  of  forms  of  ocean,  earth,  and  sky. 

Jame%  Montgomery. 

M.  AOnOH ,  Boom  fbr. 

Through  the  blue  Immense  [way 

Strike  out  all  swimmers  I  cling,  not  in  the 
Of  one  another,  so  to  sink,  but  learn     [spray 
The  strong  man's  impulse,  catch  the  f  resh'ning 
He  throws  up  in  his  motions,  and  discern 
By  his  clear,  westering  eye,  the  time  of  day. 
Thou,  God,  hast  set  us  worthy  gifts  to  earn. 
Besides  thy  heaven  and  Thee  \  and  when  I 

say 
There's  room  here  for  the  weakest  man  alive 
To  live  and  die, — ^there's  room  too,  I  repeat, 
For  all  the  strongest  to  live  well  and  strive, 
Their  own  way,  by  their  individual  heat, 
like  a  new  bee-swarm  leaving  the  old  hive. 
Despite  the  wax  which  tempts  so  violet-swcct 
Then  let  the  living  live,  the  dead  retain 
Their  grave-cold  flowers  1  through    honor's 

best  supplied, 
By  bringing  actions  to  prove  fheirs  not  vain. 

Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning. 

99.  AOnVITT,  Ohrifltiftii. 

Wouldst  thou  from  sorrow  find  a  sweet  relief  ? 
Or  is  thy  heart  oppressed  with  woes  untold  ? 
Balm  wouldst  thou   gather  for   corroding 

ffrief  I  [gold. 

Pour  blessings  round  thee  like  a  shower  of 
'Tis  when  the  rose  is  wrapt  in  many  a  fold. 
Close  to  its  heart,  the  worm  is  wasting  there 
Its  life  and  beauty ;  not  when,  all  unrolled. 
Leaf  after  leaf,  its  bosom,  rich  and  fair, 
Bi^eathes  freely  its  perfumes  throughout  the 

ambient  air. 

Wake,  thou  that  sleepest  in  enchanted  bowers, 
Lest  these  lost  years  should  haunt  thee  on  the 
night  [hours 

When  death  is  waiting  for  thy  numbered 
To  take  their  swift  and  everlasting  flight ; 
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Wake  ere  the  earth-bom  charm  Tmnerve  thee 
quite,  [dressed: 

And  be  thy  thotights  to  work  divine  ad- 
Do   something — do  it   soon — ^with   all  thy 

might; 
An  ai^el's  wing  would  droop  if  long  at  rest, 
And  God  himself,  inactiye,  were  no  longer 
blest 

Some  high  or  hmnble  enterprise  of  good   - 
Contemj^te  till  it  shall  possess  thy  mind, 
Become  thy  stady,  pastime,  rest,  and  food. 
And  kindle  in  thy  heart  a  flame  refined. 
Pray  Heaven  for  firmness  thy  whole  sotd  to 
To  this  thy  pnrposo— to  begin,  pursue,  [bind 
With  thoQffhts  all  fixed  and  feelings  purely 

kind ;  mew. 

Strength  to  complete,  and  with  delight  re- 
And  grace  to  give  the  praise  where  all  is 

ever  due.  i 

Rouse  to  some  work  of  high  and  holy  love, 
And  thou  an  angel's  happiness  shalt  know, 
Shalt  bless  the  earth  whue  in  the  world  above : 
The  good  began  by  thee  shall  onward  flow 
In  many  a  branching  stream,  and  wider  grow ; 
The  se^  that,  in  these  few  and  fleeting  hours, 
Tby  hands  umroaring  and  unwearied  sow. 
Shall   deck    thy   grave  with    amaranthine 
flowers,  [mortal  bowers. 
And  yield  thee  £ruitB  divine  m  heaven's  im- 
Carloi  Wilcox, 

ACnVITT,  IlLMILtiVM  to. 

Make  haste,  O  man,  to  live, 
For  thou  so  soon  must  die ; 

lime  hurries  past  thee  like  the  breeze ; 
How  swift  its  moments  fly  I 

To  breathe,  and  wake,  and  sleep, 
To  smile,  to  sigh,  to  grieve ; 

To  move  in  idleness  throueh  earth, 
This,  this  is  not  to  live! 

Make  haste,  O  man,  to  do 

Whatever  must  be  done ; 
Hiou  hast  no  time  to  lose  in  sloth, 

Thy  day  will  soon  be  gone. 

Up  then  with  speed,  and  work ; 

Fling  ease  and  self  away ; 
This  is  no  time  for  thee  to  ideep. 

Up,  watdi,  and  work  and  pray ! 

The  useful,  not  the  great. 

The  thing  that  never  dies ; 
The  fidlent  toil  that  is  not  lost, — 

Set  these  before  thine  eyes. 

The  seed,  whose  leaf  and  flower. 
Though  poor  in  human  sight, 

Brings  forth  at  last  the  eternal  fmit, 
Sow  thou  by  day  and  night 

Make  haste,  O  man,  to  live. 
Thy  time  is  almost  o'er : 
0  sleep  not,  dream  not,  but  arise. 
The  Judc^  is  at  the  door. 

"Make  haste,  O  man,  to  live ! 
Horativs  Bonar. 


31.  AOnVITT,  KoitaL 

There  is  a  fire-fly  in  the  southern  clime 
Which  shineth  only  when  upon  the  wing  -, 
So  it  is  with  the  mind :  when  once  we  resit, 
We  darken.    On  I  said  God  unto  Jthe  soul 
As  to  the  earth,  forever.     On  it  goes, 
A  rejoicing  native  of  the  infinite-- 
Ab  a  bird  of  airman  orb  of  heaven. 

PhU^>  James  Bailey. 

M.  Aonvrnr,  Thrift  «fi 

Qood  striving 

Brings  thriving. 
Better  a  dog  who  works 
Than  a  lion  who  shirks. 

OrUntal. 

83.  ADAM  AHB  EVE,  Dewription  oft 

Two  of  far  nobler  shape,  erect  and  tall. 
Godlike  erect,  with  native  honor  dad 
In  naked  majesty,  seem'd  lords  of  all, 
And  worthy  seem'd :  for  in  their  looks  divine. 
The  image  of  their  glorious  Maker,  shone 
Truth,  ^^sdom,  sanctitude  severe  and  pure 
(Severe  but  in  true  filial  freedom  plac'd). 
Whence  true  authority  and  men ;  though  both 
Not  equal,  as  their  sex  not  equal  seem'd : 
For  contemplation  he,  and  valor  f  orm'd ; 
For  softness  she,  and  sweet  attractive  grace ; 
He  for  God  only,  she  for  God  in  him : 
His  fair  larse  front  and  eye  sublime  dedar'd 
Absolute  TvSe ;  and  hyadnthine  locks 
Round  from  his  parted  forelock  manly  hung 
dust'ring,   but  not  beneath  his   shoulders 

broad: 
She  as  a  veil  down  to  the  slender  waist 
Her  unadorned  golden  tresses  wore 
Dishevel'd,  but  m  wanton  ringlets  wav'd 
As  the  vine  curls  her  tendrils,  which  imply'd 
Subjection,  but  requir'd  with  gentle  svray. 
And  by  her  jriddeo;  by  him  b^  recelv'^ 
Tidded  with  coy  submiBsion,  modest  pride. 
And  sweet  rductant  amorous  delay. 
Nor  those  mysterious  parts  were  then  con- 

ceal'd; 
Then  was  not  guilty  shame,  dishonest  shame 
Of  nature's  works ;  honor  dishonorable. 
Sin-bred,  How  have  ye  troubled  all  mankind 
With  shows  instead,  mere  shows  of  seeming 

pure. 
And  banish'd  from  man's  life  his  happiest  life, 
Simplidty  and  spotless  innocence  I        [sight 
So  pass'd  they  naked  on,  nor  shunn'd  the 
Of  Gk)d  or  Angel,  for  they  thought  no  ill : 
So  hand  in  hand  they  pass'd,  the  loveliest  pair 
That  ever  since  in  love's  embraces  met ; 
Adam  the  goodliest  man  of  men  sini'e  bom 
His  sons,  the  fairest  of  her  daughters  Eve. 
Under  a  tuft  of  shade  that  on  a  green     [side 
Stood  whisp'ring  soft,  by  a  fresh  fountain 
They  sat  them  down ;  and  after  no  more  toil 
Of  their  sw^t  gard'ning  labor,  than  suffic'd 
To  recommend  cool  zephyr,  and  made  ease 
More  easy,  wholesome  thu*st  and  appetite 
More  grateful,  to  thdr  supper  fruits  they  fell, 
Necttmne  fruits  which  the  compliant  boughs 
Yiddcd  them,  siddong  as  they  sat  i*edine 
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On  the  soft  do-wny  bank  damask'd  with  floVrs. 
•  The  savory  pnlp  they  chew,  and  in  the  rind 
Still  as  they  thirsted  scoop  the  brimming 

stream 
Nor  gentle  purpose,  nor  endearing  smiles 
Wanted,  nor  youthful  dalliance  as  beseems 
Fair  couple  linked  in  happy  nuptial  league, 
Alone  as  they.    About  them  fnsking  plaVd 
All  beasts  of  th'  earth,  since  wild,  and  of  all 
In  wood  or  wilderness,  forest  or  den ;    [chase 
Sporting  the  lion  ramped,  and  in  his  paw 
Dandled  the  kid ;  beimi,  tigers,  ounces,  pards, 
Qambol'd  before  them;  th'  unwieldly  ele- 
phant, ^wreath^d 
To  make  them  mirth,  us'd  all  his  might,  and 
His  lithe  proboscis ;  dose  the  serpent  sly 
Insdnuating,  wove  with  €k>rdian  twine 
His  braidS  train,  and  of  his  fatal  guile 
Gave  proof  unheeded. 

John  MUton, 

84,  ADAM  ABB  EYE,  TziaignMiimi  o£ 

With  fatal  and  disastrous  ease 
lifting  her  hand  into  the  clustering  boughs, 
She  touched,  she  took,  she  tasted.    One  small 

taste  [seemed. 

Sufficed.     Her  eyes  were  opened;   and  she 
The  moorings  cut  which  bound  her  to  the 

shore. 
Launched  on  an  ocean  of  delights.    Alas, 
Perfidious  sea,  on  whidi  the  mrest  bark 
E'er  floated  suffered  foulest  wrong  and  wreck ! 
Awhile  as  in  a  dream  she  stood,  but  soon 
Her  scattered  thoughts  recalled  and  from  the 

boughs 
Selecting  one  loaden  with  luscious  fruit 
She  plucked  it  bower'd  in  leayeSi  and  took 

her  way 
To  seek  her  absent  lord.    Him  soon  she  met 
Returning  with  no  laggard  steps ;  for  when 
The  serpent  slid  with  such  strange  haste  away 
The  loitering  minutes  hours  appeared,  and 
A  strange  solicitude  unknown  before     [then 
Began  to  creep  around  his  boding  heart, 
And  he  retraced  his  path.     But  when  he  saw 
Eye  with  flusii'd  cheek  and  agitated  mien 
Advancing,  in  her  hand  that  fatal  branch. 
His  heart  sank,  and  his  lip  quiyer'd.    And 

when 
She  told  her  tale,  the  serpent's  honey'd  words, 
Her  brief  refusal,  his  repeated  suit, 
Her  answer,  his  reply,  her  touch,  her  taste, 
Then  first  upon  the  virgin  soil  of  earth 
Fell  human  tears,  presage  of  myriad  showers. 
But  when  again  with  pleading  eye  and  hand. 
Silent  but  most  persuasive  eloquence,     p>ore. 
She  pray'd  him  share  with  her  the  fruit  she 
Then  Adam  wadl'd  aloud : 

*'  O  Eve,  my  wife.  [hast  thou  done  ? 

Heaven's  last.  Heaven's  dearest  gift,  what 
Me  miserable  1    Thou  hast  undone  thyself, 
Thyself  and  me ;  for  if  thou  diest  I  die. 
Bone  of  my  bone,  flesh  of  my  very  flesh, — 
Eve,  in  whose  veins  my  heart's  best  juices 

flow. 
What  can  I  do,  what  suffer  for  thee  ?    Say 
I  rigorously  refuse  this  fatal  firuit,  , 


What,  shall  I  see  thy  warm  and  gentle  limbs 

Stiffen  in  death,  and  live  myself  ?    How  live  t 

Alone  ?    Or  peradventure  Gtod  will  take 

Another  rib,  and  form  another  Eve  t 

Nay,  we  are  one.    My  heart,  myself  am  thine. 

Our  Maker  made  us  one.     ShsJl  I  unmake 

His  union  ?  and  transfer  from  heart  to  heart 

My  very  life  ?    Far  higher  I  deem  of  love, 

No  transferable  perisfaAblo  thing, 

But  flowing  from  its  secret  fountain,  Ood, 

Like  God  immortal  and  immutable. 

But  oh,  whalt  follows  ?    Adam,  be  thou  sure 

Of  thy  inflexible  resolve— death,  death : 

Both  cannot  live,  and  therefore  both  must 

die." 
So  saying,  from  her  hand  he  took  and  ate, 
Not  circumv^ted  by  the  seri)ent's  fraud. 
But  blindly  overcome  by  human  love, 
Love's  semblance,   which  belied  its  name, 

denying 
The  Great  Creator  for  the  creature's  sake. 

Edward  Henry  Biekersteth, 

Z9.  ABAX,  Oaajogil  Bvvplion  ofi 

O  fairest  of  creation,  last  and  best 
Of  all  God's  works,  creature  in  whom  ex- 

celled 
Whatever  can  to  sight  or  thought  be  formed. 
Holy,  divine,  ffood,  amiable,  or  sweet  t 
How  art  thou  Tost,  how  on  a  sudden  lost, 
Defaced,   deflowered,   and   now   to    death 

devote  I 
Rather,  how  hast  thou  yielded  to  transgress 
The  strict  f  orbiddance,  how  to  violate 
The  sacred  fruit  forbidden  I    Some  cursed 

fraud 
Of  enemy  hath  beguiled  thee,  yet  unknown. 
And  me  with  thee  hath   ruined,  for  with 
Certain  my  resolution  is  to  die.  [thee 

How  can  I  live  without  thee,  how  forego 
Thy  sweet  converse  and  love  so  dearly  joined. 
To  live  again  in  these  wild  woods  forlorn  ? 
Should  (Sod  create  another  Eve,  and  I 
Another  rib  afford,  yet  loss  of  thee 
Would  never  from  my  heart;  no,  no,  I  feel 
The  link  of  nature  draw  me :  teah  of  flesh. 
Bone  of  my  bone  thou  art,  and  from  thy  state 
Mine  never  shall  be  parted,  bliss  or  woe. 

.  .  •  •  • 

However,  I  with  thee  have  fixed  mv  lot, 
Certain  to  undergo  like  doom ;  if  death 
Consort  with  thee,  death  is  to  me  as  life ; 
So  forcible  within  my  heart  I  feel 
The  bond  of  nature  draw  me  to  my  own, 
My  own  in  thee,  for  what  thou  art  is  mine ; 
Our  state  cannot  be  severed,  we  are  one. 
One  flesh ;  to  lose  thee  were  to  lose  myself. 

JohnHuUm. 

96.  ADAH,  The  Fan  of; 

From  the  bough 
She  gave  him  of  that  fair  enticing  fruit 
With  liberal  hand ;  he  scrupled  not  to  eat 
Against  his  better  knowledge,  not  deceiv'd, 
But  fondly  overcome  with  female  charm. 
Earth  trembled  from  her  entrails,  as  again 
In  pangs,  and  Nature  gave  a  second  groan, 
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Sky  lom'd,   and  muttering  Grander,  tome 

nd  drops 
Wept  at  oomi)letinff  of  the  mortal  sin 
Original ;  while  Acum  took  no  thonght, 
Batmg  his  fill,  nor  Eve  to  iterate         [soothe 
Her   fonner  trespass  feared,  the   more   to 
Him  with  her  lov'd  society  that  now 
As  with  new  wine  intoxicated  both. 
They  swim  in  mirth,  and  fancy  that  they  feel 
Diyinity  within  them  breeding  wings 
Wherewith  to  scorn  the  earth;  but  that  false 
Fsr  other  operation  first  displayed,         [fruit 
Ganial  desire  inflaming;  he  on  Eve 
Began  to  cast  lasdvious  eye,  she  him 
As  wantonly  repaid.  John  MUtmk 

87.  ADAFTAXIOV,inaHy«& 

A  smith  at  the  loom,  and  a  weaver  at  the 

forge  were  bnt  sorry  craftsmen : 
And  a  ship  that  saileth  on  every  wind  never 

shall  reach  her  port ; 
Yet  there  be  thonsands  among  men  who  heed 

not  the  leaning  of  their  talents, 
Bat,  CQtting  against  the  grain,  toil  on  to  no 

ffood  end; 
And   the    light  of  a  thoughtful  spirit  is 

quenched  beneath  the  bushel  of  com- 
merce. 
While  meaner  plodding  minds  are  driven  up 

the  mountain  of  philosophy ; 
Tlie  cedar  withereth  on  a  wall,  while  the 

house-leek  is  fattening  in  a  hotbed, 
And  the  dock,  with  its  raiSc  leaves,  hideth 

the  sun  from  violets.  [orable  use ; 
To  everything  a  fitting  place,  a  proper,  hon- 
The  humblest  measure  of  mind  is  oright  in 

its  humbler  sphere ; 
The  blind  at  an  easel,  the  palsied  with  a 

graver,  the  halt  making  for  the  goal. 
The  deaf  ear  tuning  psaltery,  the  stammerer 

dbooursiiu^  ^oquence,— 
What  wonder  if  all  fail!  the  shaft  flieth 

wide  of  its  mark 
Alike  if  itself  be  crooked,  or  the  bow  be 

strung  awry. 

Martin  Farquhar  Tupper, 

88.  ADIEU,  Laforioft 

Adieu  I  adieu  I  what  means  adieu ! 
My  soul  to  God  commending  you. 
Then  'tis  the  dearest,  sweetest  word 
Love  inrer  spoke  or  ever  heard ; 
And  tho*  but  used  when  meetings  cease. 
And  friend  from  friend  departs  in  peace ; 
That  sweetest,  dearest  wora  would  tell 
Not  less  for  wdcome  ihtaifareiMlL 

Jame$  Montgomery, 
!••  ADIOSATIOI  tod  EstovB. 

They  say  that  esteem  is  a  diamond  so  bright, 
It  enkindles  the  eye  that  by  sorrow  is 
shaded; 
But  glory  to  me  is  the  sun's  dazzling  light, 
That  illumines  a  world  which  m  dark- 
ness had  faded. 

Esteem  is  tiie  dew-drop  that   freshens  the 

flower,  [didly  shine. 

Admiration,  the  ardied  hues  that  iplen- 


The  one  is  a  sprinkle,  the  other  a  shower — 
Let  mine  be  the  rainbow,  the  dew  may  be 
thine.  Ja/me$  Q<Ue$  Bfreival. 

40w  ADYEIT,  Awaltiaf  tha 

Behold,  the  Brid^room  oometh  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  mght, 

And  blest  is  he  whose  loins  are  girt,  whose 
lamp  is  burning  bright ; 

But  woe  to  that  dull  servant  whom  the  Mas- 
ter shall  surprise 

With  lamp  untrimmed,  unbuming,  and  with 
slumber  in  his  eyes  I 

Do  thou,  my  soul,  beware,  beware,  lest  thou 

in  sleep  sink  down. 
Lest  thou  be  ffiven  o'er  to  death,  and  lose 

the  gol£n  crown ; 
But  see  that  thou  be  sober,  with  watchful 

eyes,  and  thus  [upon  us  I  " 

Cry  "Holy,   holy,  holy  €k)d,  have  mercy 

That  day,  the  day  of  fear,  shall  come :  my 

soul,  slack  not  thy  toil, 
But  light  thy  lamp,  and  feed  it  well,  and 

make  it  bright  with  oil ; 
Who  knowest  not  how  soon  may  sound  the 

cry  at  eventide, 
''Behold,  the  Bridegroom  comes  I    Arise  I 

Go  forth  to  meet  the  Bride." 

Beware,  my  soul ;  beware,  l>eware,  lest  thou 

in  slumber  lie, 
And,  like  the   five,   remain  without,   and 

knock  and  vainly  cry ; 
But  watch,  and  bear  thy  lamp  undimmed,  and 

Christ  shall  gird  thee  on 
His  own  bright  wedding-robe  of  light, — the 

glory  of  the  Son. 
Tr,  from  the  Oroek  hy  G,  MouUrie. 

41.  ADVBHT,  Pny«r  f«r  tha. 

Come,  Lord,  and  tarry  not : 
Bring  the  long-looked-f  or  day. 

Oh  why  these  years  of  waiting  here, 
These  ages  of  delay  t 

Come,  for  thy  saints  still  wait ; 

Daily  ascends  their  sigh ; 
The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say.  Come, 

Dost  thou  not  hear  the  cry  ? 

Come,  for  creation  groans. 

Impatient  of  thy  stay. 
Worn  out  with  these  long  years  of  ill, 

These  ages  of  delay. 

Come,  for  thy  Israel  pines. 

An  exile  from  thy  fold ; 
O  call  to  mind  thy  ^thful  word, 

And  bless  them  as  of  old. 

Come,  for  thy  foes  are  strong ; 

With  taunting  lip  they  say, 
"  Where  is  the  promised  Advent  now. 

And  where  the  dreaded  day  t " 

Come,  for  the  good  are  few; 
They  lift  the  voice  in  vain, 
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Faith  waxes  fainter  on  the  earihf 
*  AndloTeia  on  the  wane. 

Come,  for  the  truth  is  weak. 

And  error  pours  abroad 
Its  subtle  poison  o'er  the  earth, — 

An  earth  that  hates  her  God. 

Come,  for  love  waxes  cold. 
Its  steps  are  famt  and  slow ; 

Faith  now  is  lost  in  unbelief, 
Hope's  lamp  bums  dim  and  low. 

Come,  for  the  graye  is  full. 

Earth's  tombs  no  more  can  hold. 

The  sated  sepulchres  rebd. 
And  groans  the  heaving  mould. 

Come,  for  the  com  is  ripe, 

Put  in  thy  sickle  now, 
Beap  the  great  hanrest  of  the  earth — 

Bower  and  reaper  thou  I 

• 

Come,  in  thy  glorious  might, 

Come  with  the  iron  roc^ 
Scattering  thy  foes  before  thy  face. 

Host  mighty  Son  of  Qod. 

Come,  spoil  the  strong  man's  house, 
Bind  him  and  cast  him  hence. 

Show  thyself  stronger  than  the  strong 
Thyself  Omnipotence. 

Come,  and  make  all  things  new, 

Build  up  this  ruined  euth, 
Bestore  our  faded  Paradise, 

Creation's  second  birth. 

Come,  and  begin  thy  reign 

Of  everlastinff  peace. 
Come,  take  the  Kui^om  to  thyself 
Great  King  of  Bighteousness. 

Saratitts  Banar. 

49«  ADTEHT,  Frapantloii  Ibr  tlia. 

Lord,  come  away. 
Why  dost  thou  stay  f 
Thy  road  is  ready :  and  thy  paths,  made 
straight, 

With  longinff  expectation,  wait 
*  The  consecration  of  thy  oeauteous  feet. 
Bide  on  triumphantly ;  behold  we  lay 
Our  lusts  and  proud  wills  in  the  way. 
Hosanna  I  welcome  to  our  hearts,  Lord,  here 
Thou  hast  a  temple  too,  and  full  as  dear 
As  that  of  Zion ;  and  as  full  of  sin.  [in. 

Nothing  but  thieres  and  robbers  dwell  there- 
Enter,  and  chase  them  forth,  and  cleanse  the 

floor. 
Crucify  them,  that  they  may  neTermore 
Profane  that  holy  place. 
Where  Thou  hast  chose  to  set  thy  face. 
And  then  if  our  stiff  tongues  shall  be 
Mute  in  the  praises  of  thy  Deity, 
The  stones  out  of  the  temple  wall 
Shall  cry  aloud,  and  call 
Hosanna  1  and  thy  glorious  footsteps  greet 

Jeremy  Taylor, 
4a.  ADYEB8ITT,  A  BratlMr  in. 

When  erery  scene,  this  side  the  grave. 
Seems  dark  and  dieerless  to  the  eye. 


How  sweet  at  such  an  hour  to  haye 
A  brother  in  adversity ! 

When  father,  mother,  all  are  gone, — 
When  burst  affection's  closest  tie, — 

How  sweet  to  claim,  as  still  their  own, 
A  brother  in  adversity ! 

When  frowns  an  an^pry  world  unkind. 
And  hope's  delusive  visions  fly. 

How  sweet  in  such  an  hour,  to  find, 
A  brother  in  adversity  1 

And  who  is  this  whom  still  we  find. 
When  father,  mother,  husband  die, 

Still  faithful,  tender,  loving,  kind? 
A  brother  in  adversity  I 

Jesus  I  my  Lord  I  ah,  who  can  trace 
Thy  love  unchanging,  full,  and  free ; 

Or  tell  the  riches  of  thy  grace, 
Thou  Brother  in  adversity  I 

Ye  travellers  in  this  wilderness, 
Who  somewhat  of  His  beauty  see ; 

Forever,  oh  I  forever  bless 
This  Brother  in  adversity  I 

44*  ADVEB8ITT,  AppUoation  o£ 

I  ask 
What  He  would  have  this  evil  do  for  me  f 
What  is  its  mission  ?    What  its  misery  t 
What  golden  fruit  lies  hidden  in  its  husk  ? 
How  shall  it  nurse  my  virtue,  nerve  my  will. 
Chasten  my  passions,  puri:^^  my  love. 
And  make  me  in  some  goomy  sense  like  Him 
Who  bore  the  cross  of  evil  while  He  lived. 
Who  hung  and  bled  upon  it  when  He  died. 
And  now  m  gloxy  wears  the  victor's  crown. 

J.  Q.  Holland. 

4a.  ABVEBSITT,  BeMfltoll 

'Mid  pleasure,  plenty,  and  success, 

Freely  we  take  from  Him  who  lends : 
We  boast  the  blessing  we  possess, 

Yet  scarcely  thank  the  One  who  sends. 
But  let  afflicti(m  pour  its  smart. 

How  soon  we  quail  beneath  the  rod  I 
With  shattered  pride,  and  prostrate  heart, 

We  seek  the  long-forgotten  God. 

Slua  Cook. 

40,  ADYEBSITTi  Oomtet  in. 

The  man,  perhaps. 
Thou  pitiest,  draws  his  comfort  from  distress. 
That  mind  so  poised,  and  centred  in  the  good 
Supreme,  so  Idndled  with  devotion's  flame, 
Might,  with  prosperity's  enchanting  cup 
Ind[)riate,  have  forgot  the  All-giving  hand ; 
Mght  on  earth's  vain  and  transitory  joys 
Have  built  its  sole  felicity,  nor  e'er 
Winged  a  desire  beyond.        George  Bally. 

4T«  ADVEB8ITT,  OoriMtifloiof. 
When  urged  by  strong  temptation  to  the 

brink 
Of  guilt  and  ruin,  stands  the  virtuous  mind. 
With   scarce  a   step   between;    all-pitying 

Heaven, ' 
Severe  in  mercy,  chastening  in  its  love, 


-AJTBSOXA.TION'. 
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Qfttimes  in  dark  and  awfttl  yisitation, 
Doth  mter{K>Be,  and  leads  the  wanderer  back 
To  the  straight  path,  to  be  f oreTer  after 
A  firm,  undaonted,  onward-beiuing  traveller, 
Strong  in  humility,  who  swerves  no  more. 

Joa/nna  BcdUie. 

4S.  ADVEBaUT,  Gvpofi 

Mj  God  onoe  mixed  a  harsh  cup,  for  me  to 

drink  from  it, 
And  it  was  fall  of  acrid  bitterness  intensest ; 
The  black  and  nauseating  draught  did  make 

me  shrink  from  it,  [dLspensest, 

And  cry,  ''  O  Thou  who  every  draught  alike 
This  cup  of  anguish  sore,  bid  me  not  quaff 

of  it,  [half  of  it!" 

Or  pour  away  the  dregs  and  the  deadliest 
But  still  the  cup  He  held;   and  seeing  He 

ordained  it,  [as  I  drain^  it 

One  glance  at  Him — ^it  turned  to  sweetness 
Oriental  Tr.  bjf  W,  R  Alger, 

49«  A]>VSBSlTT,aBiaofi 

The  good  man  suffers  but  to  gain. 
And  every  virtue  springs  from  pain ; 
As  aromatic  plants  bestow 
No  spicy  fragrance  while  they  grow; 
But,  crushed  or  trodden  to  the  ground, 
DifEose  their  balmy  sweets  around. 

Oliver  Ooldemkh, 

84k.  IDTEBSTTT,  Hopo  ia. 

Where  is  the  troubled  heart  consigued  to  share 
Tumultuous  toils,  or  solitary  care, 
IJnblest  by  visionary  thoughts  that  stray 
To  count  the  joys  of  Fortune^s  better  day  I 
Lo,  nature,  life,  and  liberty  relume 
The  dim-eyed  tenant  of  the  dungeon  gloom, 
A  long-lost  friend,  or  hapless  child  restored. 
Smiles  at  his  blazing  hearth  and  social  board ; 
Warm  from  his  heart  the  tears  of  rapture  flow, 
And  virtue  triumphs  o*er  remembered  woe. 

Hiomas  CwmpbdL 

ftl«  ADVEBSITT,  Hjma  tcb 

Daughter  of  Jove,  relentless  power, 
Thou  tamer  of  the  human  breast. 
Whose  iron  scourge  and  tbrt'ring  hour 

The  bad  affriffht,  afflict  the  best ! 
Bound  in  thy  acUmantine  chain. 
The  proud  are  taught  to  taste  of  pain, 
And  purple  tyrants  vainly  groan 
With  pangs  unfelt  before,  unpitied  and  alone. 

When  first  thy  sire  to  send  on  earth 

Virtue,  his  darling  child,  designed. 
To  thee  he  gave  the  heavenly  birth. 

And  bade  to  form  her  infant  mind. 
Stem,  rugged  nurse !  thy  rigid  lore 
With  patience  many  a  year  she  bore ; 
What  sorrow  was  thou  bad'st  her  know. 
And  from  her  own  she  leam'd  to  melt  at 
others'  woe. 

Scared  at  thy  frowns,  terrific  fly 
Self-pleasing  Folly^s  idle  brood. 

Wild  Lau^ter,  Noise,  and  thoughtless  Joy, 
And  leave  ua  leisure  to  be  good 


Light  they  dispense,  and  with  them  go 
The  summer  friend,  the  flattering  foe ; 
By  vain  Prosperity  received,  [believed 

To  her  they  vow  their  truth,  and  are  again 

Wisdom  in  sable  garb  array'd, 

Immers'd  in  rapturous  thought  profound. 
And  Melancholy,  silent  maid. 

With  leaden  eye  that  loves  the  ground. 
Still  on  thy  solemn  steps  attend ; 
Warm  Charity,  the  sen^nd  friend. 
With  Justice,  to  hers^  severe,  [tear. 

And  Pity,  dropping  soft  the  sadly-pleasing 

Oh  I  gently  on  thy  suppliant*s  head. 

Dread  goddess,  lay  thy  chastening  hand  \ 
Not  in  thy  Gorgon  terrors  dad. 

Not  circled  with  the  vengeful  band 

(As  by  the  impious  thou  art  seen),     [mien. 

With  thundering  voice,   and   threatening 

With  screaming  Horror's  fun'ral  cry,      [erty. 

Despair,  and  fell  Disease,  and  ghastly  Pov- 

Thy  f  onn  benign,  oh  goddess,  wear, 

Thy  milder  mfluence  impart. 
Thy  philosophic  train  be  there 

To  soften,  not  to  wound  my  heart 
The  gen'rous  spark  extinct  revive, 
Tea(£  me  to  love  and  to  forgive, 
Exact  my  own  defects  to  scan, 
What  others  are  to  feel,  and  know  myself  a 
Han.  Thomas  Gray. 

8fL  ADHMBVn,  Beviewiag. 

When  we  are  young,  this  year  we  call  the 

worst 
That  we  can  know ;  this  bitter  day  is  cursed. 
And  no  more  such  our  hearts  can  bear,  we  say. 
But  yet,  as  time  from  us  falls  fast  away. 
There  comes  a  day,  son,  when  all  this  is  fair 
And  sweet  to  what,  still  living,  we  must  bear, 
* '  Bettered  U  hale  J>y  hale  thatfoUowe  it^^ 
The  saw  saith.  llnUiam  MorrU. 

In  man  or  wonian,  but  far  most  in  man. 
And  most  of  all  in  man  that  ministers 
And  serves  the  altar,  in  my  soul  I  loathe 
All  affectation.    'Tis  my  perfect  scorn ; 
Object  of  my  implacable  aisgust. 
What  I  wiU  a  man  play  tricks,  will  he  indulge 
A  silly,  fond  conceit  of  his  ^ir  form 
And  just  proportion,  fashionable  mien, 
And  pretty  face,  in  presence  of  his  God? 
Or  will  he  seek  to  dazzle  me  with  tropes, 
As  with  the  diamond  on  his  lHy  hand. 
And  play  his  brilliant  parts  before  my  eyes, 
When  I  am  hungry  for  the  bread  of  Uf e  ? 
He  mocks  his  A^ker,  prostitutes  and  shames 
His  noble  office,  and,  instead  of  truth. 
Displaying  his  own  beauty,  starves  his  flock. 
Therefore  avaunt  all  attitude,  and  stare. 
And  start  theatric,  practised  at  the  glass  I 
I  seek  divine  simplicity  in  him 
Who  handles  thin^  divine ;  and  all  besides. 
Though  learned  with  labor,  and  though  much 

admired 
By  carious  eyes  and  judgments  ill-informed. 
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AB'BTHSOTION'. 


JkJFWBlCmON. 


To  me  is  odious  as  the  nasal  twang 
Heard  at  conventicle,  where  worUiy  meOt 
IGsled  by  costom,  strain  celestial  themes 
HuoQgh  the  pressed  nostril,  spectade-bestrid. 

WuluMn  CotDper. 

M*  APFEOnOH,  ElsTatbg. 

O I  there  is  one  affection  which  no  stain 
Of  earth  can  erer  darken, — ^when  two  find, 
The  softer  and  the  manlier,  that  a  chain 
Of  kindred  taste  has  fastened  mind  to  mind. 
*Tis  an  attraction  from  all  sense  refined ; 
The  good  can  only  know  it ;  -  tis  not  blind 
As  love  is  unto  baseness ;  its  desire 
Is  but  with  hands  entwined  to  lift  our  being 
higher.  James  Gates  Bfrdval. 

M.  AFFEOTIOH,  FillaL 

There  is  a  dungeon  in  whose  dim  drear  lisht 
What  do  I  gaze  on  ?    Nothing :  look  agam  1 
Two  forms  are  slowly  shadowed  on  my  sight, 
Two  insulated  phantoms  of  the  brain : 
It  is  not  so ;  I  see  them  full  and  plain, — 
An  old  man  and  a  female  young  and  fair. 
Fresh  as  a  nursing  mother,  in  whose  vein 
The  blood  is  nectar :  but  what  doth  she  there,. 
With  her  unmantiLed  neck,  and  bosom  white 
and  bare? 

Full  swells  the  deep  pure  fountain  of  young 

life. 
Where  an  the  heart  vodfrom  the  heart  we  took 
Our  first  and  sweetest  nurture,  when  the  wife, 
Blest  into  mother,  in  the  innocent  look. 
Or  even  the  piping  cry  of  lips  that  brook 
No  pain  and  smaU  Buq)en8e,  a  joy  peroeives 
Man  knows  not,  when  from  out  its  cradled 

nook 
8he  sees  her  little  bud  put  forth  its  leaves — 
What  may  the  fruit  be  yet?    I  know  not — 

Cam  was  Eye's. 

But  here  youth  offers  to  old  age  the  food. 
The  milk  of  his  own  sift :  it  is  her  sire 
To  whom  she  renders  hack  the  debt  of  blood 
Bom  with  her  birth.    No  I  he  shall  not  ex- 
pire 
While  in  those  warm  anpL  lovely  veins  the  fire 
Of  health  and  holy  f eelhig  can  provide 
Great  Nature^s  Nile,  whose  deep  stream  rises 

higher 
Than  Esypt's  river; — ^from  that  gentle  side 
Drink,  dnnk  and  live,  old  man  I  Heaven's 
realm  holds  no  such  tide. 

The  starry  fable  of  the  milky-way 

Has  not  thy  story's  purity ;  it  is 

A  constellation  of  a  sweeter  ray. 

And  sacred  Nature  triumphs  more  in  this 

Reverse  of  her  decree,  than  in  the  abyss 

Where  sparkle  distant  worlds:   0,  holiest 

nurse  I 
No  drop  of  that  clear  stream  its  way  shall  miss 
To  thy  sire's  heart,  replenishing  its  source 
With  life,  as  our  freed  souls  rejoin  the  uni- 
verse. 

George  Gordon  Byron, 


ffdt  AITEOZIOV,  laspliiag. 

I  think  of  thee  I  my  thoughts  do  twine  and 
About  thee,  as  wild  vines,  about  a  tree,  [bud 
Put  out  broad  leaves,  and  soon  tiiere*s  naught 

to  see  [wood. 

Except  the  straggling  green  which  hioes  the 
Yet,  O  my  palm-tree,  tw  it  understood 
I  will  not  have  my  thoughts  instead  of  thee 
Who  art  dearer,  better  I  rather  instantly 
Renew  thy  presence.    As  a  strong  tree  should. 
Rustle  thy  boughs  and  set  thy  trunk  idl  bare, 
And  let  these  oands  of  greenery  which  in- 

sphere  thee  [everpifhere  I 

Drop  heavily  down,   .   .   .   burst,  shattered. 
Because,  in  this  deep  joy  to  see  and  hear  thee 
And  breath  within  thy  shadow  a  new  air, 
I  do  not  think  of  thee, — ^I  am  too  near  thee. 

Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning. 

ff  7.  AFFEOnOV,  LiftiaodvB. 

My  sweet  wee  nursling !  thou  art  sweet  to  me 
As  sun  to  fiowers,  or  honey  to  the  bee- — 
Music  in   summer  bowers — the  freshening 
stream  [bean — 

To  bright  wings  dipping  from  the  aultry 
Hope  to  the  mourner,  to  me  weary  rest  — 
To  the  young  dreamer,  visions  of  the  blest  I 
YThat  art  thou  like,  nestling  in  slnmbeiB 
So  meek,  so  calm,  so  innocently  fair  ?  [there. 
What  art  thou  like  ?   A  dormouse,  sleek  and 

warm, 
A  primrose  cluster,  or  a  fairy  charm  ? 
Tes!   thou'rt  a  charm  1 — a  most  mysterious 

spell ! 
Birds,  Dees,  and  flowers,  can  just  as  ably  tell 
Why  sunshine,  scent,  and  streams  thdr  pleas- 
ures be. 
As  thy  young  mother  why  she  dotes  on  thee 
With  such  unmeasured,  fond  intensity ! 
I  cannot  look  on  thee,  but  springing  thought 
Perfumes  the  air  with  blossoms  fancy  frau^t  I 
I  cannot  think  on  thee,  but  life  seems  brieht 
With  gushing  sunbeams,  ever  new  delight? — 
Thou  darling  simpleton !  thy  vacant  eye 
As  yet  to  my  long  gaze  makes  no  reply ; 
Breathing  and  crying  are  thy  only  speedi — 
But,  oh !  for  me,  what  eloquence  hath  each  I 
Sounds  of  my  first-born  I — ^how  my  heart  they 

thrill, 
like  the  sweet  babblings  of  a  hidden  rill ; 
A  well  of  future  blessedness  art  thou  I 
My  morning  star,  my  crown  of  gladness  now ! 

Mrs.  Richardson, 

58.  AFFEOnOV,  XttoniL 

When  first  thou  earnest,  gentle,  shy,   and 
fond,  [treasure. 

My  eldest  bom,   first  hope,  and  dearest 
My  heart  received  thee  with  a  joy  beyond 

All  that  it  yet  had  felt  of  earthly  pleasure ! 
Nor  thought  that  any  love  again  might  be 
So  deep  and  strong  as  that  I  felt  for  thee. 

Then  thou,  mv  merry  love, — ^bold  in  thy  glee, 
Under  the  bough,  or  by  the  firelight  cbmo- 

ing» 
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With  thj  sweet  temper,  and  tby  Bpirit  free, — 
Didst  come,  as  restless  as  a  bird's  wing 

glancing. 
Fall  of  a  wild  and  inrepressible  mirth, 
Like  a  young  sunbeam  to  the  gladdened 

earthl 

•  ••••••• 

At  lenffth  thou  camesti — thou,  the  last  and 

least,  [ing  brothers, 

Kicknamed  *'the  Emperor*'  by  thy  laogh- 
Becanse  a  haughty  spirit  swelled  thy  breast. 
And  thou  didst  seek  to  rule  and  sway  the 
others, 
Mingling  with  every  playful  infant  wile 
A  mimic  majesty  tluit  made  us  smile. 

•  ••••••• 

Dififerent  from  bothl  yet  each  succeeding 

daim 
I,  that  all  other  lore  had  been  forswearing, 
Forthwith  admitted,  equal  and  the  same ; 

Nor  injured  either  by  this  love's  comparing. 
Nor  stole  a  fraction  for  the  newer  calC — 
But  in  the  mother's  heart  found  room  for  all  1 

Caroline  S.  Norton, 


M.  IFFEOnOVi  FatemaL 

Between  the  dark  and  the  daylight. 
When  night  is  b^inning  to  lower. 

Comes  a  pause  in  the  day's  occupations, 
That  is  known  as  the  children's  hour. 

I  hear  in  the  chamber  above  me 

The  patter  of  little  feet. 
The  sound  of  a  door  that  is  opened. 

And  voices  soft  and  sweet 

From  my  study  I  sec  in  the  lamplight, 
Descending  the  broad  hall  stair, 

Grave  Alice  and  laughing  Allegra, 
And  Edith  with  golden  hair. 

A  whisper  and  then  a  silence ; 

Tet  I  know  by  their  merry  eyes 
They  are  plotting  and  planning  together 

To  take  me  by  surprise. 

A  sudden  rush  from  the  stairway, 
A  sudden  raid  from  the  hall. 

By  three  doors  left  unguarded, 
They  enter  my  castle  walL 

They  dimb  up  into  my  turret, 
O'er  the  arms  and  back  of  my  chair ; 

If  I  try  to  escape,  they  surround  me : 
They  seem  to  be  everywhere. 

They  almost  devour  me  with  kisses, 
Iheir  arms  about  me  intwine. 

Till  I  think  of  the  Bishop  of  Bingen 
In  his  Mouse-^ower  on  the  Rhine. 

Do  you  think,  O  blue-eyed  banditti, 
Because  you  have  scaled  the  wall, 

Such  an  old  mustache  as  I  am 
Is  not  a  match  for  you  all  ? 

I  have  you  iasX  in  my  fortress. 
And  will  not  let  you  depart. 

But  put  you  into  the  dungeon 
In  the  round  tower  of  my  heart 


And  there  will  I  keep  you  forever. 

Yes,  forever  and  a  day. 
Till  the  walls  shall  crumble  to  ruin. 

And  moulder  in  dust  away, 

H.  W.  LonQfelUno. 

M»  irrEOnOVf  8sorifloMo£ 

Is  it  indeed  so  t    If  I  lay  here  dead, 
Wonldst  thou  miss  any  uf  e  in  losinff  mine  ? 
And  would  the  sun  for  thee  more  coldly  shine, 
Because  of  grave-damps  falling  round  my 

head? 
I  marvelled,  my  Beloved,  when  I  read 
Thy  thought  so  in  the  letter.     I  am  thine — 
But . .  •  sa  much  to  thee  ?    Can  I  pour  thy 

wine  [instead 

While  my  hands  tremble?    Then  my  soul. 
Of  dreams  of  death,   resumes  life's  lower 

range.  [on  me  I 

Then,  love  me,  Love  I  look  on  me . .  .  breathe 
As  brighter  ladies  do  not  count  it  strange, 
For  love,  to  give  up  acres  and  degree, 
I  yield  tiie  gn»ve  for  thy  sake,  and  exchange 
My  near,  sweet  view  of  Heaven,  for  earth 

with  thee  1 

Eliadbdh  Barrett  Browning, 

61*  AFFEOnOV,  SnddeiL 

The  first  time  that  the  sun  rose  on  thine  oath 
To  love  me,  I  looked  forward  to  the  moon 
To  slacken  all  those  bonds  which  seemed  too 

soon  ' 

And  quickly  tied  to  make  a  lasting  troth. 
Quick-loving  hearts,  I  thought,  may  quickly 

loathe ; 
And  looking  on  myself,  I  seemed  not  one 
For  such  man's  love  I — ^more  like  an  out  of 

tune 
Worn  viol,  a  good  singer  would  be  wroth 
To  spoil  his  song  with,  and.whidi,  snatched 

in  haste. 
Is  laid  down  at  the  first  ill-sounding  note. 
I  did  not  wrong  myself  so,  but  I  p&oed 
A  wrong  on  thee.    For  perfect  strains  may 

float  [faced, — 

'Neath  master-hands,  from  instruments  de- 
And  great  souls,  at  one  stroke,  may  do  and 

doat     Elizahe^h  Barrett  Broioning, 

M«  AFFEOnOV,  Snptrlor. 

He  who  once  wept  with  Mary — angels  keep- 
ing 
Their  unthank'd  watch — are  a  foreshadowing 
Of  what  love  is  in  heaven.     We  may  believe 
That  we  shall  know  eadi  other's  forms  here- 
after. 
And,  in  the  bright  fields  of  the  better  land, 
CaU  the  lost  dead  to  us.     Oh  conscious  heart  t 
That  in  the  lone  paths  of  this  shadowy  world 
Hastbless'd  aU  light,  however  dimly  shining. 
That  broke  upon  the  darkness  of  thy  way — 
Number  thy  lamps  of  love,  and  tell  mc,  now, 
How  many  canst  thou  relight  at  the  stais 
And  blush  not  at  their  burning  ?    One— only 

one — 
Lit  while  your  pulses  by  one  heart  kept  time, 
And  fed  with  faithful  fondness  to  your  grave. 
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.AJTBlSKyTlON', 


JLErETIalCmON. 


(Tho*  sometinies  with  a  hand  stretched  back 

from  heayen) 
Steadfast  thro'  all  things — ^near,  when  most 
Aiid  with  its  finger  of  unerring  trath  [forgot — 
Pointing  the  lost  way  in  thy  darkest  hour — 
One  lamp— 1^2^  motMr^s  lave — amid  the  stars 
Shall  lift  its  pore  flame  changeless,  and,  before 
The  throne  of  (Jod,  bum  through  eternity — 
Holy — as  it  was  lit  and  lent  thee  here; 

Nathanid  Barker  WiUU. 

68»  AFPBOnOH,  TcBMioaii 

In  my  boy's  loud  laughter  ringing, 
In  the  sigh  more  soft  than  singing 
Of  my  baby-ffirl  that  nestles  up  mto  this 
mortal  breast, 
And  every  voice  most  dear 
Comes  a  whisper — '*  Rest  not  here.** 
And  the  rest  Thou  art  preparing,  is  it  best, 
Lord,  is  it  best? 

"  Lord,  a  Uttle,  Uttle  longer  I " 
Sobs  the  earth-love,  growing  stronger: 
m  will  miss  me,  and  go  mourning  through 
his  solitary  days. 
And  heaven  were  scarcely  heaven 
If  these  lambs  which  Thou  hast  given 
Were  to  slip  out  of  our  keeping  and  be  lost 
in  the  world's  ways. 

Lord,  it  is  not  fear  of  dying. 
Nor  an  impious  denying 
Of  Thy  will,  which  f  orevermore  on  earth,  in 
heaven,  be  done : 
But  the  love  that  doq>erate  clings 
Unto  these  my  precious  things 
In  Uie  beauty  of  the  daylight,  and  the  glory 
of  the  sun. 

Ah,  Thou  still  art  calling,  calling, 
With  a  soft  voice  unappalling ; 
And  it  vibrates  in  far  circles  through  the 
everlasting  years ; 
When  Thou  knockest,  even  so  I 
I  will  arise  and  go. 

D.  K  Midoch  Craik. 

64.  AFFLIOTIOli;  Oomfort  in. 

"  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn,  for  they  shall 
find  [blood  rebel 

Comfort  and  joy  I  "     Though  flesh  and 
'Ghunst   heavenward    thoughts,   and   the 
vexed  fspmt  swell 
With  anxious  tossings,  still,  the  veil  behind 
Of  earth-bom  mists,  the  faith-directed  mind 
Sees  throned  in  cloudless  light  the  Invisible, 
At  whose  right  hand  deUghts  in  fulness 
dwell. 
And  bliss  for  ever  lasting.    Be  resigned. 
Thou  child  of  sorrow,  to  His  sovereign  will ; 
Drink,  as  He  bids,  the  bitter  cup,  and  bear 
Thy  cross  in  patience  I    From  the  holy  hill 
A  gleam  shall  cheer  thee,  till,  safe-har- 
bored there. 
Thou  feel  how  faintly  earth's  severest  ill 
May  with  the  weight  of  heavenly  joys 
compare !  Biehard  ManU 


05.  AFFLXOnOH^Oonpeiuatioii&r. 

Deem  not  that  they  are  blest  alone 
Whose  days  a  peaceful  tenor  keep ; 

The  Anointed  Son  of  God  makes  known 
A  blessing  for  the  eyes  that  weep. 

The  light  of  smiles  shall  fill  again 
The  lids  that  overflow  with  tears, 

And  weary  hours  of  woe  and  pain 
Are  promises  of  happier  years. 

Oh,  there  are  days  of  sunny  rest 
For  every  dark  ^d  troubled  night. 

And  Grief  may  bide,  an  evening  guest^ 
But  Joy  shall  come  with  early  light. 

And  thou,  who,  o'er  thy  friend's  low  bier. 
Dost  shed  the  bitter  drops  like  rain, 

Hope  that  a  brighter,  happier  sphere 
Will  give  him  to  thy  arms  again. 

Nor  let  the  good  man's  trust  depart, 
Though  me  its  common  gifts  deny ; 

Though  with  a  pierced  and  oleeding  heart, 
And  spumed  of  men,  he  goes  to  die. 

For  God  hath  marked  each  sorrowing  day. 
And  numbered  every  secret  tear. 

And  heaven's  long  age  of  bliss  shall  pay 
For  all  His  children  suffer  here. 

WiUiam  CuUen  Bryant, 

66.  AFFUOTIOV,  Eadnziiig. 

Pain's  fumace-heat  within  me  quivers — 
God's  breath  upon  the  fire  doth  blow. 

And  all  my  heart  in  anguish  shivers. 
And  trembles  at  the  fiery  glow ; 

And  jret  I  whisper,  "  As  God  will  I  '* 

And  m  his  hottest  fire  hold  still. 

He  comes  and  lays  my  heart,  all  heated. 

On  the  bare  anvil,  minded  so, 
Into  his  own  fair  shape  to  beat  it 

With  his  great  hammer,  blow  on  blow; 
And  yet  I  whisper,  **  As  God  will  1 " 
And  at  his  heaviest  blows  hold  stilL 

He  takes  my  softened  heai-t  and  beats  i 
The  sparks  fiy  off  at  every  blow ; 

He  turns  it  o'er  and  o'er,  and  heats  it. 
And  lets  it  cool,  and  makes  it  glow ; 

And  yet  I  whisper,  *'  As  €k>d  will  1  " 

And  in  his  mighty  hand  hold  stilL 

Why  should  I  murmur  ?  for  the  sorrow 
Thus  only  longer-lived  would  be ; 

Its  end  may  come,  and  will  to-morrow. 
When  €k>d  has  done  his  work  in  me ; 

So  Isay,  trusting,  «'Aa  God  will  I" 

And,  trusting,  to  the  end  hold  stilL 

He  kindles  for  my  profit  purely, 
Affliction's  glowing,  fiery  brand : 

And  aU  his  heaviest  blows  are  surely 
Inflicted  by  a  Master-hand ; 

So  I  say,  praying,  '*  As  God  will ! " 

And  hope  in  him  and  suffer  still. 

Juliut  Sturm, 


•"^ 


07*  AFFUEOXnnii  Eaohariit  tl 

Above  the  aeas  of  gold  and  glaas 
The  Christi  traimfigured,  stands  today ; 

Below,  in  tronbled  cnrrenti,  pass 
The  tidal  fates  of  man  away. 

Through  that  enTinwed  blessedness 
Our  sorrow  cannot  wholly  rise, 

Nor  his  swift  sympathy  redjress 
The  angoish  that  in  Nature  Ilea 

Tet  mindfol  from  his  banquet  sendi 
The  gaest  of  Qod  a  cup  of  wine, 

And  shares  a  morsel  witii  his  friendi, 
Who,  wondering,  wait  without  the  shrine. 

Julia  WdrdEawe. 

68.  AFFLIOnOV,FiinMefl£ 

He  that  from  dross  would  win  the  precious 
ore, 

Bends  o^er  the  crudble  an  earnest  eye, 
The  subtle,  searching  process  to  explore. 

Lest  the  one  brilbant  moment  should  pass 
When  in  the  molten  silrer's  yirgm  mass,  [by, 
He  meets  his  pictured  fnce  as  in  a  glass. 

Thus  in  €k>d*s  furnace  are  his  children  tried; 

Thrice  happy  they  who  to  the  end  endure  I 
But  who  the  fiery  trial  may  abide  t 

Who  from  the  crucible  come  forth  so  pure, 
That  He,  whose  eyes  of  fiame  look  through 

the  whole, 
Hay  see  His  image  perfect  in  the  soul? 

Not  with  an  eranescent  glimpse  alone, 
Ab  in  that  mirror,  the  refiner's  &06, 
Bat,  stamptwith  heaven^s  broad  signet,  there 
be  shown  [gntce, — 

Immanuel*s  features,  full   of   tnith   and 
And  round  that  seal  of  lore  this  motto  be, 
*'Not  for  a  moment,  but  eternity  1 " 

Jams$  MoiUgtnnery, 

•••  AFFLIOnOV,  Huoiin  udm. 

My  rest  is  in  heaven,  my  rest  is  not  here. 
Then  why  should  I  murmur  when  trials  are 

near!  [come 

Be  hushed,  my  dark  spirit,  the  worst  that  can 
But  shortens  my  journey,  and  hastens  thee 

home. 

It  is  not  for  me  to  be  seeking  my  bliss. 
And  building  my  hopes  in  a  region  like  this : 
I  look  for  a  city  that  hands  have  not  piled, 
I  pant  for  a  country  by  sm  undefiled. 

The  thom  and  the  thistle  around  me  may 

grow, — 
I  would  not  lie  down  upon  roses  below ; 
I  ask  not  my  portion,  I  seek  not  a  rest. 
Till  I  find  tnem,  O  Lord,  in  thy  shdtering 

breast 

Affictions  may  press  me,  they  cannot  destroy. 
One  glimpse  of  Thy  love  turns  them  all  into 

joy ;  [them. 

And  the  bitterest  tears,  if  Thou  smile  but  on 
Like  dew  in  the  sunshine,  grow  diamond  and 

gem. 
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Let  doubt,   then,  and  danger  my  progress 
oppose,  [cK>se ; 

They  omy  make  heaven  more  sweet  at  the 
Come  joy  or  come  sorrow,  whatever  may  befall. 
An  hour  with  my  God  will  make  up  for  it 
alL 

A  scrip  on  my  badt,  and  a  staff  in  my  hand, 
I  march  on  in  haste  through  an  enemy's  land ; 
The  road  may  be  rough,  but  it  cannot  be 

long. 
And  m  smooth  it  with  hope,  and  cheer  it 

with  song.  JJ.  F.  Lyte. 

Y#.  AFFUOnOV,  Jasa  is. 

Jesu  is  in  my  heart.  His  sacred  name 
Is  deeply  carved  there ;  but  the  other  week 
A  great  affliction  broke  the  little  frame, 
E'en  all  to  pieces ;  which  I  went  to  seek : 
And  first  I  found  the  comer  where  was  j 
After  where  was  bs,  and  next  where  u,  was 

graved. 
When  I  had  c^t  these  parcels,  instantly 
I  sat  me  down  to  spell  them,  and  pcrcSeived 
That  to  my  broken  heart  He  was  teaae  you. 

And  to  my  whole  is  jbsu. 
George  Herbert 
Tl«  ATFLIOIIOlf,  Biftigela. 

In  the  dark  winter  of  affliction's  hour. 
When  summer  friends  and  pleasures  haste 

away,  [each  power 

And  the  wrecked  heart  perceives  how  frail 
It  made  a  refuge,  and  beueved  a  stay ; 
When  man  all  wild  and  weak  is  seen  to  be— 
There's  none  like  Thee,  O  Lord !  there's  none 

likeTheel 

Thou  in  adversity  canst  be  a  sun ; 

Thou  hast  a  healing  balm,  a  sheltering  tower. 

The  peace,  the  truth,  the  life,  the  love  of 

One,  [power  I 

Nor  wound,  nor  grief,  nor  storm  can  over- 
Oiftsof  aKing;  gifts  frequent  and  yet  free — 
There's  none  like  thee,  O  Lord  1  none,  none 

like  thee  I  Maria  J.  Jetbtbury. 

7fL  AFFLIOTIOlf  Weloomisg. 

Come  then,  Affliction,  if  my  Father  bids, 
And  be  my  frowning  friend:  a  friend  that 

frowns 
Is  better  than  a  rtmiling  enemy.  [rain. 

We  welcome  clouds  Siat  bring  the  former 
Though  the7  the  present  prospect  blacken 

rouncf. 
And  shade  the  beauties  of  the  opening  year, 
That,  by  their  stores  enriched,  the  earth  may 

yield 
A  fruitful  summer  and  a  plenteous  crop. 

Oharlee  Bicains, 
79.  AOBHOT,  Free. 

Man  shall  be  blessed,  as  far  as  man  permits. 
Not  man  alone — all  rationale.  Heaven  arms 
With  an  illustrious,  but  tremendous  power 
To  counteract  its  own  most  gracious  ends ; 
And  this,  of  strict  necessity,  not  choice. 
T^t  power  denied,  men,  angels,  were  no 
more 
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But  passiTO  engines,  void  of  praiso  or  blame. 
A  nature  rational  implies  the  power 
Of  being  blessed  or  wretched,  as  we  please- 
Else  idle  reason  would  have  nought  to  do ; 
And  he  that  would  be  barred  capacity 
Of  pain,  courts  incapacity  of  bliss,     [doom ; 
Heaven    wills    our    happiness — allows    our 
Invites  us  ardently,  but  not  compels^ 
Heaven  but  persuades— almighty  man  de- 
Idan  is  the  maker  of  immortal  fates,     [crees. 

Edward  Toung. 

74«  AC^E,  Approadi  ofi 

81x  yean  had  passed,  and  forty  ere  the  six, 
When  Time  beg^  to  play  his  usual  tricks ; 
The  locks  once  comely  in  a  virgin^s  sight, 
Locks  of  pure  brown,  displayed   the   en- 
croaching white; 
The  blood,  once  fervid,  now  to  cool  began, 
And  Timers  strong  pressure  to  subdue  the 
I  rode  or  walked  as  I  was  wont  before,  [man. 
But  now  the  bounding  spirit  was  no  more ; 
A  moderate  pace  womd  now  my  body  heat, 
A  walk  of  moderate  length  distress  my  feet. 
I  showed  my  stranger  guest  those  hills  sub- 
lime, [dimb." 
But  saidf   "  The  view  is  poor,  we  need  not 
At  a  f  riend^s  mansion  I  began  to  dread 
The  cold  neat  parlor,  aud  the  gay  glazed 
At  home  I  felt  a  more  decided  taste,     [bed ; 
And  must  have  all  things  in  my  order  placed. 
I  ceased  to  hunt ;  my  horses  pleased  me  less, 
My  dinner  more  ;  I  learned  to  play  at  chess. 
I  took  my  dog  and  gun,  but  saw  the  brute 
Was  disappointed  that  I  did  not  shoot. 
My  morning  walks  I  now  could  bear  to  lose. 
And  blessed  the  shower  that  gave  me  not  to 
In  fact,  I  felt  a  languor  stealing  on;  [choose. 
The  active  arm,  the  agile  hand,  were  gone ; 
Small  daily  actions  into  habits  grew. 
And  new  dislike  to  forms  and  fashions  new. 
I  loved  my  trees  in  order  to  dispose : 
I  numbered  peaches,  looked  how  stocks  arose ; 
Told  the  same  story  oft, — in  short,  began  to 
prose.                         George  CraJbhe, 

75.  A(}E,The])Md. 

The  epoch  ends,  the  world  is  stilL 
The  age  has  talked  and  worked  its  fill, 
The  famous  orators  have  done, 
The  famous  poets  sung  and  gone. 
The  famous  men  of  war  have  fought, 
The  famous  speculators  thought, 
The  famous  players,  sculptors,  wrought, 
The  famous  painters  fiUed  their  wall, 
The  famous  critics  judged  it  alL 
The  combatants  are  parted  now, 
Uphun^  the  spear,  unbent  the  bow. 
The  puissant  crowned,  the  weak  laid  low  I 
And  in  the  after-silence  sweet,  • 
Now  strife  is  hushed,  our  ears  doth  meet. 
Ascending  pure,  the  bell-like  fame, 
*  Of  this  or  that  down-trodden  name, 
Delicate  spirits,  pushed  away 
In  the  hot-press  of  the  noon-dav. 
And  o^er  the  plain,  where  the  dead  age 
Did  its  now  olent  warfare  wage, — 


O^er  that  wide  plain,  now  wrapt  in  gloom* 
Where  many  a  splendor  finds  its  tomb, 
Many  spent  fames  and  fallen  mights, — 
The  one  or  two  immortal  lights. 
Rise  slowly  up  into  the  sky 
To  shine  there  everlastingly. 
Like  stars  over  the  boundinjf  hill. 
The  epoch  ends,  the  world  is  stilL 

Matthew  ArnoloL 

76«  AaS,  The  GbUio. 

The  golden  age  was  first ;  when  man,  yet 
No  rule  but  uncorrupted  reason  knew ;  [new. 
And  with  a  native  bent  did  good  pursue ; 
Unf orc'd  by  punishment,  unaw'd  by  fear. 
His  words  were  simple,  and  his  soul  sincere. 
Needless  was  written  law,  where  none  op- 

prest; 
The  law  of  man  was  written  in  his  breast 
No  suppliant  crowds  before  the  judge  ap- 
peared ; 
No  court  erected  yet,  nor  cause  was  heard  ;_ 
But  all  was  safe,  for  conscience  was  their 

guard. 
The  teeming  earth,  yet  guiltless  of  the  plough. 
And  unprovoked,  did  fruitful  stores  allow. 
Content  with  food,  which  nature  freely  bred. 
On  wildings  and  on  strawberries  they  fed ; 
Cornels  and  bramble-berries  gave  the  rest, 
And  falling  acorns  f umish^dout  a  feast 
The  flowers,  unsown,  in  fields  and  meadows 
reign'd,  .    [tain^d. 

And  western  winds  immortal  spring  main- 
In  following  years  the  bearded  com  ensu'd 
From  earth  unaak'd,  nor  was  the  earth  re- 
newed. 
From  veins  of  valleys,  milk  and  nectar  broke. 
And  honey  sweating  through  the  pores  of 
oak.  Otid,  tr.  hy  John  Drydeii. 

77.  AQE,  The  Iron. 
Truth,  Modesty,  and  Shame,  the  world  foi^ 

sook: 
Fraud,  Avarice,  and  Force,  their  places  took. 
Then  sails  were  spread  to  every  wind  tiiat 
blew;  [new: 

Raw  were  the  sailors,  and  the  depths  were 
Trees,  rudely  hoUow'd,  did  the  waves  sustain. 
Ere  ships  in  triumph  plough^  d  the  wat'ry  plain. 

Then  landmarks  limited  to  each  his  right: 
For  all  before  was  common  as  the  light 
Nor  was  the  grround  alone  required  to  bear 
Her  annual  income  to  the  crooked  share ; 
But  gr^dy  mortals  rummaging  her  store, 
Digg'd  from  her  entrails  first  the*  precious 

ore; 
Which  next  to  hell  the  prudent  ^ods  had  laid. 
And  that  alluring  iU  to  sight  displayed ; 
Thus  cursed  steel,  and  more  accursed  gold. 
Gave  mischief  birth,  and  made  that  mischief 

bold  : 
And  double  death  did  wretched  man  inyade. 
By  steel  assaulted,  and  by  gold  betrayed. 
Now  (brandished  weapons  glittering  in  theix 

hands) 
Mankind  is  tnoken  loose  from  mortal  bands ; 
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Ko  rights  of  hOBpltality  remain ; 
The  gacfit,  by  him  who  harbored  him,  is  slam ; 
The  son-in-law  pursues  the  f ather^s  life, 
The  wife  her  husband  murders — he  the  wife. 
Tlie  step-dame  poison  for  the  son  prepares ; 
The  son  inquires  into  his  father's  years. 
FaiUi  flies,  and  piety  in  exile  monms ; 
And  Jnstioe,  here  opprest,  to  heayen  returns. 

Om,  tr.  by  John  Drydm. 

yS*  A&E,ThsVev. 

Thundering  and  bursting 

In  torrents,  in  waves, — 

Carolling  and  shouting 

Orer  tombs,  amid  graves, — 

See  on  the  cumbered  plain 

Clearing  a  stage, 

Scattermg  the  past  about^ 

Comes  the  new  age  t 

Bards  make  new  poems, 

Thinkers  new  schools. 

Statesmen  new  systenis. 

Critics  new  rules  1 

All  things  begin  again ; 

Life  is  their  prize ; 

Earth  with  their  deeds  they  fill, 

Fill  with  their  cries  t    Matthew  Arnold, 

79m  A0E,Tbe8UvBr. 

Bat  when  good  Saturn,  banisVd  from  above. 
Was  driven  to  hell,  the  world  was  under  Jove. 
Succeeding  times  a  silver  age  behold, 
Excelling  orass,  but  more  excelUd  by  gold. 
Then  Summer,  Autumn,  Winter  did  appear ; 
And  Spring  was  but  a  season  of  the  year. 
The  son  his  annual  course  obliquely  made, 
Oood  days  contracted  and  enlarged  the  bad. 
Then  air  with  sultry  heats  began  to  glow. 
The  wings  of  winds  were  dogg^  with  ice 

and  snow ; 
And  shivering  mortals,  into  houses  driven, 
Sought  shelter  ^m  the  inclemency  of  heaven. 
Those  houses,  then,  were  caves,  or  homely 
sheds,  [beds. 

With  twininjg  oziers  fenced,  and  moss  their 
Then  plouglu,  for  seeds,  their  fruitful  fur- 
rows broke. 
And  oxen  labor'd  first  beneath  the  yoke. 
To  this  next  came  in  course  the  brazen  age : 
A  warlike  ofibpring  prompt  to  bloody  rage, 
Kot  impious  yet. 

Ofndf  tr.  J>y  John  Dry  den. 

Mw  AQE,Wiidomofi 

The  seas  are  quiet  when  the  winds  are  o*er; 
So  calm  are  we  when  passions  are  no  more  I 
For  then  we  know  how  vain  it  is  to  boast 
Of  fleeting  things,  so  certain  to  be  lost 

Clouds  of  affection  from  our  younger  eyes 
Conceal  that  emptiness  which  age  descries : 
The  soul's  dark  cottage,  batt^:€d  and  de- 
cayed, [has  made. 
Lets  in  new  light  through  chinks  that  time 

Stronger  by  weakness,  wiser  men  become 
Ab  they  draw  near  to  their  eternal  home ; 


Leaving  the  old,  both  worlds  at  once  they 

view, 
That  stand  upon  the  threshold  of  the  new. 

Edmund  WaUer. 
§!•  AGS,  Twtb  aad. 

When  I  was  young  I    Ah,  woful  When  ! 
Ah,  for  the  diange  'twixt  Now  and  Then ! 
This  breathing  house,  not  built  with  hands, 
This  body,  tlutt  does  me  grievous  wrong, 
O^er  air  diffii  and  flittering  sands 
How  lightly  then  it  flushed  along  1 
Like  those  trim  skiffs,  unknown  of  yore. 
On  winding  lakes  and  rivers  wide. 
That  ask  no  aid  of  sail  or  oar, 
That  fear  no  spite  of  wind  or  tide. 
Naught  cared  this  body  for  wind  or  weather, 
When  Tenth  and  I  lived  in^t  together. 

Ere  I  was  old !     Ah,  woful  Ere  ! 
Which  tells  me  Touth^s  no  longer  here. 
Oh  Touth  I    For  years  so  many  and  sweet 
'Tis  known  that  thou  and  I  were  one ; 
ril  think  it  but  a  fond  conceit ; 
It  cannot  be  that  thou  art  gone  t 
Thy  vesper  bell  hath  not  yet  tolled ; 
And  thou  wert  aye  a  masker  bold. 
What  stranffe  disguise  hast  now  put  on. 
To  make  brieve  mat  thou  art  gone  ? 
I  see  these  locks  in  silvery  slips. 
This  drooping  gait,  this  altered  size ; 
But  springtide  blossoms  on  thy  lips. 
And  tears  take  subshine  from  thine  eyes  t . 
Life  is  but  thought ;  so  think  I  will 
That  Youth  and  I  are  house-mates  stilL 
Dew-drops  are  the  gems  of  morning. 
But  the  tears  of  mournful  eve, 
Where  no  hope  is,  life's  a  warning 
That  only  serves  to  make  us  grieve, 

"mien  we  are  old : 
That  only  serves  to  make  us  erieve 
With  oft  and  tedious  taking  leave ; 
Like  some  poor  niffh-related  guest 
That  may  not  ruddy  be  dismissed, 
Yet  hath  outstayed  his  welcome  while, 
And  tells  the  jest  without  the  smile. 

Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge. 

89«  AQEDfAbsuditiMoftlM. 

Absurd  longevity  I  More,  more,  it  cries ; 
More  life,  more  wealth,  more  trash  of  every 

kind.  [fails? 

And  wherefore  mad  for  more,  when  relish 
Object  and  appetite  must  club  for  joy — 
Baubles,  I  mean,  that  strike  us  firom  without 
Shall  f oUy  labor  hard  to  mend  the  bow, 
While  Nature  is  relaxing  every  string  ? 
Ask  thought  for  joy :  grow  rich,  and  hoard 

withiiL  [cease. 

Think  you  the  soul,  when  this  life's  rattles 
Has  nothing  of  more  manly  to  succeed  ? 
Contract  the  taste  immortal ;  learn  e'en  now 
To  relish  what  alone  subsists  hereafter. 
Divine  or  none,  henceforth,  your  joys  forever. 
Of  age,  the  glory  is  to  wish  to  die : 
That  wish  is  praise  and  promise ;  it  applauds 
Past  life,  and  promises  our  future  bliss. 
What  weakness  see  not  children  in  their  sires  1 
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Gnmd-dimacterical  absurdities ! 
Gray-haired  authority,  to  faults  of  youth, 
How  shocking  I  it  makes  folly  thrice  a  fool ; 
And  oar  first  childhood  might  oar  last  despise. 
Peace  and  esteem  is  all  that  age  can  hope : 
Nothing  but  wisdom  gires  the  first ;  the  last, 
Nothing  but  the  repute  of  being  wise. 
Folly  bars  both :  our  age  is  quite  undone. 

What  folly  can  be  ruiker  ?   lake  our  shad- 
Our  wishes  lengthen  as  our  sun  declines,  [ows, 
No  wish  shomd  loiter,  then,  this  side  the 
grave.  [knell 

Our  hearts  should  leave  the  world  before  the 
Calls  for  our  carcasses  to  mend  the  soil : 
Enough  to  live  in  tempest,  die  in  port 
Age  should  fly  concourse,  cover  in  retreat 
Defects  of  judgment  and  the  will  subdue ; 
Walk  thoughtful  on  the  silent,  solemn  shore 
Of  that  vast  ocean  it  must  sail  so  soon. 
And  put  good  works  on  board,  and  wait  the 

wind 
That  shortly  blows  us  into  worlds  unknown : 
If  unconsidered,  too,  a  dreadful  scene  t 

Edward  Taung. 

88.  IGEl^  Death  Song  for  th«. 

In  age  and  feebleness  extreme 
Who  shall  a  sinful  worm  redeem  I 
Jesus,  my  only  hope  thou  art. 
Strength  of  my  failing  flesh  and  heart ; 
Oh,  could  I  catch  a  smile  frodoi  Thee, 
And  drop  into  eternity  I  Charlea  Wesley. 

84*  AOED^  Flattery  of  the. 

Here  is  one  that  wishes  to  live  longer ; 
Feels  not  his  gout,  nor  palsy ;  feigns  himself 
Younger  by  scores  of  years ;  flatters  lus  age 
With  confident  belying,  with  hopes  he  may 
With  charms,  like  Eson,  have  his  youth  re- 
stored; 
And  with  those  thoughts  so  battens,  as  if  fate 
Would  be  as  easily  cheated  on  as  he. 

85*  AOED^Hsppiiieeiofthei 

Behold  a  patriarch  of  years,  who  leaneth  on 

the  staff  of  religion ; 
His  heart  is  fresh,  qufck  to  feel,  a  bursting 

fount  of  generosity ; 
He,  playful  in  his  wisdom,  is  gladdened  in 

his  son^s  first  love ; 
Lofty  aspirations,  deep  affections,  holy  hopes, 

are  his  delight ; 
His  abhorrence  is  to  strip  from  life  its  chari- 
table ffcrment  of  ide«L 
The  shrewd  world  laughed  at  him  for  honesty, 

the  vain  world  mouthed  at  him  for  honor, 
The  false  world  hated  him  for  truth,  the  cold 

world  despised  him  for  affection,  [heart, 
Still  he  kept  his  treasure,  the  warm  and  noble 
And  in  that  happy  old  man  survive  the  child 

and  lover.  JT.  F.  Tapper, 

80«  AOBIOULTUBEiHoUlityefi 

In  ancient  times,  the  sacred  plough  employed 
The  kings  and  awful  fathers  of  mankind 
And  some,  with  whom  compared  vour  insect 
Are  but  the  beings  of  a  summer^s  day,  [tribes 
Have  held  the  scale  of  empire,  ruled  the  storm 
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Of  mighty  war,  then,  with  unwearied  hand, 
Disdahiing  little  delicacies,  seized 
The  plou^  and  greatly  independent  lived. 

Jamet  Thomson, 

87.  AQBIOTTLTTTBEi  PnyerfiiL 

First  offer  incense ;  then  thy  field  and  meads 
Shall  smile  and  smell  the  better  by  thy  beads ; 
The  spanffling  dew  dreg^d  o*er  the  grasae 

shall  be 
Tum*d  all  to  mell  and  manna  there  for  thee. 
Butter  of  amber,  cream,  and  wine,  and  oil 
Shall  run,  and  rivers,  all  throughout  thy  soyL 
Wod^st  thou  to  sincere  silver  turn  thy  mold  ? 
I^y  once,  twice  pray,  and  turn  thy  ground 

to  gold.  JSobert  Herrick. 

88«  AaBI(nJLTUBB,Ti«BMiieo& 

A  vintner  at  the  point  of  death. 
Spake  to  his  sons  with  parting  breath : 
''A  treasure  in  our  vineyard  ues. 
Dig  for  it  I "— **  Say,  where  is  the  prize? 
Aloud  they  to  their  father  cried. 
'*Dig,  dig!  '*  he  said,  when  lol  he  died. 

Ere  in  his  grave  he  long  had  lain, 

They  searched  and  dug  with  might  and  main. 

With  spade,  and  mattock,  and  with  hoe 

The  vineyaixl  o^er  and  o*er  they  throw. 

No  dod  escaped  their  zealous  toil, 

E'en  through  a  sieve  they  passed  the  soil, 

And  drew  the  rakes  across,  around. 

For  ev'ry  stone  upon  the  groimd ; 

But  of  the  treasure  saw  no  trace ; 

Each  thought  'twas  but  a  wild-goose  chase. 

But  scarce  the  sun  its  yearly  round 
Had  made,  when  they  with  wonder  found 
Eadi  vine-tree  bore  a  three-fold  prize. 
Then  grew,  at  length,  the  children  wise, 
And,  year  on  year  revolving  round. 
Dug  greater  treasures  from  the  ground. 

Gottfried  AuguH  Mrger, 

88«  AIM,  The  Ohristisa*!. 
Aim  at  the  highest  prize ;  if  there  thou  fhil, 
Thoult  haply  reach  to  one  not  far  below. 
Strive  first  the  goal  to  compass :  if  too  slow 
Thy  speed,  the  attempt  may  nevertheless  avail 
The  next  best  post  to  conquer.   Let  not  quail 

Eye,  heart,  or  limb :  but  still  right  onward 
go:  [stow. 

The  Judge  shall  heed  thee,  and  a  crown  be- 
And  bid  thy  name  the  loud-voiced  herald 

hail. 
To  the  wished  mark  one  racer  only  came 

Of  old  victorious :  to  intwine  his  brow 
One  only  grasped  the  crown,  and  won  the 
game. 

Isthmian  or  proud  Olympian.  Happier  thou 
Pursu'st  thy  course  with  no  uncertain  um, 

Secure  to  seize  an  amaranthine  bough. 

Bishop  ManU 

M«  ALLELUIA^  OoouUm  fsr. 

Alleluia,  Alleluia  1 

The  battle  now  is  done, 

The  victory  is  won ; 

Let  us  joy  and  sing 
Alleluia! 


AXJacyrMJB^Nrv. 
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AHftlnia,  AUdma! 

Buffering  death's  crael  doom, 
Jesas  hath  hell  overcome ; 
Let  us  praise  and  shont 

AUelnial 

AUelipa,  Alleluia! 

He  rose  the  third  day,  bright 
In  heavenly  love  and  light ; 
Let  us  cry  and  chant 

AUelnial 

Allelaia,  AUelnial 

Closed  are  the  g^tes  below, 
Heaven's  halls  are  open  now ; 
Let  us  joy  and  sing 
'       AUeluia! 

Alleluia,  AUeluia  I 

Jesus,  by  thy  wounds,  save 
Us  :from  the  endless  grave, 
That  we  may  live  ana  sing 

AUeluia  I 
Prom  the  LatiUy  tr,  Jfy  EjoratiuB  Bonar, 

M«  ALLOIHEBT,  BiTenifeifli  oft 

Another  feature  in  the  ways  of  God, 

That  wondrous  seemed,  and  made  some  men 

complain, 
Was  the  unequal  gift  of  worldly  things. 
Qrait  was  the  diflterence,  indeed,  of  men 
EztemaUy,  from  beggar  to  the  prince. 
The  highest  take,  and  lowest — and  conceive 
The  scale  between.    A  noble  of  the  earth, 
One  of  its  great,  in  splendid  mansion  dwelt ; 
Was  robed  in  silk  and  gold,  and  every  day 
Fared   sumptuously;   was  titled,  honored, 

served. 
TlLOusands  his  nod  awaited,  and  his  wiU 
For  law  received :  whole  provinces  his  march 
Attended,  and  his  chariot  drew,  or  on 
Thdr  shoulders  bore  aloft  the  precious  man. 
IGUions,  abased,  fell  prostrate  at  his  feet ; 
And  miUions  more  thundered  adoring  praise. 
As  far  as  eye  could  reach,  he  caUed  the  land 
EQs  own,  and  added  yearly  to  his  fields. 
Like  tree  that  of  the  soU  took  healthy  root. 
He  grew  on  every  side,  and  towered  on  high, 
And  over  half  a  nation  shadowing  wide, 
He  spread  his  ample  boughs ;  air,  earth,  and 
Nature  entire,  the  brute,  and  rational,    [sea. 
To  please  him  ministered,  and  vied  among 
Themselves,  who  most  should  his  desires  pre- 
vent, 
Watching  the  moving  of  his  rising  thoughts 
Attentively,  and  hasting  to  fuML 
His  palace  iv>se  and   kissed   the  gorgeous 
clouds ;  [sprung ; 

Streams  bent  their  music  to  his  will;  trees 
The  naked  waste  put  on  luxuriant  robes ; 
And  plains  of  happy  c jttages  cast  out 
Their  tenants,  and  oecame  a  hunting-field. 
Baf ore  him  bowed  the  distant  isles,  with  fruits 
And  spices  rare;    the  south  her  treasures 

brought ; 
The  east  and  west  sent ;  and  the  frigid  north 
Came  with  her  ofi^ering  of  glossy  fiirs. 
Musicians  soothed  his  car  with  airs  select ; 
Beauty  held  out  har  arms ;  and  every  man 


Of  evming  skill,  and  curious  device. 
And  endless  multitudes  of  Uveried  wights, 
His  pleasure  waited  with  obsequious  look. 
And  when  the  wants  of  nature  were  supplied. 
And  commonplace  extravagances  flUeo, 
Beyond  their  asking;  and  c^>rice  itself. 
In  aU  its  sdg-iag  appetites,  gorged  full. 
The   man    new  wants  and    new   expenses 

planned: 
Nor  planned  alcme :  wise,  learned,  sober  men. 
Of  cogitation  deep,  took  up  his  case. 
And  planned  for  him  new  modes  of  f oUy 

wild;  [means 

Contrived  new  wishes,  wants,  and  wondrous 
Of  spending  with  dispatch:  yet  after  aU, 
His  fields  extended  still.  Ins  riches  grew, 
And  what  seemed  splendor  infinite,  mcreased. 
So  lavishly  upon  a  single  man 
Itid  Providence  his  bounties  daUy  shower.^ 

Turn  now  thine  eye,  and  look  on  poverty  t 
Look  on  the  lowest  of  her  ragged  sons ; 
We  find  him  by  the  way,  sitting  in  dust ; 
He  has  no  bread  to  eat,  no  tongue  to  ask ; 
No  limbs  to  walk;  no  home,  no  house,  no 

friend. 
Observe  lus  goblin  cheek ;  his  wretched  eye ; 
See  how  his  hand,  if  any  hand  he  has, 
Livoluntarily  opens,  and  trembles  forth. 
As  comes  the  traveller's  foot;  and  hear  his 

groan, 
His  long  and  lamentable  groan,  announce 
The  want  that  gnaws  within ;  severely  now. 
The  sun  scorches  and  bums  his  old  bald  head ; 
The  frost  now  glues  him  to  the  chilly  earth ; 
On  him  hail,  rain,  and  tempest  rudely  beat; 
And  aU  the  winds  of  heaven,  in  jocular  mood. 
Sport  with  his  withered  rags,  that,  tossed 
Display  his  nakedness  to  passers  by,     [about. 
Ana  grievously  burlesque  the  human  form. 
Observe  him  yet  more  narrowly :  his  limbs. 
With  palsy  shaken,  about  him  blasted  lie ; 
And  ail  his  flesh  is  f  uU  of  putrid  sores. 
And  noisome  wounds,  his  bones  of  racking 

pains. 
Strange  vesture  this  for  an  immortal  soul ! 
Strange  retinue  to  wait  a  lord  of  earth  t 
It  seems  as  Nature,  in  some  surly  mood. 
After  debate  and  musing  long,  had  tried 
How  vile  and  miserable  tiling  her  hand 
Could  fabricate,  then  made  this  meagre  man : 
A  sight  so  full  of  perfect  misery. 
That  passengers  their  faces  turned  away. 
And  hasted  to  be  gone ;  and  delicate 
And  tender  woman  took  another  path. 

This  great  disparity  of  outward  things 
Taught  many  lessons ;  but  this  taught  in  chief. 
Though  learned  by  few :  that  God  no  value 

set,  [kind : 

That  man  should  none,  .on  goods  of  worldly 
On  transitory,  frail,  external  things, 
Of  migratory,  ever-changing  sort ; 
And  further  taught,  that  in  the  soul  alone, 
The  thinking,  reasonable,  wiUing  soul, 
God  placed  the  total  exceUence  of  man ; 
And  meant  him  evermore  to  seek  it  there. 

Robert  Bt?Uoh 
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M.  ALLOTMEHT,  Thy. 

Thou  cam'st  not  to  thy  place  by  accident, 
It  is  the  very  place  Gkxi  meant  for  thee ; 
And  shouldst  thou  there  small  scope  for 

action  see, 
Do  not  for  this  give  room  to  discontent, 
Kor  let  the  time  thou  owest  to  Gk>d  be  spent 
In  idly  dreaming  how  thou  mightest  be. 
In  what  concerns  thy  spiritual  Bfe,  more  free 
From  outward  hinderance  or  impediment. 
For  presently  this  hinderance  thou  shalt  find 
That  without  which  all  goodness  were  a  task 
So   slight,  that  virtue   never   could   grow 

strong : 
And  wouldst  thou  do  one  duty  to  His  mind, 
Theimposer^s — over-burdened  thou  shalt  ask, 
And  own  thy  need  of  grace  to  hdp,  ere  long. 

R  <f.  Trench. 

99.  ALLUBEKBHTS,  EaitUy. 

O  streams  of  earthly  love  and  Joy, 
On  whose  green  banks  we  dweU, 

Gleaming  in  beauty  to  the  eye, 
Te  promise  fair  and  well  1 

Ye  lure  us,  and  we  venture  in, 

Cheated  by  sun  and  smiles ; 
Ye  tempt  us,  and  we  brave  your  depths, 

Won  by  your  winning  wiles. 

Too  deep  and  strong  for  us  I — We  glide 

Down  your  deceiving  wave; 
like  men  by  siren  song  beguiled 

On  to  a  siren  grave. 

O  world,  with  all  thy  smiles  and  loves. 

With  aU  thy  song  and  wine. 
What  mockery  of  human  hearts, 

What  treachery  is  thine  I 

Thou  woundest,  but  thou  canst  not  heal. 

Thy  words  are  warbled  lies ; 
Thy  hand  contains  the  poisoned  cup, 

And  he  who  drinks  it  dies. 

O  world,  there^s  fever  in  thy  touch, 

And  frenzy  in  thine  eye ; 
To  lose  and  shun  thee  is  to  live. 

To  win  thee  is  to  die !    SoratiuB  Bmar, 

M.  ALLUSBKEITS,  FstsL 

A  fonnt-o'ershading  tree  stands  near  the 

highway-side,  [died. 

And  many  a  good  fellow,  pausinff  there,  has 
For  in  the  fountain's  depths  a  dragon  lies 

asleep :  [keep. 

Bits  on  the  tree  a  bird,  his  constant  watch  to 
The  bird's  sweet  song  allures  the  unwary 

wanderer  near :  [wakes  to  hear. 

Then  sings  he  loud,   so  loud  the  dragon 
The   thirsty  traveller   drinks, — ^the  dragon 

darts  aloft, — 
And  on  the  tree  the  fatal  bird  sings  soft 

OrientdL 

OJ.  ALLUBElfEKTS)  LooUag  on. 

Turn  thou  thine  eyes  from  each  seducing 
sight,  [tite. 

For  looking  whets  the  ready  edge  of  appe- 
Oriental,  tr.  ly  TT.  R,  Alger. 


96*  ALLTTBEXEITS,  BMlsfeiiig. 

Ulysses,  sailing  by  the  Siren's  isle,  [them  fast 
Sealed  first  his  comrades'  ears,  then  bade 
Bind  him  with  many  a  fetter  to  the  mast, 
Lest  those  sweet  voices  should  their  80uIb 

beguile, 
And  to  their  ruin  fiatter  them,  the  while 
Their  homeward  bark  was  sailing  swiftly 

past; 
And  thus  the  peril  they  behind  them  cast. 
Though  chased  by  those  weird  voices  many 

a  mile. 
But.  yet  a  nobler  cunning  Orpheus  used : 
No  fetter  he  put  on,  nor  stopped  his  ear. 
But  ever,  as  he  passed,  sang  hi^^h  and  clear  • 
The  blisses  of  the  gods,  their  holy  Joys, 
And  with  diviner  melody  confused 
And  marred  earth's  sweetest  music  to  a  noise. 

E.  a  Trench.' 
07,  AIJC8,  Um  ofi 

In  alms  regard  thy  means,  and  others'  merit. 

Think  I&aven  a  better  bargain  than  to  give 
Only  thy  single  market-money  for  it. 

Join  hands  with  God  to  make  a  man  to  live. 
Give  to  all  something ;  to  a  good  poor  man. 
Till  thou  change  names,  and  be  where  he  be- 
gan. 

Man  is  God's  image ;  but  a  poor  man  ia 
Ohxist's  stamp  to  boot :   Doth  images  re- 
gard. 
Gk>d  reckons  for  him,  counts  the  favor  His : 
Write,  So  much  given  to  God;  thou  shalt 
be  heard.  [g*^ 

Let  thine  alms  go  before,  and  keep  Heaven's 
Open  for  thee ;  or  both  may  come  too  late. 

Qeorge  Serhert. 
9§.  AMBmOV,  OhMt  oL 

What  is  AMBTnoN  t  'Tis  a  glorious  cheat  t 
Angels  of  light  walk  not  thus  daszlingly 
The  sapphire  walls  of   Heaven.    The   vn- 

search'd  mine  [thnmea 

Hath  not  such  gems.    Earth's  constellated 
Have  not  such  pomp  of  purple  and  of  gold. 
It  hath  no  features.    In  its  face  is  set 
A  mirror,  and  the  gazer  sees  his  own. 
It  looks  a  God,  but  it  is  like  himeelf/ 
It  hath  a  mien  majestical,  and  smileB 
Bewilderingly  sweet^-but  how  like  him  / 
It  follows  not  with  fortune.    It  is  seen 
Rarelv  or  never  in  the  ridi  man's  halL 
It  seeks  the  chamber  of  the  gifted  boy 
And  lifts  his  humble  window,  and  comes  in. 
The  narrow  walls  expand,  and  spread  away 
Into  a  ]dngly  palace,  and  the  roof 
Lifts  to  the  sky,  and  unseen  fingers  work 
The  ceilinp  with  rich  blazonry,  and  write 
His  name  m  burning  letters  over  all. 
And  ever,  as  he  shuts  his  'wildered  eyes. 
The  phantom  comes  and  lays  upon  his  lids 
A  spell  that  murders  sleep,  and  in  hia  ear 
Whispers  a  deathless  word,  and  on  his  brain 
Breathes  a  fierce  thirst  no  water  will  allay. 
He  is  its  slave  henceforth!     His  days  are 

spent  [where 

In  chaining  down  his  heart,  and  watching 


AjiCBmoir. 

To  rise  by  humaa  weakneflses.    His  nigfats 
Bnjag  him  no  rest  in  all  their  blessed  hours. 
His  kindred  aro  forgotten  or  estran^d. 
Uiihealthf  nl  fires  bom  constant  in  his  eye. 
His  lip  grows  restless,  and  its  smile  is  corrd 
Hdf  into  scorn — ^till  the  bright,  fleiy  boy, 
That  was  a  daily  blessing  but  to  see» 
ffis  spirit  was  so  bird-like  and  so  pure^ 
Is  frc^en,  in  the  very  flush  of  youth, 
Into  a  cold,  care-fretted,  heartless  man. 

And  what  is  its  reward  ?  At  best,  a  name  I 
Fkaise — ^wlien  the  ear  has  grown  too  dull  to 

heaf,  [dead-; 

Qold— where  the  senses  it  should  pl^se  are 
Wreaths — ^where   the   hair   they  coyer   has 

grown  gray, 
Fime — ^when    the    heart    it    should   have 

thrilled  is  numb ; 
Ail  tilings  but  late — ^when  lore  is  all  we  want ; 
And  dcMe  behind  comes  Death,  and  ere  we 

know 
Tliat  e7*n  these  anayailing  siffes  are  ours. 
He  sends  us,   8tiiiq»*d  and  naked,  to  the 

giavel  ^.P.  WiUu. 

M»  AKBITIOH;  Ohadk  toi 

Go,  dimb  the  rugged  Alps,  ambitious  fool. 
To  please  the  boys  and  be  a  theme  at  school 
One  world  sufficed  not  Alexander's  mind ; 
Cooped  up,  he  seemed  in  earth  and  seas  con- 
fined :  [about 
And,  struggling,  streteh*d  his  restless  limbs 
The  narrow  ^l^i>e,  to  find  a  passage  out 
Tet,  enter'd  in  the  brick-built  town,  he  tried 
The  tomb,  and  found  the  strait  dimensions 

wide; 
**  Death  only  this  mysterious  truth  unfolds, 
The  mighty  soul,  how  small  a  body  holds.'' 
Juvenal,  tr,  ty  John  Dryden. 

IM.  AMBEnOI,  Qhiistisa. 

"  Amlntion  is  the  vice  of  noble  souls ! " 

If  *tis  a  yioe,  then  let  those  souls  beware, 

nixice  noble  though  they  be,  and  passing 
fair 
In  the  world^'s  eye,  and  high  upon  the  scrolls, 
Her  fevor'd  minions  where  the  world  enrolls. 

Lest  it  conduct  to  shame!  Be  thine  the  care, 

Soldier  of  Christ,  that  nobler  strife  to  dare, 
WMd^  the  rash  spirit  of  the  world  controls, 
And  makes  ambition  virtue  1    Be  it  thine 

To  win  thy  bright  unfading  diadem 
By  works  of  lore  I    Around  am  brows  shall 
shine  [beam, 

In  heayen  from  glory's  source  the  purest 
Whose  aspect  here,  with  beauty  most  cuiyine, 

Refiects  the  image  of  the  Qood  Sufbsms. 

Bp»  McufU, 

101.  AMBITIOV,  Oune  o& 
Woe  to  thee,  wild  Ambition  t    I  employ 

Deq^r's  low  notes  thy  dread  effects  to  tell ; 
Bom  in  high  heayen,  her  peace  thou  could'st 
destroy; 

Hot  for  thee,  there  had  not  been  a  hell. 
Through  the   cdestial   domes  thy  clarion 
pealed ;  [ranged 

Angels,  entranced,  beneath    thy  banners 
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And  strak^ht  were  fiends;  hurled  from  the 
flhiuikinff  field. 
They  waked  m  asony  to  wail  the  chanffe. 
Darting  through  all  her  ydns  the  subtle  fire, 
The  world's  fair  mistress  first  inhaled  thy 
breatib; 
To  lot  of  higher  beings  learned  to  aspire. 
Dared  to  attempt,  and  doomed  the  world 
to  dea^  Maria  A,  Brook$. 


lot.  AXBrnOV,  Dnil  a£ 

How,  like  a  mounting  deyil  in  the  heart, 
Rules  the  unrein'd  ambition  1    Let  it  once 
But  play  the  monarch,  and  its  haughty  brow 
Glows  witii  a  beauty  that  bewilders  thought 
And  unthrones  peace  f oreyer.    Putting  on 
The  yery  pomp  of  Lucifer,  it  turns 
The  heart  to  ashes,  and  with  not  a  spring 
Left  in  the  bosom  for  the  spirit's  Up, 
We  look  upon  our  splendor  and  forget    [life 
The  thirst  for  which  we  perish  1    Tet  hath 
Many  a  falser  idoL  N.  P.  Wm$, 

108.  AKBITIOH,  End  ot 

Here,  like  a  shepherd  gazing  from  his  hut. 
Touching  his  reed,  or  kaning  on  his  stafiE, 
Eager  Ambition*s  fiery  chase  I  sec ; 
I  see  the  circling  hunt  of  noisy  men     [right. 
Burst  law's  indosure,  leap  the  mounds  of 
Pursuing  and  pursued,  each  other's  prey ; 
As  wolyes  for  n^ine ;  as  the  fox  for  wiles ; 
Till  death,  that  mighty  hunter,  earths  them 

alL 
Why  all  this  toil  for  triumphs  of  an  hour  f 
What  though  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  soar  in 

fame?  [lies"~ 

Earth's  highest  station  ends  in  ''Here  he 
And  ''Dust  to  dust"  concludes  her  noblest 

song.  Edward  Toung, 

1M»  AXBinOVi  Exsnplt  o£ 

On  what  foundations  stands  the  warrior's 
pride,  [dde : 

How  just  his  hopes,  let  Swedish  Charles  de- 
A  frame  of  adamant,  a  soul  of  fire, 
No  dangers  fright  him,  and  no  labors  tire ; 
O'er  loye,  o'er  fear,  extends  his  wide  domain, 
Unconquered  lord  of  pleasure  and  of  pain. 
No  joys  to  him  pacific  sceptres  yield, 
War  sounds  the  trump,  he  rushes  to  the  fidd ; 
Behold  surrounding  kings  their  power  com- 
And  one  capitulate,  and  one  resign ;      [bine, 
Peace  courts  his  hand,  but  spreacb  her  diaima 

inyain; 
"Think  nothing   ^ined,"   he  cries,    "till 

naught  remam, 
On  Moscow's  waUs  till  €k)thic  standards  fly, 
And  all  be  mine  beneath  the  polar  sky." 
The  march  begins  in  military  state, 
And  nations  on  his  eye  suspended  wait ; 
Stem  &mine  guards  the  solitary  coast. 
And  winter  barricades  the  realms  of  frost. 
He  comes,  nor  want  nor  cold  his  course  delay ; 
Hide,  blushinff  glory,  hide  Pultowa^s  day  I 
The  yanquish^  hero  leayes  his  broken  bands, 
And  shows  his  miseries  in  distant  lands ; 
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Ck>ndein]ied  a  needy  supplicant  to  wait, 
.While  ladies  interpose  and  slayes  debate. 
But  did  not.  chance  at  length  her  error  mend  ? 
Did  not  subyerted  empire  mark  his  end  9 
Did  rival  monarchs  give  t^o  fatal  wound, 
Or  hostile  millions  press  lum  to  the  groimd  I 
His  fall  wa6  destined  to  a  barren  strand, 
A  petty  fortress,  and  a  dubious  hand,  [pale. 
He  left  the  name,  at  which  tiie  world  grew 
To  point  a  moral  or  adorn  a  tale. 

Samud  Johnsoru 

1M»  AKBTTIOV,  ^^•^f^n  o£ 

Napoleon,  Frederic,  Charles,  and  Cromwell— 
these  [flre, 

Bwept  the  earth  with  a  besom  dippea  in 
They  would  haye  kings  and  nations  bend 
their  knees ;  [higher, 

Their^s  was  the  untamed  thirst  of  something 
An  energy  of  hope,  that  could  not  tite. 
The  loye  of  self  to  deeds  of  might  sub- 
limed, 
Ambition  wrought  to  habitudes  of  ire. 
Force,  reckless  force,  unchecked,  unbent, 
untimed,  [neyer  climbed. 

An  aim  to  gain  a  height  where  power  had 

They  sought  they  knew  not  what,— they  set 
no  Dound  [ing  grew. 

To  their  wide-clenching  grasp, — ^their  long- 
As  grew  their  empire, — ^keenly,  as  the  hound 
Catches  the  deer-track  in  the  morning  dew. 
They  snuffed  the  scent  of  conquest, — ^victory 
threw 
Her  laurels  at  their  feet — awhile  they  gaye 
Blood  to  the  earth  like  water, — ^madly  flew 
Their  gore-fed  eagles.    But  the  wildest 

waye  [in  the  graye. 

Breaks  and  subsides  at  last ;  their  end  was 

Now  they  are  dust  and  ashes ;  other  swarms 
People  the  ground  they  wasted,  other  men 

Rise  to  be  torn  and  tossea  by  other  storms. 
Ambition  sleeps  a  moment  in  her  den 

To  gain  new  breath,  and  fire,  and  strength ; 
,      hjit  then  [flame. 

She  blows  the  embered  coals,  and  they  are 

So  it  must  bo,  for  it  hath  eyer  been : — 
Age  rolls  on  age,  and  heroes  arc  the  same, — 
The  rest,  the  crowd,  the  mob,  the  warlike 
hunter's  game.  J.  G.  BBrcivdU 

106.  AMBrnOH,  FeTer  of; 

Hew  Atlas  for  iliy  monument ;  upraise 
A  pyramid  for  my  tomb,  that,  undestroyed 
By  rank,  obliyion,  and  the  hungry  yoid. 

My  name  shall  echo  through  proepectiye  days. 
O  careless  conqueror  I  cold,  abysmal  graye ! 

Is  it  not  sad — ^is  it  not  sad,  my  heart — 

To  smother  young  ambition,  and  depart 
XJnhonored   and    unwilling,  like  death's 
■  slaye  9 

No  rare  immortal  remnant  of  my  thought 
Embalms  my  life ;  no  poem,  firmly  reared 
Against  the  shock  of  time,  ignobly  feared. 

But  all  my  life's  progression  come  to  naught 
Hew  Atlas !  build  a  pyramid  in  a  plain  I 
O,  cool  the  f  eyer  burning  in  my  brain  I 

David  Qrofy. 


107.  AMBITIOVi  FUsg  liray. 

I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition ; 
By  that  sm  fell  the  angels :  how  can  man  then. 
The  image  of  his  MflS[er,  hope  to  win  by  't  ? 
Loye  thyself  last,  cheriah  those  hearts  that 

hate  thee, 
Connption  wins  not  more  than  honesty. 
Still,  m  thy  right  hand,  cany  gentle  peace. 
To  silence  enyious  tongues.    Be  just,  fear^ 
not,  [try's,* 

Let  all  the  ends  thou  aimest  at  be  thy  coazi- 
Thy  Qod's,  and  truth's.    Wm.  Shaketpeaare. 

109,  AMBmOV,  Ingmtltade  oft     ' 

Bmtu9 — ^The  abuse  at  greatness  is,  whoi  it 
disjoins  [Ciesar, 

Remorse  from  power :  and  to  speak  Iruth  of 
I  haye  not  known  when  his  affections  sway'd 
More  than  his  reason.    But  'tis  a  common 

proof, 
That  lowliness  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 
Whereto  the  dimber  upward  turns  his  face : 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmost  round. 
He  then  unto  the  ladder  tums  his  back. 
Looks  in  the  douds,  scorning  the  base  de- 
By  which  he  did  ascend.  [g^'^cs 

Wm.  ShaJDetpeare, 
IM.  AMBmOV,  Mortifioatioa  oft 
For  when  I  feel  my  yirtue  fail. 
And  my  ambitious  thoui^hts  preyail, 
m  take  a  turn  amonff  the  tombs, 
And  see  whereto  all  glory  comes. 
There  the  yile  foot  of  eyery  clown 
Tramples  the  sons  of  honor  down ; 
Beggars  with  awful  ashes  sport. 
And  tread  tiiie  Ccesars  in  the  dirt. 

I9aae  Watts. 

110.  AXBinOV,  TroA. 

First,  what  is  true  ambition  ?    The  pursuit 
Of  glory  nothing  less  than  man  can  share. 
Were  they  as  yam  as  gaudy-minded  man. 
As  flatoJent  witii  fumes  of  self-applause. 
Their  arts  and  conquests  animals  might  boast. 
And  claim  their  laurel  crowns  as  well  as  we ; 
But  not  celestial.     Here,  we  stand  alone ; 
As  in  our  form,  distinct,  pre-eminent 
If  prone  in  thought,  our  stature  is  our  shame ; 
And  man  should  blush  his  forehead  meets  the 
The  yisible  and  present  are  for  brutes ;  [skiea. 
A  slender  portion  I  and  a  narrow  bound  I 
These,  Reason,  with  energy  diyine. 
Overleaps,  and  climbs  the  future  and  unseen. 
The  yast  unseen  I  the  future  fathomless  I 
When  the  great  soul  buoys  up  to  this  high 

point, 
Leayes  gross  Nature's  sediments  below. 
Then,  and  then  only,  Adam's  offspring  quits 
The  sage  and  hero  of  the  fields  and  woods. 
Asserts  his  rank,  and  rises  into  man. 
This  is  ambition ;  this  is  liuman  fire. 
Other  ambition  nature  interdicts ; 
Nature  proclaims  it  most  absurd  in  man 
By  pointing  at  his  origin  and  end :    [mand— 
Milk  and  a  swathe,  at  first,  his  whole  de- 
His  whole  domain,  at  last,  a  turf,  a  stone ; 
To  whom,  between,  a  world  may  seem  too 

small  JSdward  Young. 
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111.  AMBimnr,  woiki  a 

It  opoied  the  niggard's  ptine;  dothed  na- 


Gare  beggars  food :  and  threw  the  Pharisee 
Upmi  Ms  knees,  and  kept  him  long  in  act 
Of  prayer.    It  spread  the  lace  upon  the  fop, 
Hslangoage  trinuned,  and  plaimed  his  ca- 
nons gait, 
It  struGk  the  feather  on  the  gay  coquette, 
And  on  her  finger  laid  the  heavy  load 
Of  jewelry;  it  did — ^what  diditnot?     [sent 
The  gospel  preached,  the  gospel  paid,  and 
The  gospel ;  conquered  nations ;  cities  built ; 
Meanired  the  furrow  of  the  field  with  nice 
Directed  share;  shaped  buUs^  and  cows,  and 


And  threw  the  ponderous  stone ;  and  pitiful. 
Indeed,   and  much   against^  ^   grain,  it 

dragged 
IIm  stagnant,  dull,  predestinated  fool. 
Through  learning's  halls,  and  made  him  la- 

Dor  much 
Abortively;  tiiough  sometimes  not  unpnused. 
He  left  the  sage's  chair,  and  home  returned. 
Making  his  simple  mother  think  that  she 
Had  borne'  a  man.    In  schools,  designed  to 
Sin  up,  and  plant  the  seeds  of  holiness  [root 
Li  youtliful  minds,  it  held  a  signal  place. 
The  little  infant  man,  by  nature  proud, 
Was  tauglit  the  BcriptarcB  by  the  lore  of 

praise. 
And  grew  religious  as  he  srew  in  fame. 
And  tiius  the  principle,  which  out  of  heaven 
The  devil  thnw,  and  threw  him  down  to 

hell,  [ment 

And  keeps  him  there,  was  made  an  instru- 
To  monduse  and  sanctify  mankind. 
And  in  their  hearts  b^et  humility. 

Bobert  Bi>aoh. 

119.  AMEBIOAt  Faao  of. 

Land  of  the  West,  though  passing  brief 

The  record  of  thine  ase, 
Tliou  hast  a  name  that  darkens  aU 

On  EBstory's  wide  page  I 
Let  all  the  blasts  of  &me  ring  out — 

Thine  shall  be  loudest  far : 
Let  others  boast  their  satellites — 

Thou  hast  the  morning  star. 
Thou  hast  a  name  whoso  characters 

Of  light  shall  ne*er  depart ; 
^Tis  stamped  upon  the  dullest  brain. 

And  warms  the  coldest  heart, 
A  war-cry  fit  for  any  land. 

Where  Freedom's  to  be  won ; 
Land  of  the  West  I  it  stands  alone — 

It  is  thy  Washington  I       Eliza  Cooh 

113.  AMESIQA,  Liberty  in. 

**Here,"  misht  they  say,  **  shall  power's  di- 

videdrei^ 
Evince  that  patriots  have  not  bled  in  vain. 
Here  godlike  liberty's  herculean  youth, 
Cndled  in  peace,  and  nurtured  up  by  truth 
To  full  maturity  of  nerve  and  mind, 
Bhall  crash  the  ^ants  that  bestride  mankind. 
Here  shall  religion's  pure  and  balmy  draught 


In  form  no  more  £rom  cups  of  state  be 

quafTd,  [sect, 

But  flow  for  aU  through  nation,  rank,  and 
Free  as  that  heaven  its  tranquil  waves  reflect. 
Around  the  columns  of  the  public  shiine 
ShaU  growing  arts  their  gradual  wreath  in- 

twine,  [braid. 

Nor  breathe  corruption  from  the  flowering 
Nor  mine  that  f  ahnc  iddoh  they  bloom  to 

shade. 
No  longer  here  shaU  Justice  bound  her  view, 
Or  wrong  the  many,  idiile  she  riff hts  the  few ; 
But  take  her  range  through  i£  the  social 

frame, 
Pure  and  pervading  as  that  vital  flame  [part. 
Which  wanns  at  once  our  best  and  meanest 
And  thrills  a  hair  while  it  exnands  a  heart" 

Thomoi  Moore, 

114.  AKBBIOA,  HWoB  o& 

Columbia,  Columbia,  to  fflory  arise,  [skies  I 
The  queen  of  the  world,  and  child  of  the 
Thy  genius  commands  tiiee;  with  rapture 

behold. 
While  ages  on  affes  thy  splendors  unfold. 
Thy  reign  is  the  last  and  the  noblest  of  tim^ 
Most  miitful  thy  soil,  most  inviting  thy 

dime ;  [thy  name. 

Let  the  crimes  of  the  east  ne'er  encrimson 
Be  freedom  and  sdenoe  and  virtue  thy  fame. 

To  conquest  and  slaughter  let  Europe  aspire ; 
Whelm  nations  in  blood,  and  wrap  cities  in 

flre;  [fend. 

Thy  heroes  the  rights  of  mankind  shall  de- 
And  triumph  pursue  them,  and  glonr  attend. 
A  world  is  thy  realm ;  for  a  world  be  thy 

laws,  [cause ; 

Enlarged  as  thine  empire,  and  just  aa  thy 
On  Freedom's  broad  basts  that  empire  shall 

rise,  [skies. 

Extend  with  the  main,  and  dissolve  with  the 

Fair  Science  her  gates  to  thy  son^  shall  unbar. 
And  the  east  see  thy  mom  hide  the  beams  of 
her  star,  [soar 

New  bards  and  new  saffes  unrivalled  shall 
To  fame  unextinguished  when  time  is  no 

more; 
To  thee,  the  last  refuge  of  virtue  designed, 
Shall  fly  from  aU  nations  the  best  of  man- 
kind ;  [brinff 
Here  grateful  to  heaven,  with  transport  shall 
Their  incense,  more  fragrant  than  odors  of 
spring. 

Nor  less  shall  thv  fair  ones  to  glory  ascend, 
And  genius  and  beauty  in  harmony  blend ; 
The  graces  of  form  shaU  awake  pure  desire, 
And  the  charms  of  the  soul  ever  cherish  the 

fire ;  [refined. 

Their  sweetness  unmingled,  their  manners 
And  virtue's  bright  image,  enstamped  on  the 

mind. 
With  peace  and  soft  rapture  shall  teach  life 

to  glow. 
And  light  up  a  smile  on  the  aspect  of  woe. 
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Thy  fleets  to  all  regions  thy  power  sliaU  dis- 
play, 

The  nations  admire,  and  the  ocean  obey ; 

Each  shore  to  thy  glory  its  tribute  unfold. 

And  the  east  and  the  south  yield  their  spices 
and  gold. 

As  the  day-spring  nnboonded  thy  splendor 
shall  flow,  [bow, 

And  earth's  little  kingdoms  before  thee  shall 

While  the  ensigns  of  onion,  in  triumph  un- 
f  mled,  [the  world. 

Hush  the  tumult  of  war,  and  g^ye  peace  to 

Thus,  as  down  a  lone  yalley,  with  cedars 

overspread,  [strayed — 

From  war's  dxeaA  confusion,  I  pensiyely 

The  gloom  from  the  tBce  of  fair  heayen 

retired ;  [expired ; 

The  winds  ceased  to  murmur,  the  thhnders 

Perfumes,  as  of  Eden,  flowed  sweetly  alongi 

And  a  yoice,  as  of  an^ls,  enchantingly  sung : 

"  Columbia,  Columbia,  to  glory  arise. 

The  queen  of  the  world,  and  the  child  of  the 

skies."  Timothy  DtoighL 

115*  AXEUOA,  Proplieiy  oil 

The  Muse  disgusted  at  an  age  and  clime 

Barren  of  eyery  glorious  £eme. 
In  distant  lands  now  waits  a  better  time, 

Producing  subjects  worthy  fame. 

In  happy  climes,  where  from  the  genial  sun 
And  yirgin  earth  such  scenes  ensue, 

The  force  of  art  by  nature  seems  outdone, 
And  fancied  beauties  by  the  true ; 

In  happy  dimes,  the  seat  of  innocence, 
Where  Nature  ffuides,  and  yirtue  rules, 

Where  men  shall  not  impose  for  tmtii  and 
The  pedantry  of  courts  and  schools,  [sense 

There  shall  be  sung  another  Golden  Age, 

The  rise  of  empire  and  of  arts. 
The  good  and  giW  inspiring  epic  rage, 

The  wisest  heads  and  noblest  hearts : 

Not  such  as  Europe  breeds  in  her  decay ; 

Such  as  she  bred  when  fresh  and  young. 
When  heayenly  flame  did  animate  her  day. 

By  future  poets  shall  be  sung. 

Westward  the  course  of  empire  takes  its  way ; 

The  four  first  acts  already  past, 
A  fifth  shall  close  the  drama  with  the  day : 

Time's  noblest  offering  in  the  last 

George  Berkeley. 


1.1.  w*  AinJHElCEVTB,  Emptyt 

Behold  the  child,  by  Nature's  kindly  law, 
Pleased  with  a  rattle,  tidded  with  a  straw : 
Some  Uyelier  plaything  giyes  his  youth  de- 
A  little  louder,  but  as  empty  quite :     [light, 
Scarfs,  garters,  gold,  amuse  his  riper  stage. 
And  beads  and  prayer-books  are  the  toys  of 

age: 
Pleased  with  this  bauble  still,  as  that  before, 
Till  tir'd  he  sleeps,  and  life's  poor  play  is  o'er. 

jlexiMer  Pope, 


liy«  AV0E8TBT,  Boasting  ofi 

Boast  not  the  titles  of  your  ancestors, 
Braye  youths ;  they're  their  possessions,  none 

of  yours ; 
When  your  own  yirtues  equaled  haye  ^eir 

names, 
'Twill  be  but  fair  to  lean  upon  their  f^mes ; 
For  they  are  strong  supporters ;  but,  till  then. 
The  greatest  are  but  growing  gentlemen. 
It  is  a  wretched  thins  to  trust  to  reeds. 
Which  all  men  do  Siat  ui^  not  their  own 

deeds 
Up  to  their  ancestors' ;  the  riyer's  side. 
By  which  you're  planted,  shows  your  fruit 

shall  ude; 
Hang  all  your  rooms  with  one  large  pedigree ; 
"Us  yirtue  alone  is  true  nobility ; 
Which  yirtue  from  your  father  ripe  will  fall ; 
Study  illustrious  him,  and  you  haye  alL 

Sen  Jbneon, 

118.  AH0E8TST,  Pride  ofi 

Of  all  the  notable  thinn  on  earth. 
The  queerest  one  is  pride  of  birth 

Among  our  *  *  fierce  democracy  ^  1 
A  bridge  across  a  hundred  years, 
Witiiout  a  prop  to  saye  it  from  sneers. 
Not  eyen  a  couple  of  rotten  peere, — 
A  thmg  for  laughter,  fleers,  and  jeers. 

Is  American  aristocracy! 

English  and  Irish,  French  and  Spanish, 
Germans,  Italians,  Dutdi  and  Danish, 
Crossing  their  yeins  until  they  yanidi 

In  one  conglomeration  I 
So  subtle  a  tuigle  of  blood,  indeed. 
No  Heraldry  Hanrey  will  eyer  succeed 

In  finding  the  circulation. 

Depend  upon  it,  my  snobbish  Mend, 
Your  fftmiiy  thread  you  can't  ascend, 
Without  good  reason  to  apprehend 
You  may  find  it  wMed,  at  the  &rther  end. 

By  some  plebeian  yocation  I 
Or,  worse  than  that,  your  boasted  line 
May  end  in  a  loop  of  stronger  twine, 

That  plagued  some  worthy  relation ! 

John  G,  Baaoe. 

119.  AVaBLS,  (ten  of  ths. 

'Tis  your  office,  spirits  bright. 

Still  to  guard  us  night  and  day. 
And  before  your  heayenly  might 

Powers  of  darkness  flee  away, 
Eyer  doth  our  unseen  host 

Camp  around  us,  and  ayert 

All  that  sedc  to  do  us  hurt. 
Curbing  Satan's  malice  most. 
And  ye  come  on  ready  wing, 

When  we  drift  toward  sheer  despair. 
Seeing  naught  where  we  might  ding. 

Suddenly,  lo  1  ye  are  there ! 
And  tiie  wearied  heart  grows  strong. 

As  an  angd  strengthened  Him, 

Faintmg  m  the  guden  dim, 
'Neath  the  world's  yast  woe  and  wron^. 
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These  sUiSt  though  uubeheld   in  deep  of 

nighty  [were  none, 

Shine  not  in  vain:  nor  think,  though  men 

That   heav'n  would  want   spectators,   Qod 

want  praise ; 
Millions  of  spiritual  creatures  walk  the  earth 
Unseen,  both  when  we  wake  and  when  we 
sleep ;  piold, 

All  these  with  ceaseless  praise  his  worlDS  be- 
Both  day  and  night :  how  often  from  the  steep 
Of  echoing  hill  or  tiiicket  have  we  heard 
Celestial  voices  to  the  midnight  air, 
Sole,  or  responsiye  each  to  other*s  note, 
Sin^png  their  great  Creator?  oft  in  bands 
While  they  keep  watch,  or  nightly  rounding 

Widi  heay'nly  touch  of  instrumental  sounds 
In  full  harmonic  number  joined,  their  songs 
DiTide  the  night,  and  lift  our  thouffhts  to 
heaT'n.  Mutan, 

Ul.  AV0EL8  and  Kou 

« 

Angels  are  men  of  a  superior  kind ; 
Angela  are  men  in  lighter  habit  dady  [flight, 
'BIA   ci'er  celestial   monntains  winged   in 
Aw.  men  are  angels  loaded  for  an  hour, 
Who  wade  the  miry  vale,  and  climb  with 

pain, 
And  sMppery  step,  the  bottom  of  the  steep. 
AngFils   their  fulings,  mortals   have   their 

praiae; 
While  here,  of  coipae  ethereal,  such  enrolled. 
And  summoned  to  the  glorious  standard  soon, 
Which  flames  eternal  crimson  through  the 

ddes. 
Nor  are  our  brothers  thoughtless  of  their  kin, 
Yet  absent,  but  not  absent  from  their  love. 
IGchael  has  fought  our  battles,  Raphael  sung 
Our  triumphs,  Oabriel  on  our  errands  flown. 
Sent  by  the  Soyercign ;  and  are  these,  O  man  1 
Thy  friends  and  warm  allies,  and  thou  (ahame 

bum 
Tbj  cheek  to  dnder  I)  rival  to  the  brutes  I 

Edward  Taunff, 

IM.  IHGELS,  Miniitryoi: 

And  is  there  care  in  heavent    And  is  there 

love 
In  heavenly  spirits  to  these  creatures  base, 
That  may  compassion  of  their  evils  move  t 
There  ia:  else  much  more  wretched  were  the 

case  [grace 

Of  men  than  beasta    But,  oh,  the  exceeding 
Oi  lushest  God,  that  loves  His  creatures  so. 
And  all  His  works  with  mercy  doth  embrace, 
That  blessed  angels  He  sends  to  and  fro. 
To  serve  to  wicked  man,  to  serve  His  wicked 

foel 

How  oft  do  they  their  silver  bowers  leave, 
To  come  to  succor  us  that  succor  want  1 
How  oft  do  they  with  solden  pinions  cleave 
The  flittering  skies,  like  flying  pursuivant, 
Against  foul  fiends  to  aid  us  militant  I 
They  for  ua  fight,  they  watch,  and  duly  ward. 
And  bright  aquadrons  reund  about  us  plant ; 


And  all  for  love,  and  nothing  for  reward ; 
Oh,  why  should  heavenly  Qoid  to  men  have 
tuchregardl  Sdrntrnd  8pen$er. 

Ita.  AV0EI4  Ifsfla  «£      % 
The  multitude  of  angels  with  a  shout 
Loud  as  from  numbers  wi&out  number  sweet. 
As  from  blest  voices  uttering  Joy,  Heaven 
With  jubilee,  and  loud  hosannas  flUed  [rung 
The  eternal  regions ;  lowly  reverent 
Towards  either  throne  they  bow,  and  to  the 

ground. 

With  solemn  adoration  down  they  cast 
Their  crowns  inwove   with    amarant   and 

gold- 
Immortal  amarant,  a  flower  which  once 
In  Paradise,  fast  by  the  tree  of  life, 
Began  to  bloom ;  but  soon  for  man*s  offence 
To  Heaven  removed,  where  first  it  grew,  there 

grows, 
And  flowers  aloft,  shading  the  fount  of  life, 
And  where  the  river  of  bliss,  through  midst 

of  Heaven, 
Rolls  o'er  Elysian  flowen  her  amber  stream : 
With  these,  that  never  &de,  the  q[>irits  elect 
Bind  their  resplendent  locks  inwreathed  with 

beams ;  [bright 

Now  in  loose  garlands  thick  thrown  off,  the 
Pavement,  that  like  a  sea  of  jasper  shone, 
Impurpled  with  celestial  roses  smiled. 
Then,  crowned  again,  their  golden  harps  they 

took — 
Harps  ever  tuned,  that  flittering  by  their  side 
Like  quivers  hung ;  and,  with  preamble  sweet 
Of  charmiiu^  symphony,  they  introduce 
Their  sacrecT  song,  and  waken  nptuies  high : 
No  voice  exempt — ^no  voice  but  well  could 

join 
Melodious  part ;  such  concord  is  in  Heaven. 

Milton, 

IM.  AieBLB,  (Mks  of  tha 

They  are  God's  minist'ring  spirits^  and  are 
His  messengers  of  mercy,  to  fulfil        [sent 
Good  for  Salvation's  heirs.    For  us  tiiey 
still 
Grieve  when  we  sin,  rejoice  when  we  repent ; 
And  on  the  last  drrad  day  they  shall  present 
The  severed  righteous  at  His  holy  hul. 
With  them  Gtod's  face  to  see,  to  do  His 
will,  [meant 

And  bear  with  them  His  likeness.    Was  it 
That  we  this  knowledge  should  in  secret  seal, 
Unthought  of,  unimproving  t    Bather  say, 
God  deign'd  to  man  His  angel  hosts  reveal. 

That  man  might  learn  like  angels  to  obey ; 

And  those,  who  long  their  bliss  in  heaven  to 

feel,  [they. 

Might  strive  on  earth  to  serve  Him  even  as 

JBjp.  MamJt, 
IM.  AVGBLS,  Strlft  oC 

My  dwelling  had  been  situate  beside 
The  myriads  of  a  vast  metropolis : 
But  now  astonished  I  beheld,  and  lo ! 
There  were   more   spirits  than  men,  more 

habitants 
Of  the  thin  air  than  of  the  solid  ground : 
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The  flnnament  was   qtdck  with  life.     As 

when  [forth 

The  prophet's  servant  looked  from  Dothan 
On  Syria's  thronging  multitudes,  and  saw, 
His  eyes  being  opened  at  Elisha's  prayer, 
Chariots  of  fi^e  by  fiery  horses  drawn, 
The  squadrons  of  the  sky  around  the  seer 
Encamping.    Thus  in  numbers  numberless 
The  hosts  of  darkness  and  of  light  appeared 
Thronging  the  air.    They  were  not  ranged 

for  fight, 
But  mingled  host  with  host,  angels  with  men. 
Kor  was  it  easy  to  discern  the  lost 
From  the  elect    There  were  no  homed  fiends 
As  some  haye  fabled,  no  gaunt  skeletons 
Of  naked  horror ;  but  the  fallen  wore. 
Even  as  the  holy  angels,  robes  of  light ; 
Kor  did  their  ruin  otherwise  appear      [hate, 
Than  in  dark  passions,  enyy,  and  pride,  and 
Which  like  a  brand  upon  their  brow  obscured 
The  lustre  of  angelic  loyeliness. 
It  was  not  open  battle,  might  with  might 
Contesting ;  but  uninterrupted  war 
Of  heavemy  faithfulness  and  hellish  craft 
By  every  saint  a  holy  watcher  stood ; 
By  some  a  company  of  blessed  spirits ; 
Each  had  their  ministry  assigned.    And  oft 
From  some  superior  chief  the  watchword 

passed. 
Or  warnings  came  of  stratagems  foreseen, 
Or  tidings  from  the  court  of  glory  sped 
From   lip  to  lip   more   quickly  than  the 

thoughts 
Which  men  decipher  from  electric  signs. 
Far  off  their  armor  gleamed.    On  the  other 

hand 
The  spirits  of  darkness  freely  intermixed 
With  all ;  innumerable  legions  arm'd ; 
And,  baffled  oft,  to  their  respective  lords 
The  thrones  and  principalities  of  hell 
Repairing,  better  learned  their  cursed  lore 
To  win  or  storm  the  ramparts  of  ^e  heart 
Except  to  treachery  impregnable. 

JB.  KBiekenUth. 
190.  AHaEI4  Two, 

Man  hath  two  attendant  angels, 

Ever  waiting  at  his  side. 
With  him  wheresoever  he  wanders, 

Wheresoo'er  his  feet  abide. 
One  to  warn  him  when  in  danger, 

And  rebuke  him  if  he  stray : 
One  to  leave  him  to  his  nature. 

And  so  let  him  go  his  way. 

Two  recording  spirits,  reading 

All  his  life's  minutest  part,  ^ 
Looking  in  his  soul  and  listening 

To  the  beatings  of  his  heart 
Each  with  pen  of  fire  electric. 

Writes  the  good  and  evil  wrought ; 
Writes  with  truth  that  adds  not,  errs  not, 

Purpose,  action,  word,  and  thought 

One,  the  Teacher  and  Reprover, 
Marks  each  heaven-deserving  deed ; 

Qraves  it  with  the  li^htning^s  vigor ; 
Seals  it  with  the  lightning's  speed ; 


For  the  good  that  man  achieveth-^ 
Good  beyond  an  angel^s  doubt — 

Sudi  remains  for  aye  and  ever. 
And  cannot  be  blotted  out 

One  (severe  and  silent  Watcher) 

Noteth  every  crime  and  guile. 
Writes  it  with  a  holy  duty. 

Seals  it  not,  but  waits  awhile ; 
If  the  evil-doer  ay  not — 

"  God,  forgive  me  1 "  ere  he  sleeps. 
Then  the  sad  stem  spirit  seals  it, 

And  the  gentler  spirit  weeps. 

197.  AHaEB,  Fmiti  o£ 

Full  many  mischief  follow  cruel  wrath : 

Abhorred    bloodshed,     and    tumultaonB 
strife. 
Unmanly  murder,  and  unthrifty  scath. 

Bitter  despite,  with  rancour^s  rusty  knife. 
And  fretting  grief,  the  enemy  of  life ; 

All  these,  and  many  evils  more,  haunt  ire. 
The  swelling  spleen,  and  phrenzy  raging  rife, 

The  shakmg  palsy,  and  Saint  Frands  fire: 
Such  one  was  wrath,  the  last  of  this  ungodly 
tire.  JSdmund  8pens&r, 

I3§,  ASaCALS,  Onatioii  oL 
The  sixth,  and  of  creation  last,  arose 
With  evening  harps  and  matin;  when  God 

said,  (kind, 

"  Let  the  earth  bring  forth  soul  living  m  her 
Cattle,  and  creeping  things,  and  beasts  of  the 

earth,  [straight 

Each  in  their  kind.^'    The  Earth  obeyed,  and 
Opening  her  fertile  womb,  teemed  at  a  birth 
Innumerous  living  creatures,  perfect  forms, 
Limbed  and  full  grown.    Out  of  the  ground 

up  rose,  [wons 

As  from  his  lair,  the  wild  beast,  where  be 
In  forest  wild,  in  thicket,  brake,  or  den ; 
Among  the  trees*  in  purs  they  rose,  they 

walked: 
The  cattle  in  the  fields  and  meadows  green ; 
Those  rare  and  solitary,  these  in  flocks 
Pasturing  at  once,  and  in  broad  herds  up 

sprung.  [appeared 

The  grassy  clods  now  calved;  now  half 
The  tawny  lion,  pawing  to  get  free  [bonds. 
His  hinder  parts ;  then  springs,  as  broCe  from 
And  rampant  shakes  his  brinded  mane :  the 

ounce. 
The  libbard,  and  the  tiger,  as  the  mole    • 
Rising,  the  crumbled  emh  above  them  threw 
In  hillocks :  the  swift  stag  from  underground 
Bore  up  his  branching  h^id :  scarce  from  his 

mould. 
Behemoth,  biggest  bom  of  Earth,  upheaved 
His  vastness :  fleeced  the  flocks  and  bleating 

rose. 
As  plants :  ambiguous  between  sea  and  land. 
The  river-horse,  and  scaly  croco^e. 
At   once  came   forth  whatever  creeps  the 

ground,  [fans 

Insect  or  womi:   those  waved  their  limber 
For  wings,  and  smallest  lineaments  exact 
In  all  the  liveries  decked  of  summer's  pride. 
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With  spots  of  gold  snd  parplei  azure  and 

green: 
These,  as  a  line,  their  lon^  dimension  drew, 
Stzeaking  the  ground  with  sinuous  trace; 

not  all 
Muiims  of  nature ;  some  of  serpent  land, 
Wondrous  m  length  and  ooipulence,  involved 
Their  snaky  f 0I&,  and  added  wings.    First 
The  parsimoniouB  emmet,  provident      [crept 
Of  future;  in  small  room  large  heart  indoeea ; 
Pattern  of  just  equality  perhaps 
Hereafter,  joined  in  her  jwpular  tribes 
Of  commonalty :  swarmmg  next  app^ured 
The  female  bee,  that  f ^ds   her   husband 

drone 
DeHciously,  and  builds  her  waxen  cells 
With  honey  stored.    The  rest  are  numberless, 
And  thou  thdr  natures  knowest,  and  gavest 

them  names. 
Needless  to  thee  repeated;  nor  unknown 
The  serpent,  subtL»t  beast  of  all  the  field. 
Of  huge  extent  sometimes,  with  brazen  eyes 
And  haiiy  mane  terrific,  though  to  theo 
Kot  noxious,  but  obedient  at  thy  calL 

MUtan. 

199«  AXDCAia;  TnabBttit  of; 

Yexily,  they  are  all  thine :  freely  mayest  thou 

serve  thee  of  them  all : 
They  are  thine  by  gift  for  thy  needs,  to  be 

used  in  all  gratitude  and  kindness ; 
Qratitude  to   their   Qod  and  thine, — ^their 

Father  and  thy  Father, 
Kindness  to  them  who  toil  for  thee,  and  help 

thee  with  their  all: 
For  meat,  but  not  by  wantonness  of  slaying : 

for  burden,  but  with  limits  of  hu- 
manity. 
For  luxury,  but  not  through  torture:   for 

draught,  but  according  to  the  strength : 
For  a  dog  cannot  plead  his  own  right,  nor 

render  a  reason  for'exemption, 
Nor  give  a  soft  answer  unto- wrath,  to  turn 

aside  the  undeserved  lash ; 
The  gaUed  ox  cannot  complain,  nor  suppli- 
cate a  mementos  respite ; 
The  spent  horse  hideth  his  distress,  till  he 

panteth  out  his  spirit  at  the  goal ; 
Also,  in  the  winter  of  life,  when  worn  by 

constant  toil. 
If  ingratitude  f oiget  his  services,  he  cannot 

bring  them  to  remembrance ; 
Bdiold,  he  is  faint  with  hunger;  the  big 

tear  standeth  in  his  eye ; 
His  skin  is  sore  with  stripes,  and  he  tottereth 

beneath  his  burden ; 
His  limbs  are  stiff  with  age,  his  sinews  have 

lost  their  vigor. 
And  pain  is  stamped  upon  his  face,  while  he 

wrestleth  unequally  with  toil ; 
Tct  once  more  mutely  and  meekly  endureth 

he  the  crushing  blow  j 
That  struggle  hath  cr^ed  his  heart-strings — 

the  generous  brute  is  dead ! 
Liveth  th^  no  advocate  for  him?  no  judge 

to  avenge  his  wrongs  I 


No  voice  that  shall  be  heard  in  his  defence  t 

no   sentence   to    be   passed  on    his 

oppressor  t 
Yea,  the  sad  eye  of  the  tortured  pleadeth 

pathetically  for  him ; 
Tea,  all  the  justice  in  heaven  is  roused  in 

indignation  at  his  woes ; 
Yea,  all  the  pity  upon  earth  shall  call  down 

a  curse  upon  the  cruel ; 
Yea,  the  burning  malice  of  the  wicked  is 

their  own  exceeding  punishment 
The  Angel  of  Mercy  stoppeth  not  to  comfort^ 

but  passeth  by  on  the  other  side. 
And  hath  no  tear  to  shed,  when  a  cruel  man 

is  danmed.  M.  F»  Tupper, 

1S#.  AinnEILlTKnr,  Hmrdlty  ofi 

Why  life,  a  moment  t  infinite,  desire  t 
Our  wish,  eternity  t  our  home,  the  grave  9 
Heaven^s  promise  dormant  lies  in  human 

hope: 
Who  wishes  life  immortal  proves  it  too. 
Why  hai>piness  pursued,  though  never  found  9 
Man's  thirst  of  happiness  dec&res  it  is, 
For  nature  never  gravitates  to  nought : 
That  thirst,  unquenched,  declares  it  is  not 

here. 
Why  cordial  friendship  riveted  so  deep, 
As  hearts  to  pierce  at  first,  at  parting,  rend, 
If  friend  and  friendship  vanish  in  an  hour? 
Is  not  this  toiment  in  &e  mask  of  joy  ? 
Why  by  reflection  marred  the  joys  of  sense  9 
Whv  past  and  future  preying  on  our  hearts. 
And  putting  all  our  present  joys  to  death  9 
Why  labors  reason  9—- instinct  were  as  wdl  I 
Instinct  far  better — ^what  can  choose  can  err. , 
O,  how  infallible  the  thoughtless  brute ! 
*Twere  well  his  holiness  were  half  as  sure. 
Reason  with  inclination,  why  at  war  9 
Why  sense  of  guilt  9  why  conscience  up  in 

arms  9 
Conscience  of  guilt  is  prophecy  of  pain. 
And  bosom  counsel  to  decline  the  blow. 
Reason  with  inclination  ne'er  had  jarred. 
If  nothing  future  paid  forbearance  here. 
Thus  on these,  a  thousand  pleas 

uncalled. 
All  promise,  some  insure,  a  second  scene ; 
Which,  were  it  doubtful,  would  be  dearer  far 
Than  all  things  ^Lse  most  certain;  were  it 

false. 
What  truth  on  earth  so  precious  as  the  lie  9 
This  world  it  ^ves  us,  let  what  will  ensue ; 
This  world  it  gives,  in  that  high  cordial,  hope ; 
The  future  of  the  present  is  tiie  souL    [next ! 
How  this  life  groans,  when  severed  from  the 
Poor  mutilated  wretdi,  that  disbelieves ! 
By  dark  distrust  his  being  cut  in  two. 
In  both  parts  perishes :  life  void  of  joy. 
Sad  prelude  of  eternity  in  pain  I 
Could'st  thou  persuade  me,  the  next  life 

could  fail 
Our  ardent  wishes,  how  should  I  pour  out 
My  bleeding  heart  in  anguish,  new  as  deep  I 
O,  with  what  thoughts  (thy  hope,  and  my 

despair)    . 
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Abhorred  akiuhilation  blasts  the  soul, 
And  wide  extends  the  bonnds  of  human  woe  1 

Edward  Young, 

181.  ASHIHILATIOH,  AdTOoatei  ot 

Are  there  on  earth  (let  me  not  call  them 

menl) 
Who  lodge  a  sool  immortal  m  their  breasts, 
Unconscious  as  the  mountain  of  its  ore, 
Or  rock,  of  its  inestimable  gem  t  [these 

When  rocks  shall  melt,  and  mountams  vanish, 
Shall  know  their  treasure— treasure,  then,  no 

more. 
Are  there  (still  more  amaadng ))  who  resist 
The  risinff  thought!  who  smother,   in  its 

birSi,  [brutes? 

The  glorious  truth?  who   struggle  to  be 
Who,  through  this  bosom-baiiier  burst  then* 

way. 
And,  with  reversed  ambition,  strive  to  sink  ? 
Who  labor  downwards  through  the  opposmg 

powers  [them. 

Of  instinct,  reason,  and  the  world  against 
To  dismal  hopes,  and  shelter  in  the  shock 
Of  endless  mght? — anight,  darker  than  the 

graves! 
Who  fight  the  proofs  of  immortality  ? 
With  horrid  zeal,  and  execrable  arts. 
Work  all  their  engines,  level  their  black  fires, 
To  blot  i^m  man  this  attribute  divine, 
(Than  vital  blood  far  dearer  to  the  wise). 
Blasphemers  and  rank  atheists  to  themselves  ? 

Edward  Young, 

133.  AHHIHIMTIOV,  Lioenie  ofi 

Duty  I  Religion  I — ^These,  our  duty  done. 
Imply  reward.    Religion  is  mistake. 
*  Duty  I — ^there^s  none,  but  to  repel  the  cheat 
Ye  cheats,  away !  ye  daughters  of  my  pride. 
Who  feign  yourselves  the  favorites  of  the 
Ye  towering  hopes,  abortive  eneigies,  [skies  I 
That  toss  and  struggle  in  my  lying  breast 
To  scale  the  skies,  and  build  presumptions 
As  I  were  heir  of  an  etemitv —  [there. 

Vain,  vain  ambitions  I  trouble  me  no  more. 
Wby  travel  far  in  quest  of  sure  defeat  ? 
As  bounded  as  my  being  be  my  widi. 
All  is  inverted ;  wisdom  is  a  f  ooL 
Sense  1  take  the  rein ;  blind  passion  I   drive 

us  on; 
And  ignorance  befriend  us  on  our  way ; 
Ye  new,  but  truest  patrons  of  our  peace  ? 
Yes,  give  the  pulse  full  empire;    live  the 

brute,  [man. 

Since,  as  the  brute,  we  die  .  .  . ' .  the  siun  of 
Of  (3K)dlike  man,  to  revel  and  to  rot! 

Edward  Young. 

133*  AHT,  LesMD  from  tiiA. 

Turn  to  the  prudent  ant  thy  heedful  eyes. 
Observe  her  labors,  sluggard,  and  be  wise : 
No  stem  command,  no  monitory  voice 
Prescribes  her  duties,  or  directs  her  choice ; 
Yet,  timely  provident,  she  hastes  away 
To  snatch  the  blessings  of  the  plenteous  day ; 
When  fruitful  summer  loads  the  teeming 
plain,  [grain. 

She  crops  the  harvest  and  she  stores  the 


How  long  shall  doth  usurp  the  useless  houis» 
Unnerve  thv  vigor,  and  enchain  thy  powers ; 
While  artful  sh^es  thy  downy  couch  enclose. 
And  soft  solicitation  courts  repose  ? 
Amidst  the  drowsy  charms  of  dull  delight, 
Year  chases  year  with  unremitted  flightj 
Till  want  now  following,   fraudulent  and 

slow,  [foe.  • 

Shall  spring  to  seize  thee  like  an  ambushed 

Samuel  Johnton, 

184*  AIUETTi  MiMTy  A 

Thou  hast  seen  many  sorrows,  travel-stained 

pilgrim  of  the  world. 
But  that  which  hath  vexed  thee  most,  hath 

been  the  looking  for  evil ; 
And  though  calamities  have  crossed  thee  and 

misery  been  heaped  on  thy  head. 
Yet  ills  that  never  happened  have  chiefly 

made  thee  wretched. 
Verily,  evils  may  be  courted,  may  be  wooed 

and  won  by  distrust ; 
For  the  wise  Physician  of  our  weal  loveth  not 

an  unbelieving  spirit ; 
And  to  those  giveth  he  good,  who  rely  on 

his  hand  for  good ; 
And  those  leaveth  he  to  evil,  who  fear,  but 

trust  him  not. 
Ask  for  good,  and  hope  it ;  for  the  ocean  of 

good  is  fathomless ; 
Ask  for  good,  and  have  it ;  for  thy  Friend 

would  see  thee  happy ; 
But  to  the  timid  heart,  to  the  child  of  unbe- 
lief and  dread, 
That  leaneth  on  his  own  weak  staff,  and 

trusteth  in  the  sight  of  his  eyes. 
The  evil  he  feared  shall  come,  for  the  soil  is 

ready  for  the  seed. 
And   suspicion  hath  coldly  put  aside  the 

hand  that  was  ready  to  help  him. 
Therefore  look  up,^sad  spirit ;  be  strong,  thou 

coward  heart. 
Or  fear  will  make  thee  wretched,  though  evil 

follow  not  behind. 
Cease   to  anticipate  misfortune, — ^there  arc 

still  many  chances  of  escape ; 
But  if  it  come,  be  courageous,  face  it  and 

conquer  thy  calami^. 
There  is  not  an  enemy  so  stout  as  to  storm 

and  take  the  fortress  of  the  mind. 
Unless  its  infirmity  turn  traitor,  and  fear  un- 
bar the  gates. 
The  valiant  standeth  as  a  rock,  and  the  bil- 
lows break  upon  him ; 
The  timorous  is  a  skiff  unmoored,  tossed  and 

mocked  at  by  a  ripple ; 
The  valiant  holdeth  fast  to  good,  till  evil 

wrench  it  from  him ; 
The  timorous  casteth  it  aside,  to  meet  the 

worst  half  way : 
Yet  oftentimes  is  evil  but  a  braggart,  that 

provoketh  and  will  not  fight ; 
Or  the  feint  of  a  subtle  fencer,  who  measor- 

eth  his  thrust  elsewhere ; 
Or  perchance  a  blessing  in  a  soMsque,  aent  to 

try  thytmst, 
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Hie  piedous   smiting  of  a  friend  whoee 

frowns  are  all  in  love ; 
Often  the  stonn  thieateneth,  but  is  driven  to 

other  climes. 
And  the  weak  hath  quailed  m  fear,  while 

tiie  firm  hath  been  glad  in  his  oonfi- 

M.  F,  Tiipper. 


13ft,  AFOBTLES;  JGiadee  of  the. 

For  them  the  fulness  of  His  might  is  shown 
O'erleaping  the  strong  bounds  of  l^'atnre^s  law ; 
Grim  Death  for  them  contracts  his  hasty 

stride; 
His  horrid  messengers,  disease  and  |Mun, 
Loose  their  remor^ess  grasp  unwillingly, 
And  leave  their  prey  to  ease  and  thankful- 
ness; 
For  them  bright  wisdom  opens  all  her  stores, 
Her  golden  treasures  spreading  to  their  view, 
Whilst  inspiration's  all-enlivening  light 
Hangs  hovering  o'er  their  heads  m  glittering 
blaze;  [strain 

Warmed  by  the  ray,  they  pour  the  sacred 
In  eloquence  seraphic.         Oharle$  Jenner^ 

186).  APOBTLES,  Fn-aminenM  of  the. 

Where  is  the  fire  which  once  descended 
On  thy  apostles  ?    Thou  didst  then 
Keep  open  house,  richly  attended. 

Feasting  all  comers  by  twelve  chosen  men. 
The  sun  which  once  did  shine  alone. 
Hung  down  his  head  and  wished  for  night 
When  he  beheld  twdve  suns  for  one, 

Going  about  the  world  and  giving  light. 

Qwrg6  HerberU 
U7.  APPAB£L»  GoiUy. 

Poor  soul,  the  centre  of  my  sinful  earth. 
Fooled  by  those  rebel  powers  that  thee  amy. 
Why  dost    thou    pine  within,  and   sufEer 

dearth. 
Painting  thy  outward  walls  so  costly  gay  f 
Why  so  huge  cost,  having  so  short  a  lease, 
Dost  thou  upon  thy  fading  mansion  spend? 
fflisll  worms,  inheritors  of  this  excess, 
Eat  up  thy  charge  ?    Is  this  thy  body's  end  ? 
Then  soul,  live  thou  upon  thy  servant's  loss, 
And  let  that  pine  to  aggravate  thy  store ; 
Buy  terms  divine  in  sdBng  hours  of  dross ; 
Within  be  fed,  without  be  rich  no  more : 
8o  shalt  thou  feed  on  death,  that  feeds  on 
men ;  [then. 

Andy  dea^  once  dead,  there's  no  more  dying 

8hdkeapear&, 
189.  APPASELi  Poor. 

Our  purses  shall   be  proud,  our  garments 

poor; 
For  'tis  the  mind  that  makes  the  body  rich : 
And  as  the  sun  breaks  through  the  darkest 

douds, 
So  honor  peereth  in  the  meanest  habit. 
What  1  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark, 
Because  his  feathers  are  more  beautiful  ? 
Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel. 
Because  his  painted  skin  contents  the  eye  ? 
O  no,  good  Kate ;  neither  art  thou  the  worse 
For  this  poor  furniture  and  mean  array. 

Shdkespeare, 


180.  APPRAKAIffffWi  BMtptlTib 

The  wicked  giant,  BaU,  had  obtained 
Supreme  control  from  heaven  down  to  hell ; 

He  all  the  humbler  deities  had  chained ; 
like  rain  his  cruelties  unmeasured  f  elL 

The  highest  gods  in  fear  a  session  called. 
And  argued  vengeful  plans  for  many  an 
hour :  [brawled 

From  far  below  he  up¥rard  looked,  and 
An  arrogant  defiance  to  their  power. 

At  len^h  divinest  Vishnu  forward  stepped. 

While  round  the  senate  mighty  plaudits 

ran,  [wept — 

And  vowed  himself — his  consort  Lakshim 
The  foe  to  disenthrone,  and  ransom  man. 

The  heavenly  synod  praised  him,  though  they 
feared  [harms, 

^s  failure  through  some  one  of  million 
On  earth,  a  puny  man,  he  soon  appeared. 

And,  as  a  beggar,  asked  of  Bali  alms. 

**  What  wouldat  thou  have  ?  "  the  horrid  des- 
pot said,  [glance. 
And  gave  the  shrinking  dwarf  a  scornful 
O  fool  t  premonished  by  no  mystic  dread. 
And  reading  naught  beneath  that  counte- 
nance! 

The  little  timid  mendicant  replies,  [space— 
**Give  me  so  much  of   thy  dominion's 

The  boon  is  small,  but  will  for  me  suffice- 
As  I  can  only  by  three  steppings  pace." 

The  blinded  Bali,  mocking  |^ave  assent,  [eye. 

And  looked  upon  him  with  contemptuous 

Swift  grew  the  dwarf  through  such  immense 

extent,  [the  sky  1 

That  one  step  spanned  the  earth,  one  imore^ 

Then  looking  round,  with  haughty  voice  he 
said,  [tell  1 " 

''The  third  where  shall  I  take?    O  Bali, 
At  Vishnu's  feet  the  tyrant  placed  his  head, 
And  instantaneously  was  thrust  to  helL 
OrimUal^  tr.  ly  W.  B,  Alger. 

140.  APPEABAHOSB,  Deluding. 

The  world  is  still  deceived  with  ornament. 
In  law,  what  plea  so  tainted  and  corrupt. 
But,  being  season'd  with  a  gracious  voice, 
Obscures  the  show  of  evU  ?    In  religion. 
What  damned  error,  but  some  sober  brow 
Will  bless  it,  and  approve  it  with  a  text, 
Hiding  the  grossness  with  fair  ornament  ? 
There  is  no  vice  so  simple  but  assumes 
Some  marks  of  virtue  on  its  outward  parts. 
How  many  cowards,  whose  hearts  are  all  as 

false 
As  stairs  of  sand,  wear  yet  upon  their  china 
The  beard  of  Hercules  and  frowning  Mars, 
Who,  inward  searched,  have  livers  white  as 

milk! 
And  these  assume  bdt  valor's  excrement, 
To  render  them  redoubted.     Look  on  beauty. 
And  you  shall  see  'tis   purchased  by  the 

weight: 
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Which  therein  works  a  mirade  in  nature, 
Makings  them  lightest  that  wear  most  of  it : 
80  are  those  crisped^  snaky,  golden  locks. 
Which  make  such  wanton  gambols  with  the 
Upon  supposed  fairness,  often  known  [wind. 
To  be  the  dowry  of  a  second  head ; 
The  skull  that  bred  them  in  the  sepulchre. 
Thus  ornament  is  but  the  gilded  shore 
To  a  most  'dangerous  sea;   the  beauteous 

scarf 
Veiling  an  Indian  beauty ;  in  a  word,       [on 
That  seeming  truth  which  cunning  times  put 
To  entrap  the  wisest  Shakespeare. 

141.  AFFEASAHOES,  Falia. 

Lil^  a  yessel  at  sea,  amid  sunshine  and  song, 
Gayly  we  glide,  in  the  gaze  of  the  world. 
With  streamers  afloat,  and  with  canvas  un- 
furled; 
All  gladness  and  glory  to  wondering  eyes, 
Tet  chartered  by  sorrow,  and  freighted  with 

sighs ! — 
Fading  and  false  is  the  aspect  it  wears, 
As  the  smiles  we  put  on — just  to  coyer  our 

tears 
And  the  withering  thoughts  which  the  world 

cannot  know. 
Like  heart-broken  exiles,  lie  burning  below ; 
While  the  yessel  driyes  on  to  that  desolate 

shore 
Where  the  dreams  of  our  childhood  are  yan- 
ished  and  o'er  I 

ThotMu  Kibble  Honey. 

143*  AB017XEBT,  GalnmeM  in. 

Be  calm  in  arguing:  for  fierceness  makes 
Error  a  fault,  and  truth  discourtesy. 
Why  should  I  feel  another  man's  mistakes 
More  than  his  sickness  or  poverty  ? 
In  love  I  should :  but  anger  is  not  loye, 
Kor    wisdom    neither;   therefore  gently 
move. 

Calmness  is  neat  advantage :  he  that  lets 
Another  chafe,  may  warm  him  at  his  fire : 
Mark  all  his  wanderings,  and  enjoy  his  frets, 
As  cunning  fencers  suffer  heat  to  tire. 
Truth  dwells  not  in  the  clouds :  the  tower 
that's  there 
Doth  often  aim  at,  never  hit,  the  sphere. 

George  HarberU 

143.  IBaUMEHT,  Vain. 

It  is  in  vain, 
I  see,  to  argue  against  the  grain, 
Or  like  the  stars,  incline  men  to 
What  they're  averse  themselves  to  do ; 
For  when  disputes  are  wearied  out, 
'Tis  interest  still  resolves  the  doubt. 
A  man  convinced  against  his  will 
Is  of  the  same  opimon  still. 

Bemud  Bii^tXer. 

Like  doctors  too,  when  much  dispute  has 

passed 
We  find  our  tenets  just  the  same  at  last. 

AUon/nder  Bfpe. 


144.  ABXOB,  OhriitiaB. 

Christian  to  arms  I  behold  in  sight 
The  treacherous  threatening  sons  of  night; 
To  arms  1  or  thou  art  put  to  fiight ; 
Attest  thy  glorious  chival^. 

Each  moment's  respite  sees  thy  wrong, 
Supinely  thou  hast  dwelt  too  long. 
Thy  foes,  alas  I  they  grow  more  strong. 
Arise!  acquit tiiee valiantly. 

Armor  thou  hast,  oh  I  haste  to  use, 
Ere  thou  the  skill  to  use  it  lose ; 
Powerless  thou  art  if  thou  refuse 
To  arm  thee  with  this  panoply. 

Though  called  to  wrestle  here  below 
Against  a  mighty  three-fold  foe, 
Perpetual  conquests  thou  shalt  know 
Equipp'd  thou  art  invincible. 

Great,  great  shall  thy  rejoicing  be, 
Ceaseless  thy  boast  of  victory, 
'Till  thou  thy  King  in  glory  see. 

Through  whom  thou  art  omnipotent. 

Plho^  Palmer. 

149.  ASHOB,  Pjing  in. 

Oh,  is  it  not  a  noble  thing  to  die 
As  dies  the  Christian,  with  his  armor  on ! — 
What  is  the  hero's  darion,  though  its  blast 
Ring  with  the  mastery  of  a  world,  to  this  ?- 
What  are  the  searching  victories  of  mind — 
The  lore  of  vanisb'd  ages  ?--What  are  all 
The  trumpctings  of  proud  humanity. 
To  the  short  hutorv  of  him  who  made 
His  sepulchre  beside  the  King  of  kingsf 

N.  P.  WiUis. 
146.  ABUOB,  KhdfteriAL 

When  first  my  soul  enlisted. 

My  Saviour's  foes  to  fight, 
Mistaken  friends  insisted 

I  was  not  armed  aright ; 
So  Saul  advisM  David 

He  certainly  would  fail, 
Kor  could  his  life  be  savM 

Witliout  a  coat  of  mail. 

But  David,  though  he  yielded 

To  put  the  armor  on, 
Soon  found  he  could  not  wield  it. 

And  ventured  forth  with  none. 
With  only  sling  and  pebble 

He  fought  the  fight  of  faith : 
The  weapons  seemed  but  feeble, 

Tet  proved  Goliath's  death. 

Had  I  by  him  been  guided. 

And  quickly  thrown  away 
The  armor  men  provided, 

I  might  have  gained  the  day ; 
But  armed  as  they  advised  me. 

My  expectations  failed ; 
My  enemy  surprised  me. 

And  had  almost  prevailed. 

burnished  with  books  and  notions. 
And  arguments  and  pride, 

I  practised  all  my  motions. 
And  Satan's  power  defied :- 


ABCsxrsioxr. 
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But  soon  perodred  with  trouble 
niat  these  would  do  no  good ;— - 

iron  to  hun  is  stnbble. 
And  brass  like  rotten  wood. 

I  triumphed  at  a  distance, ' 

While  he  was  out  of  sight ; 
But  faint  was  my  resistance; 

When  forced  to  join  in  fight ; — 
He  broke  my  sword  in  shiyen, 

And  pierced  my  boasted  shield ; 
Laughed  at  my  vain  endeavors, 

And  drove  me  from  the  fieldL 

Satan  will  not  be  bravdd 

By  such  a  worm  as  I ; 
Then  let  me  learn  with  David 

To  trust  in  the  Most  High ; 
To  plead  the  name  of  Jesus, 

And  use  the  sling  of  prayer: 
Thus  armed,  when  Satan  sees  us, 

He'll  tremble  and  despair. 

John  Ifewton, 

147.  ABT,  ImpniilQa  o£ 

Art  may  tell  a  truth 
Obliquely,   do  the    thing   shall  breed  the 

thought,  [ate  word. 

Kor  wrong  the  thought,  missing  the  medi- 
So  may  you  paint  your  picture,  twice  show 

truth. 
Beyond  mere  imagery  on  the  wall, —  [mind, 
So,  note  by  note,  bring  music  from  your 
Deeper  than  ever  the  Andante  dived, — 
So  write  a  book  shall  mean,  beyond  the  facts. 
Suffice  the  eye  and  save  the  soul  beside. 

148.  ABT,  YotaiiM  oft 

What  is  thy  worship  but  a  vain  pretence, 
Spirit  of  beauty,  and  a  servile  trade, 
A  poor  and  an  unworthy  traffic  made 
With  most  sacred  ^ifts  of  soul  and  sense ; 
If  they  who  tend  thine  altars,  gathering  thence 
No  strength,  no  purity,  may  still  remain 
Selfish  and  dark,  and  from  life's  sordid  stain 
Find  in  their  ministrations  no'  defence  ? 
— Thus  many  times  I  ask,  when  aught  of  mean 
Or  sensual  has  been  brought  unto  mine  ear,' 
Of  them  whose  calling  h^h  is  to  insphere 
eternal  beauty  in  forms  of  human  art— [been 
Vexed  that  my  soul  should  ever  moved  have 
By  that  which  has  such  feigning  at  the  heart 

Richard  Chenavix  Trends 

140«  ABXIFIGE,  Shallow. 

Shallow  artifice  begets  suspicion. 
And  like  a  cobweb  veil  but  thinly  shades 
The  face  of  thy  design :  alone  disguising 
What  should  have  ne'er  been  seen ;  in^pmect 

mischief ! 
Thou  like  the  adder,  venomous  aiid  deaf. 
Hast  stung  the  traveller,  and,  after,  hear'st 
Not  his  pursiung  voice;    e'en  when  thou 

think'st 
To  hide,  the  rustling  leaves  and  bended  grass 
Confess  and  point  the  path  which  thou  nas't 

crept. 


O  &te  of  fools  I  officious  in  contriving ; 
In  executing,  puzded,  lame,  and  lost. 

Wm,  Congreve, 

IMb  AflOBHBIOH,  Ohrlst*ii 

It  was  a  golden  eventide.    The  sun 
Was  sinking  through  the  roseate  clouds  to  rest 
Beneath  the  Westcfm  waves.    But  purer  light 
And  vestments  woven  of  more  glorious  hues, 
Albeit  invisible  to  mortal  eyes,  [of  God, 

Gladden'd  the  heavens.    For  there  the  hosts 
Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand,  tier  on  tier, 
Marshalled  by  (Gabriel,  fiU'd  the  firmament ; 
The  lowest*  ranks,  horses  and  cars  of  fire. 
Circling  Mount  Olivet ;  and  next  to  these 
A  body-guard  of  flaming  seraphim, 
And  hierarchal  thrones ;  and  after  them 
Celestial  armies  without  number  stretched 
In  infinite  ascent  aloft,  their  swords    [scared. 
Sheathed  by  their  side  (for,  like  an  eagle 
No  foe  on  that  great  triumph  moved  the  wins, 
Open'd  his  mouth,  or  peep'd),  and  in  their 

hand 
The  palm  of  victory  and  the  harp  of  praise : 
While  through  their  thnmging  miAtitudes 

there  oped 
A  path  of  crystal  glory,  all  perfumed 
With  love  and  breezy  raptures,  such  as  heaven 
Had  never  known.    But  every  eye  was  bent 
Upon  the  Saviour,  as  He  stood  amongst 
The  apostolic  sroup,  and  lifted  up        [rose^ 
His  hands  and  bless'd  them,  and  in  blessing 
No  wind,  no  car,  no  cherubim  of  fire 
Ministrant,  in  His  Father's  might  self-moved, 
Into  the  glowing  sky ;  until  a  doud 
Far  fioating  in  ue  zenith,  which  had  drunk 
Of  the  last  sunbeams,  wn^t  His  radiant  form, 
And  instantly  became  like  light  itself, 
Then  melted  into  viewless  air.    But  we, 
Closing  around  His  path,  with  shouts  of  joy 
Rose  with    Him  through  the   subjugated 

heavens. 
The  desolate  domains  of  Lucifer, 
And  through  the  starry  firmament,  whose  orbs, 
Vibrating  with  the  impulse  of  our  march, 
Besounded  Hallelujahs  and  flashed  fires 
Of  welcome — a  procession  such  as  earth 
Saw  never,  nor  had  heaven  beheld  till  now — 
Observing  each  his  place,  yet  each  one  near 
The  Prince  of  glory,  who  was  near  to  each. 
His  Omnipresent  Eye  on  every  face 
Shedding  His  rapture ;  ever  soaring  higher, 
And  singing  as  we  soar'd,  until  we  reach'd 
The  confines  of  the  third  celestial  sphere. 
Shut  in  by  gates  of  pearl,  transcending  these 
Of  Paradise,  as  these  surpass  the  porch 
Of  the  first  Eden.    There  aloof,  around. 
Thronging  the  arch  on  this  side  and  on  that. 
Was  Michael  with  a  host  equal  to  ours. 
Sent  from  the  heavenly  Zion.    Onward  still 
We  swept  like  clouds  over  an  azure  sky. 
And  to  the  sound  of  martial  trumpets  sang 
Exultinsly,  '  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  gates  I 
Be  ye  lift  up,  ye  everlasting  doors  I 
Up,  and  the  King  of  glory  shall  come  in.* 
Immediate,  like  an  emo  &om  those  ranks 
Guarding  the  heavenly  dtadel*  the  voice 
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Of  myriAcLB  perfectly  attuned  as  one, 
Came  back  tne  peal  of  joyful  challenge, '  Who, 
Who  iB  the  King  of  glory  ? ' — and  from  ours 
The  jubilant  response,  '  The  Lord  of  hosts. 
Mighty  in  battle  against  the  powers  of  hell, 
Jehovah,  King  of  glory  I   Lift  your  heads ! 
Be  ye  lift  up,  ye  everlasting  doors  1 
Up,  and  the  King  of  glory  shall  come  in.' 
'  Who  is  the  King  of  glory  ? '  yet  again 
Pealed  from  those  opening  gates.     *  The  Lord 

of  hosts ; 
He  is  the  King  of  glory,*  broke  once  more 
In  waves  of  thuncfer  on  those  jasper  walls. 
Which  never  shook  till  now.    And,  host  with 

host  [swept, 

Commingling,  through  the   portals  on  we 
And  through  the  dty  of  the  King  of  kings. 
The  streets  of  golden  crystal  tremulous 
Beneath  the  nimble  tread  of  seraphim, 
And  eager  principalities  and  powers. 
And  cohorts  without  number,  till  we  came 
Into  the  heavenly  temple  (space  enough 
Beneath  its  comprehensive  dome  for  all 
God's  ministries  and  more  than  all  twice  told 
In  order  ranged) :  and  then  the  Great  High 

Priest 
Alone  advancing  with  His  precious  blood 
Touch'd,  as  it  seem'd,  the  spoiless  mercy-seat ; 
And  lo,  the  Everlasting  Father  rose, 
Diffusing  beams  of  joy  ineffable. 
Which  centred  on  His  Son,  His  only  Son, 
And  rising  to  His  bosom  folded  Him 
(If  acts  of  Him  the  Increate  can  thus 
Be  duly  in  our  language  shadowed  forth) 
And  set  Him  at  His  own  right  band:  while 

clouds. 
Breathing  Divine  ambrosial  fragrance,  flU'd 
The  temple,  and  awoke  in  every  heart 
Bliss  inconceivable  of  silent  praise. 

K  K  BicherHeth. 
151.  ASOEHSIOV,  Hymn  oL 

*' Bright  portals  of  the  sky, 
Embossed  with  sparlding  stara ; 
Doors  of  eternity. 
With  diamantine  bars. 
Tour  arras  rich  uphold ; 
Loose  all  your  bolts  and  springs, 
Ope  wide  your  leaves  of  gold ; 
That  in  vour  roofs  may  come  the  King  of 
kings. 

The  choirs  of  happy  souls. 
Waked  with  that  music  sweet, 
Whose  descant  care  controls, 
Hieir  Lord  in  triumph  meet ; 
The  spotless  spirits  of  light 
His  trophies  do  extol. 
And,  arched  in  squadrons  bright, 
Greet  their  great  Victor  in  his  capitoL 

O  glory  of  the  Heaven  I 

O  S9le  delight  of  Earth  1 

To  thee  all  power  be  given, 

God's  uncreated  birth ; 

Of  mankind  lover  true, 

Endurer  of  his  wrong. 

Who  dost  the  world  renew.  I 


I  Still  be  thou  our  salvation  and  onr  song.** 
From  top  of  Olivet  such  notes  did  rise. 
When  man's  Redeemer  did   transcend  the 
skies.  William  DrummaruL 

16d.  AfiOEISZOI,  Baiolts  of  tbAi 

And  did  he  rise! 
Hear,  O  ye  nations  1  Hear  it,  O  ye  dead  I 
He  rose  1  He  rose  I  He  burst  the  bars  of  death. 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everlasting  gates. 
And  give  the  King  of  glory  to  come  in ! 
Who  IS  the  King  of  fflory  ?   He  who  left 
His  throne  of  glory  tot  the  pang  of  death  I 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everlasting  g^tes. 
And  ^ve  the  Ejng  of  glory  to  come  in  1 
Who  IS  the  King  of  glory !     He  who  slew 
The  rav'nous  foe  that  gorg'd  all  human  raoe  I 
The  King  of  glory,  He,  whose  glory  fill'd 
Heaven  with  amazement  at  his  Jx>ve  to  man ; 
And  with  divine  complacency  beheld 
Powers  most  illumined  wilder'd  in  the  theme. 
The  theme,  the  joy,  how  then  diall  man 

sustain ! 
O,  the  burst  gates  I  cnish'd  sting  1  demol- 
ished throne  1 
Last  gasp  of  vanquished  death.     Shout,  eartli 

and  heaven. 
This  sum  of  good  to  man ;  whose  nature  then 
Took  wing,  and  mounted  with  him  from  the 

tomb  I 
Then,  then,  I  rose !  Then  first  humanity 
Triumphant  passed  the  crystal  ports  of  light, 
(Stupendous    guest  I)    and    seized    eternal 

youth —  [mou8 

Seized  in  our  name.    E'er  since,  'tis  blasphe- 
To  call  man  mortaL    Man's  mortality 
Was  then  transferred  to  death ;  and  heaven's 

duration 
XJnalienably  seal'd  to  this  frail  frame. 
This  child  of  dust    Man,  all-immortal,  hail ! 
Hail,  Heaven  I  all  lavish  of  strange  gifts  to 

man: 
Thine  all  the  glory  I    man's  the  boundless 

bliss.  Edward  Young. 

163.  ASPHUTIOH,  Aasww  tOb 

Tell  him  that  his  very  longing  is  itself  an 

answering  cry; 
That  HIS  prayer,  "  Come,  gracious  AUah  I  '* 

is  my  answer,  "  Here  am  L" 
Every  inmost  aspiration  is  Ck>d's  angel  nn- 

defiled; 
And  in  every  "  O  my  Father  I "  slumbera 

deep  "Here,  my  child." 

Dichdadeddin, 

IM.  ASPIRAIIOV  ud  AttftiBment 

Yet  cease  I  not  to  struggle,  and  aspire 
Heavenward;  and  chide  the  part  of  me  that 

flags. 
Through  sinful  choice ;  or  dread  necessity 
On  human  nature  from  above  imposed. 
'Tis,  by  comparison,  an  easy  task 
Earth   to    despise;    but   to    converse  with 

heaven, — 
This  is  not  easy : — ^to  relinq^uish  all 
We  have,  or  hope,  of  happmess  and  joy, 
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And  stand  in  freedom  loosened  from  thlB 

world, 
I  deem  not  ardaons ;  but  must  needs  confess 
Hiat  'tis  a  thing  impossible  to  frame 
Conceptions  emial  to  tbe  soul's  desire ; 
And  the  most  difficult  of  tasks  to  keep 
Heights  which  the  soul  is  competent  to  gain. 
Man  is  of  dnst :  ethereal  hopes  are  his, 
Whidi,  when  they  should  sustain  themselyes 

aloft, 
Want  duo  consistence ;  like  a  pillar  of  smoke, 
That  with  majestic  enerey  from  earth 
Rises ;  but,  having  reached  the  thinner  air, 
Melts  and  dissolves,  and  is  no  longer  seen. 

WtUiam  WorcUwortK 

199.  ISPIXATIOIf  Bmmamad, 

The  bird,  let  loose  in  eastern  skies, 

When  hastpning  fondly  home. 
Ne'er  stoops  to  euth  her  wing,  nor  flies 

Where  idle  warblers  roam ; 
But  high  she  shoots  through  air  and  light. 

Above  all  low  delay, 
Where  nothing  earthly  bounds  her  flighti 

Nor  shadow  dims  her  way. 

So  grant  me,  God,  from  every  care 

And  stain  of  passion  free, . 
Aloft,  through  Virtue's  purer  air. 

To  hold  my  course  to  Thee ! 
No  sin  to  cloud,  no  lure  to  stay 

My  Soul,  as  home  she  springs ; — 
Thy  Sunshine  on  her  joyful  way, 

Thy  Freedom  in  her  wingrs  I 

Thomas  Moore, 
l^e.  A8PI&ATI0I,  Higbsr. 

Higher,  yet,  and  higher. 
Ever  nigher,  ever  nigher. 
To  the  glory  we  oonoeive  not,  let  ns  toil  and 
strive  and  strain  I — 
The  agoniadd  yearning 
The  imploring  and  the  burning, 
Qiown  awfuiler,  intenser,  at  each  vista  we 
attain. 
And  clearer,  brighter,  growing. 
Up  the  gulf  of  heaven  wander, 
ffigfaer,  higher  yet  and  higher,  to  the  Mys- 
tery we  ponder  I 

Yea,  higher  yet,  and  higher. 
Ever  nigher,  ever  nigher, 
While  men  grow  small  by  stooping  and  the 
reaper  piles  the  srain, — 
Can  it  then  be  bootless, 
Profitless,  and  fruitless. 
The  weary,  aching,  upward  search  for  what 
we  never  gain  ? 
Ib  there  no  waiting 
Rest  and  golden  weather, 
Where,  passionately  purified,  the  singers  may 
meet  together  t 

Up  t  higher  yet,  and  higher. 
Ever  nlsheTy  ever  nigher, 
Thro'  voids  that  Milton  and  the  rest  beat  still 
with  seraph-wings ; 
Out  thro'  the  great  gate  creeping 
Where  Qod  hath  put  his  sleeping — 


A  dewy  cloud  detaining  not  the  soul  that 
soars  and  sings. 
Up  I  higher  yet,  and  higher, 
Fainting  nor  retreating, 
Beyond  the  sun,  beyond  the  stars,  to  the  far, 
bright  realm  of  meeting ! 

Boibert  Biuihanan. 

157.  ASFDUTIOVi  Sympathy  hu 

Coostless  dkords  of  heavenly  music, 

Struck  ere  earthly  time  began, 
Tilwate  in  immortal  concord 

To  the  answering  soul  of  man. 
Countless  rays  of  heavenly  glory 

Shine  through  spirit  pent  in  day. 
On  the  wise  men  at  their  labors. 

On  the  children  at  their  play. 
Man  has  ffased  on  heavenly  secrets. 

Sunned  himself  in  heavoily  glow, 
Seen  the  glory,  heard  the  music ; 

We  are  wiser  than  we  know. 

Charles  Maekay. 

158   ASn&ATIOV,  Wortli  A 

Beauty  and  Truth,  tho'  never  found,  are  wor- 
thy to  be  sought. 
The  sinffer,  upward-springing, 
Is  granaer  than  his  singing. 
And  tranquil  self-sufficing  joy  illumes  the 
daric  of  thought.  Robert  Buduman. 

V9».  iflSOOUTIOH,  Adjutnaat  o& 

Who,  think'st  thou,  in  tiie  courts  of  Heaven 

reside? 

They,  who  with  malice  bum,  with  envy 

pine,  [wine, 

Ply  tiie  full  feast  and  quaff  the  midnight 

Loose  pleasure's  daughten,  and  the  sons  of 

pride? 
They  who  from  meek  affliction  turn  aside. 
Its  plaints  unheard ;  and  bow  at  Mammon*s 
shrine,  [vine, 

Moloch's  or  Bel's ;  and,  blind  to  truth  di- 
Neglect  Ood's  mercy,  and  His  power  derided 
If  such  Heaven's  inmates,  well  thou  runn'st 
thy  race,  [tell, 

Man  of  the  world  I    But  ah  t  let  conscience 
If  holy  hearts  the  holy  city  £p*ace,  [well. 

What  part  hast  thou  therein ;  and  ponder 
Yea,  ponder  well  betimes  that  other  place. 
And  who  its  tenants,  and  with  whom  they 
dwell.  Bp.  Mant.    . 

IM.  ABSOOUTIOH,  Mnenoo  of. 

A  fragrant  piece  of  earth  salutes 

Each  passenger,  and  perfume  shoots. 

Unlike  the  common  earth  or  sod. 

Around  through  all  the  air  abroad. 

A  pilgrim  near  it  once  did  rest. 

And  took  it  up,  and  thus  addressed : 

*'  Art  thou  a  lump  of  musk  ?  or  art 

A  ball  of  spice  this  smell  t'  impart 

To  all  who  chance  to  travel  by 

The  spot  where  thou,  like  earth,  dost  lie  ?  " 

Humbly  the  clod  replied :  ''  I  must 

Confess  that  I  am  only  dust. 

But  once  a  rose  within  me  grew : 

Its  rooUets  shot»  its  flowerets  blew, 
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And  all  ihe  roee's  sweetiiess  rolled 
Throughout  the  texture  of  my  mould ; 
And  so  it  is  that  I  impart 
Perfume  to  thee,  whoe'er  thou  art  I  ^* 

Oriental,  tr,  by  W.  B,  Alger, 


161.  A8300IATI0V,  LeaioiL  at 

Those  eyening  bells  1  those  evening  bells  I 
How  many  a  tale  their  music  teUa 
Of  youth,  and  home,  and  that  sweet  time 
When  last  I  heard  their  soothing  chime  I 

Those  joyous  hours  hare  passed  away 
And  many  a  heart  that  then  was  say 
Within  the  tomb  now  darkly  dwdls. 
And  hears  no  more  those  evening  bells. 

And  so  ^  wHl  be  when  I  am  gone, — 
That  tuneful  peal  will  still  rinff  on ; 
While  other  bards  shall  walk  Siese  dells 
And  sing  your  praise,  sweet  evening  bells. 

Thomoi  Moore, 

169«  AS800UTI0H,  looaL 

And  who,  that  walks  where  men  of  ancient 
days  [praise, 

Have  wrought  with  godlike  arm  the  deeds  of 
Feels  not  the  spirit  of  the  place  control. 
Or  rouse  and  agitate  his  laboring  soul  ? 
Say,  who,  by  thinking  on  Canadian  hills, 
Or  wild  Aosta  lulled  by  Alpine  rills. 
On  Zutphen's  plain ;  or  on  that  highland  dell, 
Through  which  roiigb  Gany  cleaves  his  way, 

can  tell 
What  high  resolves  rivets  to  the  spot. 
Where  breathed  the  gale  that  caught  Wolfe's 

happiest  sigh. 
And  the  last  8unl:^m  f eU  on  Bayard's  eye ; 
Where  bleeding  Sidney  from  the  cup  retired, 
And  glad  Dundee  in  ^' faint  huzzas  ^'  expired. 

WUUam  Wordetoorth, 

163.  ASSOOUlTIOV,  Tlei  o£ 

Two  faithful  needles,  from  the  informing 

touch 
Of  the  same  parent-«tone,  together  drew 
Its  mystic  virtue,  and  at  first  conspir'd 
With  fatal  impulse  quiveriog  to  the  pole : 
Then,  tho'  disjoined  by  kingdoms,  tho'  the 

main  [stars 

RoU'd  its  broad  surge  betwixt,  and  different 
Beheld  their  wakeful  motions,  yet  preserved 
The  former  friendship,  and  remcmber'd  stiU 
The  alliance  of  their  oirth :  whate'er  the  line 
Which  one  possessed,  nor  pause  nor  quiet 

know 
The  sure  associate,  ere  with  trembling  speed 
He  found  his  path,  and  fix'd  unerring  there. 
Such  is  the  secret  union  where  we  feel 
A  song,  a  flower,  a  name,  at  once  restore 
Those  lon^-connected  scenes  where  first  they 
The  attention.  [mov'd 

Jfarh  Akeneide, 

IM.  ABSOOUTIOHi  Wise. 

As  the  rose  doth  its  fragrance  impart 
To  the  bosket  in  which  it  is  laid, 
Whether  wrought  of  pure  gold  or  of  braid ; 


So,  receiving  wise  men  in  thy  heart, 
Thou  shalt  find,  when  their  persons  depart. 
That  their  wisdom  behind  them  hath  stayed. 
Oriental,  tr.  hy  W.  B.  Alger. 

1M«  IBSU&AVOE;  BkMing  ofi 

Not  from  the  dust  my  sorrows  spring, 
Nor  drop  my  comforts  from  the  lower  skies ; 
Let  all  the  baneful  planets  shed 
Their  mingled  curses  on  my  head, 
How  vain  their  curses,  if  the  eternal  King 
Look  through  the  douds,  and  bless  me  with 
his  eyes  I  lioae  Watts, 

1M«  ASTB0H0K7,  DoToOaniL 

One  sun  by  day,  by  night  ten  thousand  shine, 
And  light  us  dsep  into  the  Deity.  .  .  . 
How  boundless  in  magnificence  and  might ! 
O,  what  a  confluence  of  ethereal  fires, 
From  urns  unnumbered,  down  the  steep  of 

heaven, 
Streams  to  a  point,  and  centres  in  my  sight ! 
Nor  tarries  there.  ...  I  feel  it  at  my  heart, 
My  heart  at  once  it  humbles  and  exalts — 
Lays  it  in  dust,  and  calls  it  to  the  skies. 
Who  sees  it  unexalted  f  or  unawed  ? 
Who  sees  it,  and  can  stop  at  what  is  seen  f 
Material  offirorin^  of  Omnipotence  1 
^animate,  aU  animating  birth  1  [praise  I 

Work  worthy  Him  who  made  itt   worthy 
All  praise!  praise  more  than  human!   nor 

d^ed  [in  sleep. 

Thy  praise  divine  I  But  though  man,  drowned 
Withholds  his  homage,  not  alone  I  wake : 
Bright  l^ons  swarm  unseen,  and  sing  (un* 
By  mortal  ear)  the  glorious  Ardhitect,  [heard 
In  this  his  universaf  temple,  hung 
With  lustres,  with  innumerable  lights. 
That  shed  religion  on  the  soul-  -at  once, 
The  temple,  and  the  preacher !  O,  how  loud 
It  calls  devotion !  genuine  growth  of  night. 

Devotion!  dau^^terof  astronomy! 
An  undevout  astronomer  is  mad. 
True,  all  things  roeak  a  Qod;  but  in  the  smaU, 
Men  trace  out  Him — ^in  great.  He  seizes  man ; 
Seizes,  and  elevates,  and  wraps,  and  fills 
With  new  inquiries,  'mid  associates  new. 

Edteard  Young, 

167.  ATEBISli;  Blight  oC 

They  eat 
Their  daily  bread  and  draw  the  breath  of 

Heaven, 
Without  or  thought  or  thanks.     Heaven's 

roof,  to  them, 
Is  but  a  painted  ceiling  hung  with  lamps. 
No  more,  that  lights  them  to  their  purposes. 
They  wander  loose  about ;  they  nothing  see. 
Themselves  except,  and  creatures  like  them- 
selves. 
Short-lived,  short-sif^hted,  impotent  to  save. 
To  their  dissolute  spirits,  soon  or  late. 
Destruction  cometh,  like  an  armed  man, 
Or  like  a  dream  of  murder  in  the  night, 
Withering  their  mortal  faculties,  and  break- 
The  bones  of  all  their  pride.  (ing. 

Oharle$Lamb, 
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Ko  OodI  no  Qod I  ^  the  simplcflt  flower 
That  on  the  wild  is  found, 
Shrinks  as  it  drinks  its  cup  of  dew. 
And  trembles  at  the  sonnd, 

Ko  Gk>d  astonished  Echo  cries 

From  ont  her  cavem  hoar : 
And  erery  wandering  bird  that  flies 

BqproYes  the  Atheist  lore. 

The  solemn  forest  lifts  his  head. 

The  Almighty  to  proclaim ; 
The  brooklet  on  its  cmtal  um, 

Doth  leap  to  grave  his  name. 

High  swells  the  deep  and  y engefol  sea 

Aloiur  its  billowy  track, 
And  red  Yesayius  opes  his  month 

To  hnrl  the  falsehood  back. 

Lydia  K,  Bigoumey. 

!•••  ATEEISlf,  Deadfttimi  A 

O I  Uvea  there,  heayen  I  beneath  thy  dread 

ezpaose, 
One  hopeless,  dark  idolater  of  Chance, 
Content  to  feed,  with  pleasures  unrefined. 
The  lukewarm  passions  of  a  lowly  mind ; 
Who,  mouldering  earthward,  'reft  of  eyery 
In  joyless  mdon  wedded  to  the  dust,    [trust. 
Could  all  his  nartmg  energy  dismiss. 
And  cflU  this  oarren  world  sufficient  bliss  t — 
There  liye,  alas !  of  heayen-dbrected  mien, 
Of  cultured  soul,  and  sapient  eye  serene, 
Who  hail  thee,  man  1  the  pikpim  of  a  day. 
Spouse  of  tiie  worm,  and  orother  of  the 

day  I 
Frail  as  the  leaf  in  Autumn's  yellow  bower. 
Dust  in  the  wind,  or  dew  upon  the  flower  t 
A  friendless  slaye,  a  child  without  a  sire, 
Whose  mortal  life,  and  mom^itary  Are, 
Id^ts  to  the  sraye  his  chance-created  form. 
As  ocean-wrecSs  illuminate  the  storm ; 
And,  when  the  gun^s  tremendous  flash  is  o'er, 
To  ni^t  and  silence  sink  for  eyer  more  I — 

Are  tJiese  the  pompous  tidings  ye  proclaim. 
Lights  of  the  world,  and  demi-gods  of  fame  ? 
Is  this  your  triumph — ^this  your  proud  ap- 
plause, [cause  t 
Childnm  of  Truth,  and  champions  of  her 
For  this  hath  Science  searched,  on  weary  wing, 
By  shore  and  sea — each  mute  and  living 
thing  ?  [there. 
Oh  I  star-eyed  Sdenoe,  hast  thou  wandered 
To  waft  us  home  the  message  of  despair  ? — 
Then  bind  the  pahn,  thy  sage's  brow  to  suit, 
Of  blasted  leaf,  and  death-custilling  fruit  t 
Ah  me !  the  laurelled  wreath  that  murder 
rears,  [tears. 
Blood-nursed,  and  watered  by  the  widow's 
Seebs  not  so  foul,  so  tainted,  and  so  dread. 
As  waves  the  night-shade  round  the  sceptic's 

head. 
What  is  the  bigot^s  torch,  the  tyrant's  chain  ? 
I  smile  on  death,  if  heavenward  hope  re- 
main I 


But,  if  the  warring  winds  of  Nature's  strife 
Be  all  the  faithleBS  diarter  of  my  life, 
If  Chance  awaked,  inexorable  power  1 
This  frail  and  feverish  being  of  an  hour. 
Doomed  o'er  the  world's  precarious  scene  to 

sweep. 
Swift  as  the  tempest  travels  on  the  deep, 
To  know  Delight  but  by  her  parting  smile. 
And  toil,  and  wish,  and  weep,  a  litUe  while ; 
Then  melt,  ye  elements,  that  formed  in  vain 
This  troubled  nulse,  and  visionary  brain  1 
Fade,  ve  wila   flowers,  memorials  of  my 

doom! 
And  sink,  ye  stars,  that  light  me  to  the  tomb  I 
Truth,  ever  lovely,  since  the  world  began. 
The  foe  of  tyrants,  and  the  friend  of  man, — 
How  can  thy  words  from  balmy  slumber 

start 
Reposing  Tirtue,  pillowed  on  the  heart ! 
Yet,  if  Siy  voice  the  note  of  thunder  rolled. 
And  that  were  true  which  Nature  never  told. 
Let  Wisdom  smile  not  on  her  conquered  field : 
No  rapture  dawns,  no  treasure  is  revealed ! 
Oh !  let  her  read,  nor  loudly,  nor  elate, 
The  doom  that  bars  us  from  a  better  fate  I 
But,  sad  as  anoels  for  the  good  man's  sin, 
Weep  to  reoorc^  and  blush  to  give  it  in  I 

Thii>nuH  CcmpbdL 

The  owlet  AtheLsm, 
Sailing  on  obscene  wings  across  the  moon. 
Drops  his  blue-fringed  lids  and  shuts  them 

dose, 
And,  hooting  at  the  glorious  sun  in  Heaven, 
Cries  out,  ••  Where  is  it  t " 

8.  T.  Col&ridffe. 

171.  AXH£1ST|  Oftstiflii  to  ths. 

Atheist,  forbear ;  no  more  blaspheme : 
God  has  a  thousand  terrors  in  his  name, 
A  thousand  armies  at  command. 
Waiting  the  signal  of  his  hand,  [flame. 

And  magaadnes  of  frost,  and  magazines  of 
Dress  thee  in  steel  to  meet  his  wrath ; 
His  sharp  artillery  from  the  north 
Shall  pierce  thee  to  the  soul,  and  shake  thy 
mortal  frame.  Itaae  WdtU. 

179.  ATHEIST,  Labor  of  tfao. 

The  unbdiever 
Dcspisui^  reason,  revelation,  Qod,      [rushed 
And  kicking  'gainst  the  pricks  of  consdence, 
Deliriously  upon  the  bossy  shield 
Of  the  Omnipotent ;  and  in  his  heart 
Purposed  to  adfy  the  idol  Chance,    [nought  I 
Ana   labored  hard— oh,   labor  worse  than 
And  toiled  with  dark  and  crooked  reasoning, 
To  make  the  fair  and  lovdy  Earth,  which 

dwelt 
In  eight  of  Heaven,  a  cold  and  fatherless, 
Fors^en  thing,  that  wandered  on,  f  orl6in, 
Undestined,  uncompassioned,  unupheld; 
A  vapor  eddying  in  the  whirl  of  chance, 
And  soon  to  vanish  everlastingly. 
He  travailed  sordv,  and  made  many  a  tack, 
His    sails    oft    shifting,    to    toive — dread 

thought: 
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Arriye  at  utter  nothingness ;  and  have 
Bein^  no  more — no  feeling,  memory, 
No  Imgering  consdousnees  that  ere  he  was. 
Guilt's  midnight  wish  I  last,  most  abhorred 

thought. 
Most  desperate  effort  of  extremest  sin .' 
Others,  preoccupied,  ne'er  saw  true  hope ; 
He,  seeing,  aimed  to  stab  her  to  the  heait, 
And  with  infernal  chemistiy  to  wring 
The  last  sweet  drop  from  sorrow's  cup  of  gall ; 
To  a  uench  the  only  ray  that  cheered  the  earth. 
And  leaye  mankind  in  nisht  which  had  no  star. 
Others  the  streams  of  pleasure  troubled ;  he 
Toiled  much  to  dry  her  very  fountain  head. 
Unpardonable  man  I  sold  under  sin  1 
He  was  the  Devil's  pioneer,  who  cut 
The  fences  down  of  yirtue,  sapped  her  walls, 
And  opened  a  smooth  and  easy  way  to  death. 
Traitor  to  all  existence  I  to  all  life  I 
Soul-suicide !  determined  foe  of  bcdng  I 
Intended  murderer  of  God,  Most  High  I 
Strange  road,  most  strange !  to  seek  for  hap- 
piness I 
Hell's  mad-houses  are  full  of  such ;  too  fierce, 
Too  furiously  insane,  and  desperate. 
To  rage  unbound  'mong  eyil  spirits  damned  | 

Sob&rtJPbUoh 

173«  ATOSEKEVT,  OoniUflDM  in  tta. 

My  dear  Redeemer  and  my  €k)d, 
I  stake  my  soul  on  Thy  Free  Grace : 

Take  back  my  interest  in  Thy  Blood, 
Unless  it  streamed  for  M  the  race. 

I  stake  my  soul  on  this  alone, 

Thy  Blood  did  onob  for  all  atonb. 

Charles  Wesley, 

174U  ATOHEMEHTi  Oonipl«ttiiMS  of  the. 

Lord,  I  bdieye  Thy  precious  blood. 
Which  at  the  mercy-seat  of  God 
Forever  doth  for  sinners  plead, 
For  me-— e'en  for  my  soul — ^was  shed* 

Lord,  I  belieye  were  sinnen  more 
Than  sands  upon  the  ocean  shore, 
.    Thou  hast  for  all  a  ransom  paid. 
For  all  a  full  atonement  made. 

John  Wesley, 

175.  ITOHEHEHT,  Bemaad  for. 

With  blood— but  not  his  own — ^the  awful  sign 

At  once  of  sin's  desert  and  guilt's  remission. 
The  Jew  besought  the  clemency  divine, 

The  hope  of  mercy  blending  with  contrition. 
Sin  must  have  death !    Its  holy  requisition 

The  law  may  not  relax.     The  opening  tomb 
Expects  its  prey ;   mere  respite,  life's  condi- 
tion ; 

Nor  can  the  body  shun  its  penal  doom. 
Yet,  there  is  mercy;  wherefore  else  delay 

To  punish  ?    Why  the  victim  and  the  rite  9 
But  can  the  type  and  symbol  take  away 

The  guilt,  and  for  a  broken  law  requite  9 
The  cross  unfolds  the  mystery, — Jesus  died: 
The  sinner  lives :  the  Law  is  satisfied. 


With  blood— but  not  his  own— the  Jew  drew 
near  [prayer. 

The  mercy-seat,  and  heaven  received  his 
Tet  still  his  hope  was  dimmed  with  doubt 
and  fear :  [might  dare 

''If  thou  shouldst  marktransn'ession  who 
To  stand  before  thee  ? "    J&sxcj  loves  to  sjMae 
And  {Murdon :  but  stem  Justice  has  a  voic^ 
And  cries — Our  God  is  holy,  nor  can  bear 
Undeanness  in  the  people  of  his  choice. 
But  now  One  OfEering  ne'er  to  be  renewed. 
Hath  made  our  peace  forever.    This  now 
gives 
Free  access  to  the  Throne  of  Heavenly  Grace, — 

No  more  base  fear  and  dark  disquietude. 
He  who  was  slain — ^the  Accepted  Victim ! — 

lives. 
And  intercedes  before  the  Father^s  face. 

Josiah  Ccnder. 

176»  ATOHEXEHTi  Kami  of  the. 
What  laws,  my  blessed  Saviour,  hast  thou 

broken. 
That  so  severe  a  sentence  should  be  spoken  ? 
How  hast  Thou  'gainst  Thy  Father's  will 
In  what  oiSended  ?  [contended. 

With  scourges,    blows,  and  spitting,    fhey 

revil^  Thee : 
They  crowned  Thy  brow  with  thorns,  while 

King  they  styled  Thee  ; 
When,  faint  with  pains,  Thy  tortured  body 
Then  gall  they  offered.      [suffered. 

Say  I    wherefore  tiius  by  woes  wast  Thou 

surrounded?  [wounded: 

Ah  I  Lord,  for  my  transgressions  Thou  wast 

God  took  the  guilt  from  me,  who  should  have 

On  Tliee  He  laid  it  [paid  it; 

How  strange  and  marveUous  was  this  cor* 

lection  t  [tection ; 

Falls  the  good  Shepherd  in  His  sheep's  pro- 

The  servants'  debt  behold  the  Master  paying. 

For  them  obeying. 

The  righteous  dies,  who  walked  with  God 

true-hearted : 
The  sinner  lives,  who  has  from  €k)d  departed ; 
By  man   came  death,  yet   man  its  fetters 
God  it  o'ertaketh.  [breaketh ; 

Shame  and  iniquity  had  whelmed  me  over : 
From  head  to  foot  no  good  couldst  Thou  dis- 
cover; 
For  this  in  hell  should  I,  with  deep  lamenting. 
Be  aye  repenting. 

But  oh  I  the  depth  of  love  beyond'comparing. 
That  brought  Thee  down  £rom  heaven,  our 

burden  bearing  I 
I  taste  all  peace  and  joy  that  life  can  offer, 
Whilst  Thou  niust  suffer ! 

Eternal  King  I  in  power  and  love  excelling, 
Fain  would  my  heart  and  mouth  Thy  pndse 
be  telling ;  [nigh  lliee, 

But  how  can  man's  weak  powers  at  all  come. 
How  magnify  Thee  ? 
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Soch  wondrous  love  would  baffle  my  endoavor 
To  find  its  equal,  should  I  strive  forever : 
How  should  my  works,  could  I  in  all  obey 
Ever  repay  Thee  I  [Thee, 

Yet  this  shall  please  Thee,  if  devoutly  trymg 
To  keep  Thy  laws,  mine  own  wrong  wiu 

denymg, 
I  watch  my  heart,  lest  sin  again  ensnare  it 
And  from  Thee  te^  it 

Johann  Heermann,  tr.  hy  F.  JB,  Cox, 

1T7.  ATOIEKEIT,  SalntitvtioB  «f  ihft. 

Look  humbly  upward,  see  His  will  disclose 
Tlie  forfeit  ftrst,  and  then  the  fine  impose ; 
A  mulct  thy  poverty  could  never  pay, 
Had  not  eternal  wisdom  found  the  way 
And  with  celestial  wealth  supplied  Ihy  store ; 
His  justice  makes  the  fine,  His  mercy  quits 

the  score. 
See  God  descending  in  the  human  frame. 
The  offended  suffermg  in  the  offender's  name : 
All  thy  misdeeds  to  Him  imputed  see. 
And  all  His  righteousness  devolved  on  thee. 

John  Dry  den, 

178.  ATTAmEn;  Failan  oL 

If  this  mute  earth 
Of  what  it  holds  could  speak,  and  every 

grave 
Were  as  a  volume,  shut,  yet  capable 
Of  yieldinff  its  contents  to  eye  and  ear, 
We  should  recoil,  stridcen  with  sorrow  and 

shame. 
To  see  disclosed,  by  such  dread  proof,  how  ill 
That  which  is  done  accords  with  what  is 

known 
To  reason,  and  by  conscience  is  enjoined; 
How   idly,    how    perversely,   life's    whole 

course. 
To  this  conclusion,  deviates  from  the  line. 
Or  of  the  end  stops  short,  proposed  to  all 
At  her  aspiring  outset 

WiUu»m  Wordsworth. 

\79.  ATTAIHlCSITi  Mookary  o£ 

•'  There  are  hopes 

Promising   well;    and  love-touch'd  dreams 
for  some ;  [schemes 

And  passions,  many  a  wild  one;   and  fair 
For  gold  and  pleasure — ^yet  will  only  this 
Balk  not  the  soul — Ambition  only  gives. 
Even  of  bitterness,  a  beaker /k22  7 
Friendship  is  but  a  slow-awaking  dream, 
IVoubled  at  best — ^Love  is  a  lamp  unseen. 
Burning  to  waste,  or,  if  its  li^ht  is  found, 
Kuised  for  an  idle  hour,  then  idlv  broken — 
Gain  is  a  grovelling  care,  and  Folly  tires, 
And  Quiet  is  a  hunger  never  fed — 
And  £rom  Love's  very  bosom,  and  from  Gain, 
Or  folly,  or  a  Friend,  or  from  Repose, — 
From  idl  but  keen  Ambition — will  the  soul 
Snatch  the  first  moment  of  f orgetfulness 
To  wander  like  a  restless  child  away. 
Oh,  if  thoPB  were  not  better  hopes  than  these — 
Were  there  no  palm  beyond  a  feverish  fame — 
If  the  proud  wealth  flung  back  upon  the 


Must  canker  in  its  coffer— if  the  links 
Falsehood  hath  broken  wUl  unite  no  more — 
If  the   deeD-yeaming  ,love,  that  hath  not 

founa 
Its  like  in  the  cold  world,  must  waste  in  tears — 
If  truth,  and  fervor,  must  return 
And  die  of  their  own  fulness — if  beyond 
The  grave  there  is  no  heaven  in  whose  wide 

air 
The  spirit  may  find  room,  and  in  the  love 
Of  whose  bright  habitants  the  lavish  heart 
May  spend  itMlf — whtU  thrie&moekedfooU  art 

w/  jy.  P.  wiau, 

!§••  ATT1U0TI0V8,  EarfUy. 

Farewell,  ye  gilded  follies,  pleasing  troubles ; 

Farewell,  ye  honored  rags,  ye  glorious  bub- 
bles; 

Fame's  but  a  hollow  echo ;  gold,  pure  clay ; 

Honor,  the  darling  but  of  one  short  day ; 

Beauty,  the  idol,  but  a  damasked  skin ; 

State,  but  a  golden  prison  to  live  in, 

And  torture  free-bom  .minds ;  embroidered 
trains. 

Merely  but  pageants  for  proud-swelling  veins ; 

And  blood  applied  to  greatness,  is  alone 

Inherited,  not  purdiased,  nor  our  own : 

Fame,  honor,  beauty,  state,  train,  blood,  and 
bulh 

Are  but  the  fading  blossoms  of  the  earth. 

J^ofiOf  QiM,rU%* 

181.  ATTBAOTIDV,  Imrwd. 

Chains  of  my  heart,  avaunt,  I  say ; 

I  will  arise,  and  in  the  strength  of  love 
Pursue  the  bright  track,  ere  it  fade  away. 

My  Saviour's  pathway  to  His  home  above. 

Sure,  when  I  reach  the  point  where  earth 
Melts  into  nothing  from  HtH  uncumbered 
sight,  [birth, 

Heaven  will  overcome  th'  attraction  of  my 
And  I  shall  sink  in  yonder  sea  of  light 

John  KebU, 

189.  AT7TE0B,  Fame  of  the. 

He  hath  built  up,  glorious  architect,  a  monu- 
ment more  durable  than  brass ; 

His  children's  children  shall  talk,  of  him  in 
love,  and  teach  their  sons  his  honor ; 

His  dignity  hath  set  him  among  princes ;  the 
universe  is  debtor  to  his  worth ; 

His  privilege  is  blessing  forever,  his  happi- 
ness shineth  now. 

For  he  standeth  of  that  grand  Election,  each 
man  one  among  a  thousand. 

Whose  sound  is  gone  out  unto  all  the  lands, 
and  their  words  to  the  end  of  the  world. 

Jf.  F,  Tapper, 

1§3.  AUTH0B8EIP,  B«a«fit  o£ 

It  addeth  immortality  to  dying  facts,  that 

are  ready  to  vanish  away. 
Embalming  as  in  amber  the  poor  insects  of 

an  hour ; 
Shedding  upon  stocks  and  stones  the  lender 

light  of  interest, 
And  illuming  dark  places  of  the  e%rth  with 

radiance  of  classic  lustre. 
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It  hath  power  to  make  past  things  present,  and 
availeth  for  the  present  in  the  future, 

Deliyering  thoughts,  and  words,  and  deeds, 
from  the  outer  darkness  of  oblivion. 

M.  F.  Tapper. 

194.  AUTHDBITTi  A  Idttlo  Brie£ 

Isahel,  Oh !  it  is  excellent 

To  have  a  pantos  strength ;  but  it  is  tyrannous 
To  use  it  like  a  giant 
Covld  great  men  thunder 
As  Jove  himself  does,  Jove  would  ne'er  be 
For  every  pelting,  petty  officer  [quiet ; 

Wotdd  use  his  heaven  for  thunder, — 
Nothing  but  thunder.    Merciful  heaven ! 
Thou  rather,  with  thy  sharp  and  sulphurous 

bolt, 
Split'st  the  unwedgeable  and  gnarlM  oak, 
Than  the  soft  myrtle :  but  man,  proud  man  I 
Drest  in  a  little  brief  authority, — 
Most  ignorant  of  what  he's  most  assured, 
His  glassy  essence, — ^like  an  angry  ape, 
Plays  sudbi  fantastic  tricks  before  high  heaven. 
As  make  the  angels  weep;  who,  with  our 

spleens, 
Would  all  themselves  laugh  mortal. 

Shakespeare, 

185.  AUTHOEITT,  Intozioatloxi  A 

Authority  intoxicates. 
And  makes  mere  sots  of  magistrates ; 
The  fumes  of  it  invade  the  brain. 
And  make  men  giddy,  proud,  and  vain; 
&y  this  the  fool  commands  the  wise. 
The  noble  with  the  base  complies, 
The  sot  assumes  the  rule  of  wit, 
And  cowards  make  the  base  submit. 

Samud  Butler. 

IM.  ATTTUlOr,  Beauty  oil 

Mild  as  the  glances  of  angel  eyes. 

Soft  as  the  kisses  of  first-bom  love,    [skies 
Down  through  the  blaze  of  these  Autumn 

Comes  the  glad  sunshine  from  realms  above. 

Beautiful  pictures  it  sketcheth  now, 
Touched  with  the  glowing  hues  of  old. 

Painting  the  valley  and  mountain's  brow 
Over  with  purple  and  red  and  gold. 

Whispers  of  beauty  the  spirit  fills, 
Tales  of  a  land  that  f adeth  never, 

Sunshine  that  gildeth  the  beautiful  hills, 
Just  over  the  banks  of  a  crystal  river. 

Beautiful  rest  for  the  weary  soul. 
Earth  had  no  beauty  akin  to  this ; 

Anthems  of  gladness  forever  roll 
.Over  those  halcyon  days  of  bliss. 

Down  the  steeps  of  life's  western  hill. 
Beautiful  sunshine  of  hope  and  lights 

Every  shadow  and  hope  dispel, 
lift  my  spirit  from  realms  of  night. 

Soft  as  the  beam  of  Autumn  sun, 

Sweet  as  the  death  of  the  summer  flowers, 
Gather  thy  jewels  one  by  one, 

T^e  my  soul  to  those  faddess  bowers. 


I§7.  AUTUlOr,  LeeMn  o£ 

The  Autumn  is  old ; 

The  sere  leaves  are  flying; 
He  hath  gathered  up  gold, 

And  now  he  is  dying : 

Old  age,  begin  sighmg  t 

The  vintage  is  ripe ; 
The  harvest  is  heaping ; 

But  some  that  have  sowed 
Have  no  riches  for  reaping : — 
Poor  wretch,  fall  a-weeping  I 

The  year 's  in  the  wane ; 

There  is  nothing  adorning ; 
The  night  has  no  eve. 

And  the  day  has  no  morning ; 

Cold  winter  gives  warning. 

The  rivers  run  chill : 

The  red  sun  is  sinking ; 
And  I  am  growing  old, 

And  life  is  fast  shrinking; 

Here's  enough  for  sad  thinking  I 

Thomas  Hood. 

1§§.  AYABIOB  of  the  Aged. 
Of  age's  avarice  I  cannot  see  [be ; 

What  color,  ground,  or  reason  there  should 
Is  it  not  folly,  when  the  way  we  ride 
Is  short,  for  a  long  voyage  to  provide  ? 
To  avarice  some  title  youth  may  own, 
To  reap  in  autumn,  what  a  spring  had  sown ; 
And  with  the  providence  of  bees  or  ants. 
Prevent  with  summer's  plenty  winter's  wants. 
But  age  scarce  sows,  till  death  stands  by  to 

reap. 
And  to  a  stranger's  hand  transfers  the  heap ; 
Afraid  to  be  so  once,  she's  always  poor. 
And  to  avoid  a  mischief,  makes  it  sure,^ 
Such  madness,  as  for  fear  of  death  to  die, 
As  to  be  poor  for  fear  of  poverty. 

Sir  John  Denham. 

1§9.  AVABIOE,  IHsappointed. 
*  *  I  give  and  I  devise  "  (Old  Euclio  said,      . 
And  sigh'd)  **my  lands  and  tenements  to 

Ned."  [aUI 

Your  money  sir?— "My  money,  sir,  what. 
Why,  if  I  must"  (then  wept),   **I  ^ve  it 

Paul."  fcricd. 

The  manor,  sir? — "The  manor  1  hold,"  he 
**Not  that — ^I  cannot  part  with  that,"  and 

died.  Alexander  Bi^pe. 

i90«  ATABIOE,  LuatUble. 

Canst  thou  tell  me  what  is  insatiable  ? 

The  greedy  eye  of  avarice  I 
Were  all  the  universe  a  loaded  table. 

It  never,  never  could  fill  this  I 

OrientaL 

IM.  AYABIOB,  ILmej  til 
And  greedy  avarice  bv  him  did  ride 

Upon  a  cameUl  loaaen  all  with  gold ; 
Two  iron  coffers  hang  on  either  side, 

With  precious  metall  full  as  they  might 
hold. 
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And  in  his  lap  an  heap  of  coin  he  told ; 

For  of  his  wicked  pelf  his  god  he  made. 
And  into  hell  himselt  for  money  sold ; 
Aocaned  nsury  was  all  his  trade. 
And  right  and  wrong  yUke  in  eqnaU  bal- 
ance waide, 
HiB  life  was  nigh  nnto  death's  dore  yplaste; 
And  thread-lMie  cote  and  cobbled  shoes  he 
ware. 
He  acaroe  good  morsell  all  his  life  did  taste, 
But  both  from  backe  and  belly  still  did 
spare, 
To  fill  Ids  bags,  and  richesse  to  compare : 

Yet  diild  nor  kinsman  living  had  he  none, 
To  leaye  them  to ;  but  thorough  daily  care 
To  ffet,  and  nightly  feare  to  lose  hu  own. 
He  led  a  wretched  life  nnto  himself e   un- 
known, [suffice. 
Most  wretched  wight  whom  nothing  might 
Whose  greedy  lust  did  lade  in  greatest 
store, 
Whose  need  had  end,  but  no  end  coyetise. 
Whose  wealth  was  want,  whose   plenty 

made  him  poor. 
Who  had  enough,  yet  wished  erermore. 

Edmund  8peMer, 

IM.  AYASIOS.  Oftriagi  ot 

Thon  hop'st  with  sacrifice  of  oxen  slain 
To  compass  wealth,  and  bribe  the  god  of  gain. 
To  giye  thee  fiocka  and  herds,  with  large  in- 
crease; 
Fool  t  to  expect  them  from  a  bullock's  grease  I 
And  think'st  that  when  the  fattened  flames 

aspire. 
Thou  seest  the  accomplishment  of  thy  desire  I 
Kow,  now, my  bearded  harrest  ^ds  the  plain! 
The  scanty  folds  can  scarce  my  sheep  contain, 
And  showers  of  gold  come  pouring  m  amain  t 
Thus  dreams  the  wretdi,  and  vainly  thus 

dreams  on, 
TUl  his  lank  puree  declares  his  money  gone. 
O  souls  in  whom  no  heavenly  fire  is  found, 
Fat  minds,  and  ever  grovelling  on  the  ground ! 
We  bring  our  manners  to  the  blest  aM>des, 
And  think  what  pleases  us  must  please  the 
gods.     Bfrnus,  tr,  ly  John  bryden. 

IM.  AVASIOB,  Fton  of; 

Yet  in  thy  thriving  still  misdoubt  some  evil. 

Lest  saining  gasn  on  thee,  and  make  thee 

cum  [devil. 

To  all  tilings  else.    Wealth  is  the  conjuror's 

Whom  when  he  thinks  he  hath,  the  devil 

hath  him.  [sticks 

Gold  thon  mayst  safely  touch ;  but  if  it 

Unto  thy  hands,  it  woundeth  to  the  quick. 

What  skills  it  if  a  bag  of  stones  or  gold 
About  thy  neck  do  drown  thee?  raise  thy 
head; 
Tske  stars  for  money ;  stars  not  to  bs  told 
By  any  art,  yet  to  be  purchased 
None  is  so  wasteful  as  the  scraping  dame : 
Bbe  loseth  three  for  one :  her  soul,  rest, 
fame.  George  BerberL 


194,  AVABIOB,  BUvRy  ot 

When  thou  wouldst  take  a  lazy  morning's  nap 
Up,  up,  says  Avarice ;  thou  snor'st  again, 
Stetchest  thy  limbs,  and  yawn'st  but  all  in 

vain: 
The  tyrant  Lucre  no  denial  takes ;      [wakes : 
At   his  command  the   unwilling   sluggard 
What  must  I  do  ?  he  cries :  What  ?  says  his 

lord :  [aboard : 

Why  rise,    make   ready,  and   ^o   straight 
With  fish,  from  Euxine   seas,    thy   vessel 

freight ; 
Flax,  castor,  Coan  wines,  the  precious  weight 
Of  pepper,  and  Sabssan  incense  take    [bade : 
With  thy  own  hands  from  the  tir'd  camel's 
And  with  poste-haste  thy  running  markets 

make. 
Be  sure  to  turn  the  penny :  lie  and  swear ; 
'Tib  wholesome  sin:  but  Jove,  thou  say'st, 

will  hear; 
Swear,  fool,  or  starve ;  for  the  dilemma's  even : 
A  tradesman  thou  I  and  hope  to  so  to  heaven  ? 

BfrriuSj  tr.  ay  John  Dryden. 

IM.  AVEB8IOV1  Iiolatin  o& 

It  needs  not  guards  in  front  and  rear  to  keep 

the  crowd  away; 
Aversion  to  the  vulgar  throng  wHl  hold  them 

all  at  bay.  Oriental. 

1M«  BABE,  Oomiag  of  a. 

Have  you  not  heard  the  poets  tell 

How  came  the  dainty  Babie  Bell 

Into  this  world  of  ours  t 

The  gates  of  heaven  were  left  ajar : 

With  folded  hands  and  dreamy  eyes. 

Wandering  out  of  Paradise, 

She  saw  this  planet,  like  a  star, 

Hunff  on  the  glistening  depths  of  even, — 
Its  bridges,  running  to  and  fro^ 
O'er  which  the  white- winged  angels  go, 
Bearing  the  holy  Dead  to  heaven,       [feet. 
She  touched  a  bridge  of  flowers, — ^those 
So  light  they  did  not  b^d  the  bells 
Of  the  celestial  asphodels  I 
They  fell  like  dew  upon  the  flowers, 
Then  all  the  air  ffrew  strangely  sweet  I 
And  thus  came  cbinty  Babie  BelL 

Thomoi  Bailey  Aldrieh. 

197.  BABE,  I>Mili  of  a. 

She  had  seen 
All  of  earth's  year  except  the  winter's  snows. 
Spring,  summer,  autunm,  like  sweet  dreams, 

had  smiled 
On  her.    Eva— or  living — ^was  her  name ; 
A  bud  of  life  folded  in  leaves  and  love ; 
The  dewv  morning  star  of  summer  days ; 
The  golden  lamps  of  happy  fire-side  hours ; 
The  little  ewe-lamb  nestling  by  our  side ; 
The  dove  whose  cooing  echoed  in  our  hearts ; 
The  sweetest  chord  upon  our  harp  of  praise : 
The  quiet  spring,  the  rivulet  of  joy ; 
The  pearl  among  His  gifts  who  gave  us  all ; 
On  whom  not  we  alone,  but  aU  who  look'd, 
Quang  would  breathe  the  involuntary  words. 
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'*Gh>d  bless  thee,  Eya — God  be  blessed  for 

thee." 
Alas,  cloads  gather'd  quickly,  and  the  stonn 
Fell  without  warning  on  our  tender  bud,  ' 
Scattering   its   leaflets;    and   the  star  was 

drench'd 
In  tears ;  the  lamp  burnt  dimly ;  unaware^ 
The  little  lamb  was  faint ;  the  weary  dove 
Cowered  its  young  head  beneath  its  drooping 
wing ;  [fount 

The  chord. was  loosened  on  oxur  harp;  the 
Was  troubled,  and  the  rill  ran  nearly  dry ; 
And  in  our  souls  we  heard  our  Father,  saying, 
*'  Will  ye  return  the  gift  ? "    The  Voice  was 

low — 
The  answer  lower  still—"  Thy  will  be  done."^ 
And  now,  where  we  had  often  pictured  her, ' 
I  saw  her  one  of  the  beatified ; 
Eva,  our  blossom,  ours  for  ever  now. 
Unfolding  in  the  atmosphere  of  love : 
The  star  that  set  upon  our  earthly  home 
Had  risen  in  gloir,  and  in  purer  skies 
Was  shining ;  and  the  lamp  we  sorely  missed, 
Bhed  its  soft  radiance  in  a  oetter  home; 
Our  lamb  was  pasturing  in  heayooly  meads ; 
Our  dove  had  settled  on  the  trees  of  life ; 
Another  chord  was  ringing  with  delight. 
Another  spring  of  rapture  was  unseai'd, 
In  Paradise;  our  treasure  was  with  God ; 
The  gift  in  the  great  Giver^s  strong  right 
hand ;  [but  say. 

And  none  who  looked  on  her  could  choose 
'*  Eva,  sweet  angel,  God  be  bless'd  for  thee." 

R  K  Bicker  9teth. 

10S«  BABE,  BeMitoN  «f  ti 
It  came  upon  us  by  degrees : 

We  saw  its  shadow  ere  it  fell, 
The  knowledge  that  our  God  had  sent 

His  messenger  for  Babie  BelL 
We  shudderea  with  unknguaged  pain, 

And  all  our  hopes  were  changed  to  fears, 

And  all  our  thoughts  ran  into  tears 
Like  sunshine  into  rain. 

We  cried  aloud  in  our  belief, 
''  O  smite  us  gently,  gently,  God  I 
Teach  us  to  boid  and  kiss  the  rod, 

And  perfect  grow  throu^  grief." 
Ah,  how  we  loved  her,  God  can  tell ; 

Her  heart  was  folded  deep  in  oura 
Our  hearts  are  broken,  Babie  Bell  I 

At  last  he  came,  the  messenger. 
The  messenger  from  unseen  lands : 

And  what  did  dainty  Babie  Bell  t 
She  only  crossed  her  little  hands, 

She  only  looked  more  meek  and  fair  I 

We  parted  back  her  diken  hair, 
We  wore  the  roses  round  her  brow, 
White  buds,  the  summer's  drifted  snow.— 

Wrap  her  from  head  to  foot  in  flowers  I 
And  thus  went  dainty  Babie  Bell 

Out  of  this  world  of  ours. 

Thiomae  Bailey  AlMch. 

199.  BABl^  BahalioB  fbr  a. 
Sweet  babe  1 
She  glanced  into  our  world  to  see 
A  sample  of  our  misery ; 


Then  turned  away  her  lanffoid  eye, 
To  drop  a  tear  or  two — and  die. 

Sweet  babe  1 

She  tasted  of  lifers  bitter  cup, 
Refused  to  drink  the  portion  up ; 
But  turned  her  little  head  aside, 
Disgusted  with  the  taste — and  died. 

Sweet  babe ! 

She  listened  for  a  while  to  hear 

Our  mortal  grief  s ;  then  turned  her  ear 

To  angel  harps  and  songs,  and  cried 

To  join  their  notes  odestiid — sighed  and  died. 

Sweet  babe  no  more,  but  seraph  now ; 
Before  the  throne  behold  her  dow  ; 
To  heavenly  joys  her  spirit  flies. 
Blest  in  the  triimiph  of  the  skies ; 

Adores  the  grace  that  brought  her  there, 
Without  a  wish,  without  a  care. 
That  washed  her  soul  in  Calvary^s  stream, 
That  shortened  lifers  distressing  dreauL 

Short  pain,   short  ffrief,   dear   babe^   were 
Now  joys  eternal  and  divine ;  [thine ; 

Tes,  thou  art  fled,  and  saints  a  welcome  sing : 
Thine  infant  spirit  soars  on  angel-wing ; 
Our  dark  affection  might  have  hoped  thy 

stay. 
The  voice  of  God  has  called  his  diild  away. 
Like  Samuel,  early  in  the  temple  found. 
Sweet  rose  of  Sharon,  plant  of  holy  ground. 
Oh  I  more  than  Samuel  blest,  to  thee  is  given. 
The  €k)d  he  served  on  earth,  to  serve  in 

heaven.  Allan  Cunningham. 

M0»  BAOKBLIDnra^,  HoylegtMM  oft 

Jesu,  whither  shall  I  go. 
Thee  my  Saviour  if  I  leave  f 

Only  Thou  canst  ease  my  woe. 
Only  thou  canst  pardon  give. 

None  beside  can  save  from  sin ; 

Kone  beside  can  make  me  dean. 

If  I  foolishly  depart 

From  the  ark  of  Thy  dear  breast, 
Where  shall  my  unsetUed  heart 

Find  a  ground  whereon  to  restt 
Whither,  or  to  whom  shall  I 
Ytom  myself  for  succor  fly  t 

Shall  I  back  to  Egypt  go, 

To  my  vomit  turn  again. 
To  my  flesh  corruption  sow, 

live  anew  in  pleasures  vainf 
No,  with  sin  I  cannot  dwell : 
Sin  is  worse  than  death  and  helL 


Shall  I  my  old  toil  renew. 

Catch  an  honorable  name. 
Praise  which  comes  from  man  poreuet 

Idolize  and  pant  for  fame  ? 
Who  on  fame  bestows  his  care, 
Grasps  a  shadow,  feeds  on  air. 

If  my  God  I  cast  behind, 

God,  the  Source  of  pmect  bliss, 
Vain  are  all  my  hopes  to  find 

True,  substantial  happiness: 
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Seudi  the  whole  creation  romxd, 
Gan  it  out  of  Qod  be  found? 

No,  my  GodI  if  from  the  Way, 
From  the  Truth  if  I  lemore, 

Must  I  not  f  orerer  stray. 
On  in  error's  mazes  rore, 

Boye  from  peace  to  troublous  strife, 

Boye  to  death  from  endless  Life  f 

Who  would  go  from  health  to  pain. 
Turn  from  grace  to  wickedness, 

Freedom  quit,  to  hug  a  chain, 
Grieye  his  friend,  his  foe  to  please  f 

Who,  his  Sayiour  Qod  to  shun, 

Would  to  his  destroyer  run  ? 

Charlet  Wesley, 


991*  BAKESHKEIT,  An  EpUogM. 

On  a  fair  ship,  borne  svnftly  o'er  the  deep, 
A  man  was  lying,  wrappied   in  dreamless 

sleep; 
When  unawares  upon'a  sunken  rock  [shock. 
That  yeasel  strucK,  and  shattered  with  the 
But  strange !  the  plank  where  lay  the  sleeper 

bore 
Wm,  wrapt  in  Aecp  sleep  eyer,  to  the  shore : 
It  bore  him  safely  through  the  foam  and 

q>ray,  [he  lay. 

High  up  on  land,  where  couched  *mid  flowers 
Sweet  tones  first  woke  him  from  his  sleep, 

when  round 
His  oouch  obeeryant  multitudes  he  found : 
All  hailed  him  then,  and  did  before  him  bow. 
And  with  oneyoioe  exclaimed — *'Our  king 

art  thou." 
^th  jubilant  applause  they  bore  him  on. 
And  set  him  wondering  on  a  royal  throne : 
And  some  his  limbs  with  royal  robes  arrayed. 
And  some  before  him  duteous  homage  paid. 
And  some  brought  gifts,  all  rare  and  costly 

things. 
Nature's  and  Art's  profusest  offerings : 
Around  him  counsellors  and  seryants  prest, 
All  e^er  to  accomplish  his  behest 
Wish  unaccomplisli^  of  his  soul  was  none ; 
The  thing  that  he  commanded,  it  was  done. 
Much  he  rejoiced,  and  he  had  well-niffh  now 
Fbigotten  whence  he  hither  came,  and  how ; 
Until  at  eye,  of  homage  weary  grown, 
He  Grayed  a  season  to  be  left  alone. 
Alone  in  hall  magnificent  ho  sate, 
And  mused  upon  the  wonder  of  his  fate ; 
When  lo  I  au  aged  counsellor,  a  seer. 
Before  unnoticed,  to  the  king  drew  near; 
— '*  And  thee  would  I  congratulate,  my  son. 
Who  hast  thy  reign  in  happy  hour  bcg^ ; 
Seal,  hast  thou  the  beginning, — yet  attend. 
While  I  shall  aJso  show  to  thee  the  end. 
lliat  this  new  fortune  doth  not  blind  thee 

quite,  [bright; 

Both    sides   regard,    the   darker  with  the 
Heed  what  so  many  who  haye  ruled  before, 
Failhig  to  heed  now  rue  for  eyermore. 
Thou^  sore  thy  state  and  strong  thy  throne 

appear, 
King  only  art  thou  for  a  season  here ; 


A  time  is  fixed,  albeit  unknown  to  thee, 
Which,  when  it  comes,  thou  banished  hence 
shalt  be.  [eye 

Bound  this  fair  spot,  though  hidden  from  the 
By  mist  and  yapor,  many  islands  lie : 
Bare  are  their  coasts,  and  dreary  and  forlorn. 
And  unto  them  the  banished  kings  are  borne ; 
On  each  of  these  an  exiled  king  doth  mourn, 
For  when  a  new  king  comes,  they  bear  away 
The  old,  whom  now  no  yassals  more  obey ; 
Stripped  of  his  royalties  and  glories  lent, 
Unhonored  and  unwilling  he  is  sent 
Unto  his  dreary  island  banishment ;       [true, 
While  all  who  girt  his  throne  with  seryice 
Now  fall  away  from  him,  to  senre  the  new. 
What  I  haye  told  thee,  lay  betimes  to  heart. 
And  ere  thy  rule  is  ended  take  thy  part, 
That  thou  hereafter  on  thine  isle  forlorn 
Do  not  thy  yanished  kingdom  yainly  mourn. 
When  nothing  of  its  pomp  to  thee  remains 
On  that  bare  shore  saye  only  memory's  pains. 

Much,  O  my  Prince  I  my  words  haye  thee 

distrest. 
Thy  head  has  sunk  in  sorrow  on  thy  breast ; 
Yet  idle  sorrow  helps  not— I  will  show 
A  nobler  way,  whidi  shall  true  help  bestow. 
This  counsel  take— to  others  giyen  in  yain. 
While  no  belief  from  them  my  words  might 

gain.  [there  stand 

Enow  then,  whilst  thou  art  monardi  here. 
Helps  for  the  future  many  at  thy  command ; 
Then,  whilst  thou  canst,  employ  them  to 

adorn 
That  island  whither  thou  must  once  be  borne. 
Unbuilt   and  wai^  and   barren  now  that 

strand, 
There  gush  no  fountains  from  the  thirsty  sand. 
No  groyes  of  palm-trees  haye  been  planted 

there. 
Nor  plants  of  odorous  scent  embalm  that  air ; 
While  all  alike  haye  shunned  to  contemplate 
That  they  should  eyer  change  their  flattering 

state. 
But  make  thou  there  proyision  of  delight, 
Till  that  which  now  so  threatens,  may  inyite ; 
Bid  there  thy  seryants  build  up  royal  towers, 
And  change  its  barren  sands  to  lea^  bowers ; 
Bid  f  ountaiDs  there  be  hewn,  and  cause  to 

bloom 
Immortal  amaranths,  shedding  rich  perfume. 
So  when  the  world,  which  speaks  thee  now 

so  fiiir. 
And  flatters  so,  again  shall  strip  thee  bare. 
And  driye  thee  naked  forth  in  harshest  wise. 
Thou  joyfully  wilt  seek  thy  paradise. 
There  wUl  not  yex  thee  memories  of  the  past. 
While  hope  will  heighten  here  the  joys  thou 

hast. 
This  do,  while  yet  the  power  is  in  thine  hand. 
While  tliou  hast  helps  so  many  at  command. " 

Then  raised  the  Prince  his  head  with  courage 

new. 
And  what  the  sage  adyised,  prepared  to  do.    . 
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He  ruled  his  realm  with  meekness,  and  mean- 
while 
He  marvellously  decked  the  chosen  isle ; 
Bade  there  his  servants  build  up  royal  towers^ 
And  change  Its  barren  sands  to  leafy  bowers ; 
Bade  fountains  there  be  hewn,  and  caused  to 

bloom 
Immortal  amaranths,  shedding  rich  perfume. 
And  when  he  long  enough  had  kept  his 
throne,  [blown : 

To  him  sweet  odors   from  that  isle  were 
Then  knew  he  that  its  gardens  blooming 

were. 
And  all  the  yearnings  of  his  soul  were  there. 
Grief  was  it  not  to  mm,  but  joy,  when  they 
His  crown  and  sceptre  bade  him  quit  one 

day; 
When  him  his  servants  rudely  did  dismiss, 
*Twas  not  the  sentence  of  his  ended  bliss. 
But  pomp  and  power  he  cheerfully  forsook, 
And  to  his  isle  a  willing  journey  took, 
And  found  diviner  pleasure  on  that  shore. 
Than  all  his  proudest   state   had   known 
before.   Oriental^  tr,  ly  JL  G,  Trench. 

90d.  baptism;  Bleuiag  o£ 

Woe  came  to  man  in  Eden, 
To  you  comes  triumph  glad, 

Who,  at  the  banks  of  Joroan, 
Are  in  Gk>d^8  annor  dad. 

To-di^  He  gives  you  blessing, 

Then  see  je  prize  it  weU, 
And  guard  it,  valiant  soldiers, 

Against  the  might  of  HelL 

To-day  the  Heavenly  Bridegroom 
Throws  wide  for  you  the  door, 

And  offers  you  His  garlands 
Unfading  evermore. 

For  you  the  guardian  angels 

In  ^Udness  sing  above ; 
God,  Fatheb,  Son,  and  Bpntir, 

Looks  down  on  you  in  love. 

Then  go  in  peace,  believem, 

Of  Gk>d  and  water  bom, 
The  Crucified  adoring. 

Who  lifteth  up  your  horn. 

And  unto  God  the  Fatheb, 
Who  made  you  His  to-day, 

To  Son  and  Holt  Spiut, 
Unending  praises  pay. 

BAFnaX,  a  ToksB. 

In  token  that  thou  shalt  not  fear 

Christ  crucified  to  own. 
We  print  the  Cross  upon  thee  here 

And  stamp  thee  His  alone. 

In  token  that  thou  shalt  not  blush 

To  glory  in  His  Name, 
We  blazon  here  upon  thy  front 

His  gloiy  and  His  shami. 

In  token  that  thou  shalt  not  flinch 
Christ's  quanel  to  maintain, 


But  ^neath  His  banner  manfully 
Firm  at  thy  post  remain ; 

In  token  that  thou  too  shalt  tread 

The  path  He  travelled  by ; 
Endure  the  Cross,  despise  &e  shamey 

And  sit  thee  down  on  high ; 

Thus  outwardly  and  visibly 

We  seal  thee  for  His  own ; 
And  may  the  brow  that  wears  His  Groos 

Hereafter  share  His  crown. 

Msnry  Alfard, 

904.  BAFnSlI,  Yov  ia. 

While  in  this  sacred  rite  of  thine 

We  yield  our  spirits  now, 
Shine  o'er  the  waters.  Dove  divine 

And  seal  the  cheerful  vow. 
And  may  we  die  to  earth  and  sin. 

Beneath  the  mystic  flood ; 
And  when  we  rise,  may  we  begin 

To  live  anew  for  God  I 

8.  F.  Smiih. 

M5.  BATTLE,  Oanse  6L 

Whither  leads  the  path 
To  ampler  fates  that  leads? 
Not  down  through  flowery  meads 
To  reap  an  aftermath 
Of  youth^s  vainglorious  weeds. 
But  up  the  steep,  amid  the  wrath 
And  shock  of  deadly-hostile  creeds. 
Where  the  world's  best  hope  and  stay 
By  battle's  flashes  gropes  a  desperate  way. 
And  every  turf  the  fierce  foot  clings  to  bleede. 
Peace  hath  her  not  ignoble  wreath. 
Ere  yet  the  sharp,  decisive  word 
Light  the  black  lips  of  cannon,  and  the  sword 
Dreams  in  its  easeful  sheath ;        [thought, 
But    some   day  the  live   coal   behind   the 
Whether  from  Baal's  stone  obscene. 
Or  from  the  shrine  serene 
Of  God's  pure  altar  brought,  [pen 

Bursts  up  in  flame ;  the  war  of  tongue  and 
LeEims  with  what  deadly  purpose  it  was 

fraught. 
And,  helpless  in  the  fiery  passion  caught. 
Shakes  all  the  pillared  state  with  shock  of 

men: 
Some  day  the  soft  Ideal  that  we  wooed 
Confronts  us  fiercely  foe-beset,  pursued. 
And  cries  reproachful:     ''Was  it,  then,  my 
praise,  [truth ; 

And  not  myself  was  loved  ?    Prove  now  thy 
I  claim  of  thee  the  promise  of  thy  youth ; 
Give  me  thy  life,  or  cower  in  empty  phraise. 
The  victim  of  thy  genius,  not  its  mate  1  '* 

James  BuseeU  LoweU. 

Me.  BATTLE,  Hjna  ot; 

Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the  coming 

of  the  Lord : 
He  ia  trampling  out  the  vintage  where  the 

ffrapes  of  wrath  are  stored ; 
He  haw  loosed  the  fateful  lightning  of  his 

terrible  swift  sword : 

His  truth  is  marching  on. 


rpiaiB:. 
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I  liaye  seen  Him  in  the  watch-fires  of  a  hun- 
dred dicUng  camps ; 

They  have  bmlded  Him  an  altar  in  the  even- 
ins  dews  and  damps ; 

I  can  read  his  righteous  sentence  by  the  dim 
and  flarinff  lamps ; 

His  &j  is  marching  on. 

I  haye  read  a  fiery  gospel,  writ  in  burnished 
rows  of  steel : 

"  As  ye  deal  with  my  contemners,  so  with  you 
my  grace  sluJl  deal : 

Let  the  Hero,  bom  of  woman,  crush  the  ser- 
pent with  his  heel. 

Since  Gk>d,is  marching  on." 

He  has  sounded  forth  the  trumpet  that  shall 

never  call  retreat ; 
He  ia  sifting  out  the  hearts  of  men  before  his 

judgpoent-seat : 
Oh  I  be  swift,  my  soul,  to  answer  Him  I  be 

jubilant,  my  feet  1 

Our  God  is  marching  on. 

In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies  Christ  was  bom 

across  the  sea, 
With  a  glory  in  his  bosom  that  transfigures 

you  iod  me : 
As  He  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us  die  to 
mAke  men  free, 

YThile  God  is  marching  on. 

Julia  Ward  EinM, 


BATTLE,  The  Ohrisfciaa'a 

How  goes  the  fiffht  with  thee  ? 

The  life-long  oattle  with  all  evil  things  ? 
Thine  no  low  strife,  and  thine  no  selfish  aim ; 

It  is  the  war  of  giants  and  of  kings. 

Does  it  grow  slacker  now  ? 

Then  tremble ;  for,  be  sure,  thy  hellish  foe 
Slacks  not;  'tis  thou  that  slackest  in  the 
fight; 

Fainter  and  feebler  falls  each  weary  blow. 

Dread  not  the  din  and  smoke. 
The  stifling  poison  of  the  fiery  air ; 

Courage  I     It  is  the  battle  of  thy  Ck>d ; 
Go,  and  for  Him  learn  how  to  dp  and  dare ! 

"What  though  ten  thousand  &11 1 
And  the  red  field  with  the  dear  dead  be 
strewn; 
Giasp  but  more  bravely  thy  bright  shield  and 
sword; 
Fight  to  the  last,  although  thou  fight*st 
alone. 

What  though  ten  thousand  faint. 
Desert,  or  yield,  or  in  weak  terror  fiee  I 

Heed  not  the  panic  of  the  multitude ; 
TMae  be  the  Captam's  watchword,— Vic- 
tory I 

Look  to  thine  armor  well  I 

Thine  the  one  panoply  no  blow  that  fears ; 
Ours  is  the  day  of  rusted  swords  and  shields. 

Of  loosened  heLmets  and  of  broken  spears. 


Heed  not  the  thionff  of  foes  I  [lot 

To  fight  'gainst  hosts  is  still  the  Church's 

Side  thou  with  €k>d,  and  thou  must  win  the 

day; 

Woe  to  the  man  'gainst  whom  hell  fighteth 

not! 

Say  not  the  fight  is  long : — 

'Tis  but  one  battle  and  the  fight  is  o'er; 
No  second  warfare  mars  thy  victory. 

And  the  one  triumph  is  for  evermore  I 

Mifratiu*  B(mar, 

90§.  BEAUTY,  DMth  o£ 

Toll  for  the  fair ! 

Go,  seek  the  lonely  tomb. 

Go,  wander  through  its  gloom. 
She  slumbers  there : 
Her  angel  look  that  melted  every  soul. 
Her  eye  that  rolled  its  glance  of  tenderness. 
Her  form  endrded  round  with  every  grace, 
Now  moulder  'neath  corraptions  sable  stole ; 
The  worn  is  cradled  on  her  forehead  fair, 
And  wantons  'mid  the  ringlets  of  her  hair, — 
Each  tint  of  faded  beauty  charms  no  more ; 
The  fragrance  of  her  lif q,  its  living  rose, 
No  more  iu  Heaven's  own  purest  crimson 

glows,— 
'Tis  livid  as  the  stream  that  laves  th'  Aver- 

nian  shore. 

A  fieeting  day 
The  cheek  of  beauty  glows. 
The  voice  of  music  flows, 
Then  melts  away ; 
Fluttering  amid  the  summer^s  transient  ray. 
The  gau<]^  fop  expands  his  shining  wing ; 
In  bounding  step  the  merry  dancers  spring, 
Like  insects  sportive,  like  the  rainbow  gay : 
Soon  o'er  this  smiling  scene  the  wintry  storm 
Of  dark  affliction  sheds  its  lurid  gloom. 
Wafting  upon  its  blast  Destruction's  f cmi. 
Who  calls,  with  voice  of  thunder,  to  the 

tomb; 
Like  lightning  flashing  o'er  the  sleeper's  head. 
He  wakes  them  from  their  dream,  then  hides 
them  with  the  dead.  J,  G.  Bardtal. 

900.  BEAUTT,  Exome  ibr. 

In  May,  when  sea- winds  pierced  our  solitudes, 
I  found  the  fresh  rhodora  in  the  woods 
Spreading  its  leafless  blooms  in  a  damp  nook. 
To  please  the  desert  and  the  sluggish  orook ; 
The  purple  petals  fallen  in  the  pool     [gay — 

Made  the  black  waters,  with  their  l^auty 
Here  might  the  red-bird  come  his  plumes  to 
cool, 

And  court  the  flower  that  cheapens  his  array. 
Rhodora  I  if  the  sages  ask  thee  why 
This  charm  is  wasted  on  the  marsh  and  sky. 
Dear,  tell  them,  that  if  eyes  were  made  for 

seeing, 
Then  beauty  is  its  own  excuse  for  being. 

Why  thou  wert  there,  O  rival  of  the  rose  t 
I  never  thought  to  ask ;  I  never  knew. 

But  in  my  simple  ignorance  suppose 
The  Bdf-same  Power  that  brought  me  there 
brought  you.  B,  W.  Emeraon. 
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310.  B£AUTY|  Exponue  ot 

Since  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  earth,  nor  bound- 
less sea, 
Bnt  sad  mortality  o^er-sways  their  power, 
How  with  this  rage  shall  Beauty  hold  a  plea, 
Whose  action  is  no  stronger  thui  a  flower  9 
O,  how  shall  summer's  honey  breath  hold  out 
Against  the  wreckf  ul  siege  of  battering  days, 
Where  rocks  impregnable  are  not  so  stout. 
Nor  gates  of  steel  so  strong,  but  Time  decays  ? 
O  fearful  meditation  I     Where,  alack, 
ShaU  Time's  best  jewel  from  Time's  diest  lie 
hid  9  [back  9 

Or  what  strong  hand  can  hold  his  swift  foot 
Or  who  his  spoil  of  Beauty  can  forbid  9 

WiUiam  ShakespecMre, 

911.  BBAITTT,  Fniltj  o& 

Brittle  beauty,  that  Nature  made  so  j&ail. 
Whereof  the  gift  is  small,  and  short  in  season ; 
flowering  to-day,  to-morrow  apt  to  fail ; 
Fickle  treasure,  abhorred  of  reason : 
Dangerous  to  deal  with,  vain  of  none  avail ; 
Costty  in  keeping,  past  not  worth  two  peason ; 
Slipper  in  sliding;  as  is  an  eel's  tail ; 
Hard  to  obtain,  once  gotten,  not  geason : 
Jewel  of  jeopardy,  that  peril  doth  assail ; 
False  and  untrue,  enticed  oft  to  treason ; 
Enemy  to  youth,  that  most  may  I  bewail ; 
Ah !  bitter-sweet,  infecting  as  the  poison. 
Thou  fairest  as  fruit  that  with  the  frost  is 

taken; 
To-day  ready  ripe,  to-morrow  all  too  shaken. 

Earl  of  Surrey, 

319.  BEAUTT,  Jdj  of. 

A  thing  of  beauty  is  a  joy  for  ever : 
Its  loyeliness  increases ;  it  wiU  never 
Pass  into  nothingness ;  but  still  wUl  keep 
A  bower  quiet  for  us,  and  a  sleep 
Full  of  sweet  dreams,  and  health  and  quiet 
breathing.  John  Keats, 

913.  BEilTTT,  Loit 


Beauty  is  but  vain  and  doubtful  good, 
A  sMning  glass,  that  fadeth  suddenly, 
A  flower  that  dies,  when  flrst  it  'gins  to  bud ; 
A  brittle  glass,  that's  broken  presently ; 
A  doubtful  good,  a  gloss,  a  ^lass,  a  flower, 
Lost,  faded,  oroken,  dead  within  an  hour. 
And  as  good  lost  is  seldom  or  never  found. 
As  &ding  gloss  no  rubbing  will  refresh, 
Ab  flowers  dead,  lie  withered  on  the  ground. 
As  broken  glass  no  cement  can  redress. 
So  Beauty  blemish'd  once,  forever's  lost, 
Li  spite  of  physic,  painting,  pain,  and  cost 

Wm,  Shdkeapeare. 

914.  BEAUTY,  MonL 

Labor  in  the  path  of  duty. 

Gleamed  up  like  a  thing  of  beauty ; 

Beauty  shone  in  self-denial. 

In  the  sternest  hour  of  trial ; 

In  a  meek  obedience 

To  the  will  of  Providence, 

In  the  lofty  sympathies 

That,  forgetting  selfish  ease, 


Prompted  acts  that  sought  the  good 

Of  ev'ry  spirit ;  understood 

The  wants  of  ev'ry  human  heart, 

K&ger  ever  to  impart 

Blessings  to  the  weary  soul 

That  hath  felt  the  bitter  world's  controL 

Here  is  beauty  felt  such  as  ne'er 

Met  the  eye  or  charmed  the  ear. 

In  the  soul's  high  duties,  then  I  felt 

That  the  loftiest  beauty  ever  dwelt. 

(7.  P.  Craneh. 

915    BEAUTT,  BmIdi  oft 

For  beauty  hideth  eveiywhere,  that  BeaBon^s 
child  may  seek  her. 

And  having  found  the  gem  of  price,  may  set 
it  in  God's  crown. 

Beauty  nestleth  in  the  rosebud,  or  walketh 
the  firmament  with  planets ; 

She  is  heard  in  the  beetle's  evening  hymn,  and 
shouteth  in  the  matins  of  the  sun ; 

The  cheek  of  the  peach  is  glow^  with  her 
smile,  her  splendor  blazeth  in  the 
lightning; 

She  is  the  dryad  of  the  woods,  the  naiad  of 
the  streams ; 

Her  golden  hair  hath  tapestried  the  silk- 
worm's silent  chamber. 

And  to  her  measured  harmonies  the  wild 
waves  beat  in  time ; 

With  tinkling  feet  at  eventide  she  danceth  in 
the  meadow, 

Or,  like  a  Titan,  lieth  stretched  athwart  the 
ridgy  Alps ; 

She  IS  rising  in  her  veil  of  mist  a  Venus  from 
the  waters, — 

Men  gaze  upon  the  loveliness,  and  lo  I  it  is 
beautiful  exceedingly : 

She,  with  the  might  of  a  Briareus,  is  drag- 
ging down  the  clouds  upon  the  moun- 
tain, 

Men  look  upon  the  grandeur,  and  lo,  it  is 
excellent  in  glory. 

There  is  beauty  in  the  rolling  douds,  and 
placid  shingle  beach, 

In  featnery  snows,  and  whistling  winds,  and 
4}in  electric  skies ; 

There  i|  beauty  in  the  rounded  woods,  dank 
with  heavy  foliage. 

In  laughing  fields,  and  dinted  hiUs,  the  val- 
ley and  its  lake ; 

There  is  beauty  in  the  gullies,  beauty  on  the 
clifEs,  b^uty  in  sun  and  shade, 

la  rocks  and  rivers,  seas  and  plains, — ^tbe 
earth  is  drowned  in  beauty. 

Jf.  F.  Tupper. 

916«  BEAUTTi  Ttmiiitm  o£ 

Te  mindeful  merchants,  that  with  weaiy  toil 
Do  seek  most  precious  things  to  make  your 

gain; 
And  both  the  Indias  of  their  treasure  spoil. 
What  needeth  you  to  seek  so  far  in  vain  ? 
For  lo !  my  love  doth  in  herself  contain 
All  this  world's  riches  that  may  far  be  found ; 
If  saphyres,  lo !  her  eyes  be  saphyres  plain ; 
If  rubies,  lo  t  her  lips  be  rubies  sound ; 
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If  pearls,  her  teeth  be  i>earl8,  both  pure  and 

round; 
If  irory,  her  forehead  ivory  ween ; 
If  golo,  her  locks  are  finest  ^Id  on  gpx>und ; 
If  silver,  her  fair  bands  are  silver  sheen : 
Bat  that  which  fairest  is,  but  few  behold. 
Her  mind,  adorned  with  virtues  manifold. 

JSdmund  Spemer, 

91 T.  BEAUTY,  Troth  ud. 

Thus  was  Beauty  sent  from  heaven, 
The  lovely  mistress  of  Truth  and  Good  [one, 
In  this  dark  world,  for  Truth  and  Gtood  are 
And  Beauty  dwells  in  them,  and  they  in  her, 
With  like  ])articipation.     TVherefore,  then, 
O  sons  of  earth,  would  ye  dissolve  the  tie  ? 
O  wherefore,  with  a  rash,  impetuous  aim, 
8eek  ye  those  flowery  joys  with  which  the 

hand 
Of  lavish  Fancy  paints  each  flattering  scene 
Where  Beauty  seems  to  dwell,  nor  once  in- 
quire 
Where  is  the  sanction  of  eternal  Truth, 
Or  where  the  seal  of  undeceitful  good,  [these, 
To  save  your  search  from  folly  I   wanting 
Lo  !  Baauty  withers  in  your  void  embrace. 
And  with  the  glittering  of  an  idiot^s  toy 
Did  Fancy  mock  your  vows. 

318.  BEAUTT,  TonthftiL 

Lo  I   when  the  buds  expand,  the  leaves  are 

green. 
Then  the  first  opening  of  the  fiower  is  seen ; 
Tlien  come  the  honeyed  breath  and  rosy  smHe, 
That  with  their  sweets  the  willing  sense  be- 
guile ;  [praise, 
But  as  we  look,  and  love,  and  taste,  and 
And  the  fruit  grows,  the  charming  flower 

decays; 
Tm  all  is  gathered,  and  the  wintiy  blast 
Moans  o'er  the  place  of  love  and  pleastiro 
past. 

So  'tiB  with  Beauty, — such  the  opening  grace 
And  dawn  of  glory  in  the  youthful  face ; 
Then  there  are  charms  unfolded  to  the  sight, 
Then  all  is  loveliness  and  all  delight ; 
The  nuptial  tie  succeeds,  the  genial  hour. 
And,  lo  I  the  falling  off  of  Beauty^s  flower ; 
So  through  all  Nature  is  the  progress  made — 
The  budy  the  bloom,  the  fruit — and  then  we 
fade.  Georg6  (JraJiibe. 

919.  BEIVCh  Ohahi  oC 

Vast  chain  of  being  I  which  from  Qod  began ; 
Kature^s  ethereal,  human,  angel,  man, 
Beast,  bird,  fish,  insect,  what  no  eye  can  see, 
No  glass  can  reach ;  fiom  infinite  to  thee ; 
From  thee  to  nothing. — On  superior  powers 
Were  we  to  press,  inferior  might  on  ours ; 
Or  in  the  full  creation  leave  a  void. 
Where,   one  step  broken,   the  great  scalers 

destroyed;  [strike, 

From   Nature's    chain  whatever  link   you 
Tenth,  or  ten  thousandth,  breaks  the  chain 

alike.  Alexander  Fo^ 


990«  BEDIQi  Support  oC 

All  are  but  parts  of  one  stupendous  whole, 
Whose  body  Nature  is,  and  €k>d  the  soul ; 
That  changed  through  all,  and  yet  in  all  the 

same, 
Great  in  the  earth  as  in  th*  ethereal  frame, 
Warms  in  the  sun,  refreshes  in  the  breeze. 
Glows  ip  the  stars,  and  blossoms  in  the  trees ; 
lives  through  aU  life,  extends  through  all 

extoit. 
Spreads  undivided,  operates  unspent ; 
Breathes  in  our  soul,  informs  our  mortal  part, 
As  full,  as  perfect,  in  a  hair  as  heart ; 
As  full,  as  perfect,  in  vile  man  that  mourns, 
As  the  rapt  seraph  that  adores  and  bums : 
To  him  no  high,  no  low,  no  great,  no  small ; 
He  fills,  He  bounds,  connects,  and  equals  all  1 

Alexiaaid^  I\jpe. 

Mi.  VESEFJXmsOE,  Bleid&g  ol 

<'  Come,  blessed   of   my   heavenly  Father, 

come  I 
In  the  high  heaven  your  kingdom  is  prepared ; 
Tour*8  is  the  sceptre  and  the  rich  reward ; 
Haste,  for  your  Saviour  calls  you  to  your 

home: 
For  I  was  hungry  and  ye  brought  me  bread, 
I  thirsted,  and  your  cooling  draughts  were 

mine; 
O^er  my  cold  limbs  the  needed  vest  ye  spread, 
A  stranffer  was  I,  and  ye  took  me  in ; 
I  pined  m  sickness,  and  ye  brought  relief ; 
In  the  deep  dungeon  and  ye  soothed  my  grief ; 
For  these,  my  brethren,  these,  the  lowly  poor. 
Ye  sent  not  cold  and  empty  from  your  door ; 
But  ye  relieved  their  wants,  and  heard  their 

plea ;  [me  I  " 

'Twas  done  for  my  sake  and  'tis  done  for 

MS.  BEIEHOEVOE,  Demand  fbr. 

The  pUgrim  and  stranger,  who,  through  the 

c&y. 
Holds  over  the  desert  his  trackless  way, 
Where   the   terrible  sands  no   shade  have 

known, 
No  sound  of  life  save  the  camel's  moan,  [all. 
Hears,  at  last,  through  the  mercy  of  Allah  to 
From  his  tent-door,  at  evening,  the  Bedouin's 
call: 
"  Whoever  thou  art,  whose  need  is  great, 
In  the  name  of  God,  the  Compassionate 
And  Merciful  One,  for  thee  I  wait  I  " 

For  gifts,  in  His  name,  of  food  and  rest, 
The  tents  of  Islam  of  God  are  blest 
Thou,  who  hast  faith  in  the  Christ  above, 
Shall  the  Koran  teach  thee  the  Law  of  Love  f 
O  Christian  I — open  thy  heart  and  door, — 
Cry,  east  and  west,  to  the  wandering  poor — 
''  Whoever  thou  art,  whose  need  is  great, 
In  the  name  of  Christ,  the  Compassionate 
And  Merciful  One,  for  thee  I  wait  1 " 

K  J.  Whittier. 

398.  BEHEnOEHOBy  Xbmuiieiit  oil 

But  all  our  praises  why  should  lords  engross  ? 
Rise,  honest  mujfel   and  sing  the  IMum  of 
Ross; 
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Pleased  Yasa  echoes  throagh  her  winding 

bounds, 
And  rapid  Sevem  hoarse  applause  resounds. 
Who  hung  with  woods  yon  mountain's  sultry 

brow? 
From  the  dry  rock  who  bade  the  waters  flow  ? 
Not  to  the  skies  in  useless  columns  tost, 
Or  in  proud  falls  magnificently  lost, 
But  clear  and  artless,  pouring  through  the 

plain 
Health  to  the  sick,  and  solace  to  the  swain. 
Whose  causeway  parts  the  vale  with  shady 

rows? 
Whose  seats  the  weary  trayeller  repose  ? 
Who  taught  that  heayen-directed  spire  to 

rise  ?  [replies. 

*'The  Man   of   Rossi"  each  lisping  babe 
Behold  the  market-place  with  poor  o'erspreadl 
The  Man  of  Ross  mvides  the  weekly  bread ; 
He  feeds  yon  almhouse,  neat,  but  yoid  of 

state. 
Where  age  and  want  sit  smiling  at  the  gate : 
Him  portioned  maids,  apprenticed  orphans 

blest, 
The  younff  who  labor,  and  the  old  who  rest 
Is  any  sick  ?  the  Man  of  Roes  relieyes, 
Prescribes,  attends,  the  medicine  makes  and 

giyes. 
Is  there  a  yariance  ?  enter  but  his  door. 
Balked  are  the  courts,  and  contest  is  no 

more. 
Despairing  quacks  with  curses  fled  the  place, 
And  yile  attorneys,  now  a  useless  race. 

B.  Thrice  happy  man  1  enabled  to  pursue 

What  all  so  wi^,  but  want  the  power  to  do  I 

O  say,  what  sums  that  generous  hand  supply  ? 

What  mines  to  swell  tmit  boundless  charity  ? 

P.  Of  debts  and  taxes,  wife  and  children 

dear,  [year. 

This  man  possessed— flye  hundred  pounds  a 
Blush,  grandeur,  blush ;  proud  courts,  with- 
draw your  blaze  I 
Ye  little  stars,  hide  your  diminished  rays  I 
B.  And  what  ?  no  monument,  inscription, 

stone? 
His  race,  his  form,  his  name,   almost  un- 
known? 
P.  Who  builds  a  church  to  Ood,  and  not 

to  fame, 
Will  neyer  mark  the  marble  with  his  name : 
Go,  search  it  there,  where  to  be  bom  and  die. 
Of  rich  and  poor  makes  all  the  history ; 
Enough  that  yirtue  filled  the  space  between, 
Proy^  by  the  ends  of  being  to  haye  been. 

Alexander  I^fpe, 

9M.  BEHEFIOEVOE,  Sepayiiieiit  d. 

A  beggar  asked  an  alms 

One  day  at  an  abbey-door. 
Said  Luther ;  but  seized  with  qualms 

The  Abbot  replied, ''  We're  poor ! 

*'  Poor  who  had  plenty  once 

When  gifts  fell  tbids.  as  jrain: 
But  they  giye  us  nought  for  nonce, 
And  how  should  we  giye  ^^ain  ? '' 


Then  the  beggar,  "  See  your  sins  I 

Of  old,  umess  I  err, 
Te  had  brothere  for  inmates,  twins, 

Date  andDabitur. 

"  While  Date  was  in  good  case 
Dabitur  flourished  too : 
For  Dabitur's  lenten  &ce. 
No  wonder  if  Date  me. 

"Would  ye  retrieye  the  one  ? 

Try  and  make  plump  the  other ! 
When  Date's  penance  is  done, 
Dftbitur  helps  his  brother. 

"Only,  beware  relapse  I " 

The  Abbot  hung  his  head. 
"  This  beggar  might  be,  perhaps. 

An  angel,'*  Luther  said. 

Bobert  Browning. 

3M«  BESBAVEIIEHT,  Benefit  o& 

And  first,  of  dying  friends — ^what  fruit  from 

these? 
It  brings  us  more  than  triple  aid ;  an  aid 
To  chase  our  thoughtlessness,  fear,  pride,  and 

^It 
Our  dying  friends  come  o'er  us  like  a  cloud. 
To  damp  our  brainless  ardors,  and  abate 
That  glare  of  life  which  often  blinds  the 

wise. 
Our  dying  friends  are  pioneers,  to  smooth 
Our  rugged  pass  to  death;  to  break  thoee 

bars 
Of  terror  and  abhorrence  nature  throws 
Cross  our  obstracted  way  ;*  and  thus  to  make 
Welcome,  as  safe,  our  port  from  eyery  storm. 
Eadi  friend  by  fate  snatched  from  us  is  a 

plume 
Plucked  from  the  wing  of  human  yanity.  ^ 
Which  makes    us    stoop    from  our    aerial 

heights. 
And,  damped  with  omen  of  our  own  decease, 
On  drooping  pinions  of  ambition  lower'd. 
Just  skim  earth's  surface  ere  we  break  it  up ; 
O'er  putrid  earth  to  sci-atch  a  little  dust, 
And  saye  the  world  a  nuisance.     Smitten 

friends 
Are  angels  sent  on  errands  full  of  loye , 
For  us  they  languish,  and  for  us  they  die. 
And  shall  they  languish,  shall  they  die  in 

yain  ?  {shades. 

Ungrateful,  shall  we  ^eye  their  hoyering 
Which  wait  the  reyolution  in  our  hearts  ? 
Shall  we  disdain  their  silent,  soft  address. 
Their  posthumous  adyice,  and  pious  prayer  ? 
Senseless  as  herds  that  graze  their  hallow'd 

graves. 
Tread  under  foot  their  agonies  and  groans  ? 
Frustrate  their  anguish,   and  destroy  their 

deaths  ?  Edward  Tovng. 

996,  BEBEATBMEHT,  Faith  in. 

In  hope  of  that  immortal  crown, 

I  now  the  cross  sustain, 
And  gladly  wander  up  and  down. 

And  smile  at  toil  and  pain : 


BB]]teE<NdL.'Vmi£S:xrT. 
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I  suffer  on  my  threesocne  yeore, 

Till  my  delhrerer  come, 
And  wipe  away  his  wrvaaVB  tean, 

And  take  his  exile  home. 

O,  what  hath  Jesiu  boii|^  for  me  I 

Before  my  raviah'd  eyes 
Riyen  of  life,  diyine,  I  see. 

And  trees  of  Paradise : 
I  see  a  world  of  spirits  bright, 

Who  taste  the  pleasure  there ; 
They  all  are  robed  in  spotless  5^te, 

AjmI  conq'ring  jMdrns  they  bear. 

O  what  are  all  my  sofTrings  here. 

If,  Lordf  thou  comit  me  meet 
With  that  enraptured  host  t'  appear, 

And  worship  at  thy  feet  1 
Giye  joy  or  gnef,  giye  ease  or  pain, 

Take  life  or  friends  away, 
But  let  me  find  them  all  again 

In  that  eternal  day. 

Charles  Wmtey. 

937«  BESBAVSMBIT,  Leaoas  o£ 

There  is  no  fiock,  howeyer  watched  and 
Bat  one  dead  lamb  is  tiiere  I  [tended, 

There  is  no  fireside,  howsoever  defended. 
Bat  has  one  yacant  chair  1 

The  air  is  foil  of  farewells  to  the  dying, 

And  monmings  for  the  dead ; 
The  heart  of  Rtuhel,  for  her  children  crying, 

Will  not  be  comforted ! 

Let  us  be  patient  t    These  seyere  afflictions 

Not  from  the  ground  arise, 
But  oftentimes  celestial  benedictions 

Aai^ifnft  thia  dark  fliaflrniaft- 

We  see  but  dimly  through  the  mists  and 
Amid  these  earthly  damps  [yapors ; 

What  seem  to  us  but  sad,  funereal  tapers 
May  be  heayen's  distant  lamps. 

There  is  no  Death  I  What  seems  so  is  transi- 
This  life  of  mortal  breath,  [tion : 

Is  but  a  suburb  of  the  life  elysian. 
Whose  portal  we  call  Death. 

She  is  not  dead — ^the  child  of  our  affection — 
Bat  gone  unto  that  school  [tion. 

Where  she  no  longer  needs  our  poor  protec- 
And  Christ  himself  doth  rule. 

In  that  great  doister^s  stillness  and  seclusion. 

By  guardian  angels  led, 
Safe  from  temptation,  safe  from  sin's  pollu- 

She  Hyes  whom  we  call  dead.  [tion. 

Day  after  day  we  think  what  she  is  doing 

ui  those  bright  realms  of  air ; 
Tear  after  year,  her  tender  steps  pursuing. 

Behold  her  grown  more  fair. 

Thus  do  we  walk  with  her,  and  keep  un- 
The  bond  whidi  nature  giyes,         [broken 

Thinking  that  our  remembrance,  though  un- 
May  reach  h^  where  she  liyes.       [spoken, 


Not  as  a  child  shall  we  again  behold  her ; 

For  when  with  raptures  wild 
In  our  embraces  we  again  enfold  her, 

She  will  not  be  a  (£ild : 

But  a  Mr  maiden,  in  her  Father*s  mansion. 

Clothed  with  celestial  grace ; 
And  beautiful  with  all  the  soul's  expansion 

Shall  we  behold  her  face. 

And  though,  at  times,  impetuous  with  emo- 
And  anguish  long  suppressed,  [tion 

The  swel&g  heart  heayes  moaning  like  the 
That  cannot  be  at  rest  [ocean. 

We  will  be  patient,  and  assuage  the  feeling 
'   We  may  not  wholly  stay ; 
By  silence  sanctifying,  not  concealing, 
The  grief  that  must  haye  way. 

EL  W,  I/mofdlow. 

MS.  BSBBAVEKEHT,  FteaUa  oft 

We  clutch  our  jojrs  as  diildren  do  their 

^     flowers ;  [ours, 

We  look  at  tiiem,  but  scarce  belieye  them 

Till  our  hot  palms  haye  smirched  their  colors 

rare. 
And  cmshed  their  dewy  beauty  unaware. 
But  the  wise  Gkirdener,  whose  they  were, 

comes  by 
At  hours  when  we  expect  not,  and  with  eye 
Mournful  yet  sweet,  compassionate  though 
Takes  them.  [stem, 

Then  in  a  moment  we  discern 
By  loss,  what  was  possession,  and  half -wild 
With  misery,  cry  out  like  an  angry  diild : 
'*  O  cruel  I  thus  to  snatch  my  posy  fine  1  *' 
He  answers  tenderly,  *'  Not  thme,  but  mine,'' 
And  points  to  those  stained  fingers  which  do 

proye 
Our  fatal  cherishing,  our  dangerous  loye ; 
At  which  we,  chidden,  a  pale  silence  keep ; 
Tet  eyermore  must  weep,  and  weep,   and 
weep.  [brakes. 

So  on  through  gloomy  ways  and  thorny 
Quiet  and  slow,  our  shrinking  feet  he  takes, 
Led  by  the  soiled  hand,  which,  layed  in  tears. 
More  and  more  dean  beneath  his  sight  ap- 
pears. 
At  length  the  heayy  eyes  with  patience  shine : 
*' I  am  content  Thou  took'st  but  what  was 
thine." 

And  when  he  us  his  beauteous  garden  shows. 
Where  bountiful  the  Rose  of  Sharon  grows : 
Where  in  the   breezes  opening   spice-buds 

swell: 
And  the  pomegranate  yidds  a  pleasant  smell : 
While  to  and  fro  peaoe-sandalled  angels  moye 
In  the  pure  air  that  they — ^not  we — ^11  Loye : 
An  air  so  rare  and  fine,  our  grosser  breath 
Cannot  inhale  till  purified  by  death. 
And  thus  we,  struck  with  lousing  joy,  adore, 
And,  satisfied,  wait  mute  without  the  door. 
Until  the  gradous  Qardener  maketh  sign, 
''Enter  in  peace.    All  this  is  mine — and 

thine."  D,  Jf.  Midoek  Oraik. 
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MO.  BESEAVEMEVT,  PanntaL 

Cliild,  by  God's  sweet  mercy  giyen  to  thy 

mother  and  to  me, — 
Entering  this  world  of  sorrows,  by  His  grace, 

— so  fair  to  see : 
Fair  as  some  sweet  flower  in  summer,  till 

Death's  hand  on  thee  was  laid, 
Scorched  the  beauty  from  my  flower,  made 

the  tender  petals  fade. 
Tet  I  dare  not  weep  nor  murmur,  for  I  know 

the  King  of  Kings 
Leads  thee  to  His  marriage-chamber, — ^to  the 

glorious  bridal  brings. 
Nature  fain  would  leave  me  weeping,  love 

asserts  her  mournful  right ; 
But  I  answer,  they  have  brought  thee  to  the 

happy  world  of  light  I 
And  I  fear  that  my  lamentings,  as  I  speak  thy 

cherished  name. 
Desecrate  the  Royal  dwelling, — ^fear  to  meet 

deservM  blame. 
If  I  press  with  tears  of  anguish  into  the 

abode  of  joy ; 
Therefore  will  I,  meekly  bowing,  offer  thee 

to  God,  my  boy  I 
Yet  thy  voice,  thy  childish  singing,  soundeth 

ever  in  my  ears ; 
And  I  listen,  and  remember,  till  mine  eyes 

wHl  gather  tears. 
Thinking  of  thy  pretty  prattlings,  and  thy 

childish  words  of  love ; 
But  when  I  begin  to  murmur,  then  my  spirit 

looks  above, — 
Listens  to  the  songs  of  spirits ;  listens,  long- 
ing, wondering, 
To  the  ceaseless  glad  hosannas  angels  at  thy 

bridal  sing. 

Ephram  Syrus^  tr.  hy  Mrs.  Charles. 

330.  BEBEAYEMEHT,  Bevektions  ofi 

Lift  up  thine  eyes,  afflicted  soul  I 

From  earth  lift  up  thine  eyes  1 
Though  dark  the  evening  shadows  roll. 

And  daylight  beauty  dies,   • 
One  sun  is  set, — a  thousand  more 

Their  rounds  of  glory  run. 
Where  science  leads  thee  to  explore 

In  every  star  a  sun. 

Thus,  when  some  lon^-loved  comfort  ends, 

And  nature  would  despair. 
Faith  to  the  heaven  of  heaven  ascends, 

And  meets  ten  thousand  there ; 
First  faint  and  small,  then  clear  and  bright, 

They  gladden  all  the  gloom. 
As  stars  that  seem  but  points  of  light 

The  rank  of  suns  assume. 

James  Montgomery, 

d31«  BEBEAYEXEHT,  Trial  of. 

I  cannot,  cannot  say, 
Out  of  my  bruised  and  breaking  heart, 
Storm-diiven  along  a  thorn-set  way. 

While  blood-drops  start 
From  every  pore,  as  I  drag  on, 
"Thy  will,  OGod,  bedonel" 


I  thought  but  yesterday, 
My  will  was  one  with  God's  dear  will ; 
And  that  it  would  be  sweet  to  say, 

Whatever  ill 
My  happy  state  should  smite  upon, 
**  Thy  will,  my  God,  be  done  I  '* 

But  I  was  weak  and  wrong. 
Both  weak  of  soul  and  wrong  of  heart ; 
And  Pride  alone  in  me  was  strong. 

With  cunning  art 
To  cheat  me  in  the  golden  sun, 

To  say,  **  God's  will  be  done  I " 

Oh  shadow  drear  and  cold. 
That  frights  mo  out  of  foolish  pride ; 

0  flood,  that  through  my  bosom  rolled 

Its  billowy  tide ; 

1  said,  till  ye  your  power  made  known, 

'*  Gk>d'8  will,  not  mine,  be  done  I '' 

Kow,  faint  and  sore  afraid. 
Under  my  cross,  heavy  and  rude, 
My  idols  in  the  ashes  laid. 

Like  ashes  strewed, 
The  holy  words  my  pale  lips  shun, 
**  O  God,  thy  wiU  be  donel  " 

Pity  my  woes,  O  God, 
And  touch  my  will  with  thy  warm  breath ; 
Put  in  my  trembling  hand  thy  rod, 

That  quickens  death ; 
That  my  dead  faith  may  feel  thy  sun. 
And  say,  * '  Thy  will  be  done  I  " 

d8d«  BESETTOra  sin,  Foww  ot 

Lord,  with  what  care  hast  thou  begirt  us 
round, 
Parents  first  season  us ;  then  schoolmasters 
Deliver  us  to  laws ;  they  send  us  bound 
To  rules  of  reason,  holy  messengers. 
Pulpits  and  Sundays,  sorrow  dogging  sin, 
Afflictions  sorted,  anguish  of  all  sizes. 
Fine  nets  and  stratagems  to  catch  us  in, 
Bibles  laid  open,  millions  of  surpiises. 
Blessings  beforehand,  ties  of  gratefulness. 
The  sound  of  glory  ringing  in  our  ears ; 
Without,  our   shame;    within,   our  con- 
sciences; 
Angels  and  grace,  eternal  hopes  and  fears, 
Yet  all  these  fences  and  their  whole  array 
One  cunning  bosom-sin  blows  quite  away. 

Cfeorge  MerberU 

383.  BIBLE,  A  Lirixig. 

A  living,  breathing  Bible ;  tables  where 
Both  covenants,  at  large,  engraven  were ; 
Gk>spel  and  law  in  heart  Imd  each  its  col- 
umn, 
His  head  an  index  to  the  sacred  volume ; 
His  very  name  a  title-page ;  and  next, 
His  life  a  commentary  on  the  text 
O,  what  a  monument  of  glorious  worth. 
When  in  a  new  edition  he  comes  forth. 
Without  erratas,  may  we  think  he'd  be 
In  leaves  and  covers  of  Eternity  t 

Benjamin  Wbodbridge, 
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934.  BIBLE,  BiMMd. . 

Blessed  Bible  I  how  I  love  it  t 

How  it  doth  my  bosom  cheer  I 
What  hath  earth  like  this  to  covet  ? 

O,  what  stores  of  wealth  are  here  I 
Han  was  lost  and  doomed  to  sorrow ; 

Not  one  ray  of  light  or  bliss 
Could  he  from  eart&s  treasures  borrow. 

Till  his  way  was  cheered  by  this  ? 

Yes,  m  to  my  bosom  press  thee, 

Pbecious  Wobd,  ril  hide  thee  here ; 
Sore  my  very  heart  will  bless  thee, 

For  thou  ever  sayest  "  good  cheer :  '^ 
Speak,  my  heart,  and  tell  thy  ponderincs, 

Tell  how  far  thy  rovings  lea,  L^gs, 

When  THIS  book  brought  back  thy  wimder- 

Bpeaking  life  as  from  the  dead. 

Yes,  sweet  Bible  1  I  will  hide  thee 

.    Deepy  yes,  deeper  in  this  heart ; 

Thoo,  through  all  my  life  will  guide  me, 

And  in  death  we  will  not  part 
Part  in  death  f    No  I  never  I  never  I 

Through  death's  vale  Til  lean  on  thee ; 
Then,  in  worlds  above,  for  ever, 

Sweeter  still  thy  truths  shall  be ! 

FhaibeBdmer. 


BIBLEi  Oontenta  of  the. 

If  thou  art  merry,  here  are  airs ; 
If  melancholv,  here  are  prayers ; 
If  studious,  here  are  those  things  writ 
Which  may  deserve  thy  ablest  wit ; 
If  hungry,  here  is  food  divine ; 
If  thirsty,  nectar,  heaveuly  wine. 

Bead,  then ;  but,  first,  thyself  prepare 
To  r»ftd  with  zeal  and  mark  with  care ; 
And  when  thou  read^st  what  here  is  writ, 
Let  thy  best  practice  second  it : 
So  twice  each  precept  read  shaU.  be, — 
I^rrt  in  the  book,  and  next  in  thee. 

BbUt  Heylyn, 

9M.  BIBLE,  Esteeming  tha. 

This  holy  book  Fd  rather  own 

Than  aU  the  gold  and  gems 
Ihat  e'er  in  monarchs^  coffers  shone. 

Than  all  their  diadems. 

Nay,  were  the  seas  one  chrysolite, 

The  earth  one  gulden  bsdl. 
And  diadems  all  the  stars  of  niffht, 

This  book  outweighs  them  afl. 

Ah,  no,  the  soul  ne^er  found  relief 
In  glittering  hoards  of  wealth ; 

€kms  dazzle  not  the  eye  of  grief, 
Gold  cannot  purchase  health. 

But  here  a  blessed  balm  appears 

To  heal  the  deepest  woe, 
And  those  who  read  this  book  in  tears, 

Their  tears  shall  cease  to  flow. 

937.  BIBIiB,  Excellenoe  of  the. 

Thy  thoughts  are  here,  my  Qod, 
Bxpres^  in  words  divine, 


The  utterance  of  heavenly  lips 
In  eveiy  sacred  line. 

Across  the  a«^  they 

Have  reached  us  from  afar. 
Than  the  bright  gold  more  golden  they, 

Purer  than  purest  star. 

More  durable  they  stand 

Than  the  eternal  hiUs ; 
Far  sweeter  and  more  musical 

Than  music  of  earth's  lills. 

Fairer  in  their  fair  hues 
Than  the  fresh  flowers  of  earth, 

More  fragrant  than  the  fragrant  climes 
Where  odors  have  their  birth. 

Each  word  of  Thine  a  gem 

From  the  celestial  mines, 
A  sunbeam  from  that  holy  heaven 

Where  holy  sunlight  shines. 

Thine,  Thine,  this  book,  though  given 

In  man's  poor  human  speech. 
Telling  of  things  unseen,  unheard. 

Beyond  all  human  reach. 

No  strength  it  craves  or  needs 
From  this  world's  wisdom  vain ; 

No  filHuff  up  from  human  wells, 
Or  sublunary  rain. 

No  light  from  sons  of  time, 

Nor  brilliance  from  its  gold. 
It  sparkles  with  its  own  gbd  light, 

As  in  the  ages  old. 

A  thousand  hammers  keen 

With  fiery  force  and  strain. 
Brought  down  on  it  in  rage  and  hate. 

Have  struck  this  gem  in  vain. 

Against  this  sea-swept  rock 
Ten  thousand  storms  tiieir  wHl 

Of  foam  and  rage  have  wildly  spent ; 
It  lifts  its  calm  face  stilL 

It  standeth  and  will  stand, 

Without  or  change  or  ase. 
The  word  of  majes^  and  ught, 
^  The  church's  heritage. 

Horatim  Bonm . 

888.  BIBLE,  Family. 

What  household  thoughts  around  thee,  as 

their  shrine,  [guH^id, 

CUng   reverently  I — Of    anxious   looks   be- 
My  mother's  eyes  upon  thy  page  divine 
Were  daily  bent ;  her  accents,  gravely  mild. 
Breathed  out  thy  love ; — ^whilst  I,  a  dreamy 

child. 
On  breeze-like  fancies  wandered  oft  away, 
To  some  lone  tuft  of  gleaming  tpting-flowers 

wild,  [play» 

Some  fresh-discovered  nook  for  woodland 
Some  secret  nest ;  yet  would  tbtt  solemn  word. 
At  times,  with  kindlings  ol  young  wonder 

heard, 
Fall  on  my  wakened  spirit,  there  to  be 
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A  seed  not  lost ;  for  which,  in  darker  years, 
O  Book  of  Heaven !  I  pour,  with  grateful 

tears, 
Heartrblessings  on  the  holy  dead,  and  fhee  I 

Fdicia  Dorothea  Bemans, 

dW«  BIBLE,  FuhuM  of  tlub 

There  is  a  lamp  whose  steady  light 
Guides  the  poor  traveller  in  the  night : — 
'Tis  QodCs  own  word  I  Its  beamiiig  ray 
Can  torn  a  midnight  into  day. 

There  is  a  storehouse  of  rich  fare. 
Supplied  with  plenty  and  to  spare : — 
'Tm  Gk)d's  own  word  I  It  spreads  a  feast 
For  every  hungering,  thirsting  guest 

There  is  a  chart  whose  tracings  show 
The  onward  course  when  tempests  blow: — 
'Tis  God's  own  word  I  There,  there  is  found 
Direction  for  the  homeward  bound. 

There  is  a  tree  whose  leaves  impart 
Health  to  the  burdened,  contrite  heart : — 
'Tis  God^s  own  word  I  It  cures  of  sin, 
And  makes  the  guilty  conscience  dean. 

Give  me  this  lamp  to  light  my  road ; 
This  storehouse  for  my  daily  food ; 
Give  me  this  chart  for  life's  rough  sea ; 
These  healing  leaves,  this  heavenly  tree. 

K  J.  BetU, 

d44l»  bible;  I]i«pii»ti<fli  of  tho. 

Whence,  but  from  Heaven,  could  men  un- 
skilled in  arts, 
In  several  ages  bom,  in  several  parts. 
Weave  such  agreeing  truths  ?  or  now,  or  why. 
Should  all  conspire  to  cheat  us  with  a  lie  ? 
Unask'd  their  pains,  tmgrateful  their  advice, 
Starving  their  gain,  and  martyrdom  their 
price. 

If  on  the  book  itself  we  cast  our  view, 
Ck)ncurrent  heathens  prove  the  story  true : 
The  doctrine,  miracles ;  which  must  convince, 
For  Heaven  in  them  appeals  to  human  sense : 
And  though  they  prove  not  they  confirm  the 
cause,  [laws. 

When  what  is  taught  agrees  with  nature's 

Therefore  the  style,  maiestic  and  divine. 
It  speaks  no  less  than  cFod  in  every  line : 
Commanding  words ;  whose  force  is  still  the 

same 
As  the  first  fiat  that  produced  our  frame 
All  faiths  beside,  or  did  by  arms  ascend ; 
Or  sense  indulg'd  has  made  mankind  their 

friend : 
This  only  doctrine  does  our  lusts  oppose : 
Unfed  by  nature's  soil,  in  which  it  grows ; 
Cross  to  our  interests,  curbing  sense  and  sin ; 
Oppressed  without,  and  undermined  within, 
It  thrives  through  pain ;  its  own  tormentors 

tires, 
And  with  a  stubborn  patience  still  aspires. 

John  Dryden, 


941.  BIBLE,  My  Koiher'i. 

This  book  is  all  that's  left  me  now, 

Tears  will  unbidden  start, — 
With  faltering  lip  and  throbbing  brow 

I  press  it  to  my  heart 
For  many  generations  past 

Here  is  our  family  tree ; 
My  mother's  hands  this  Bible  dasped. 

She,  dying,  gave  it  me. 

Ah  1  well  do  I  remember  those 

Whose  names  these  records  bear  : 
Who  round  the  hearthstone  used  to  close. 

After  the  evening  prayer. 
And  speak  of  what  these  pages  said 

In  tones  my  heart  would  thrill  I 
Though  they  are  with  the  silent  dead. 

Here  are  they  living  still  I 

My  father  read  this  holy  book 

To  brothers,  sisters,  dear; 
How  calm  was  my  poor  mother's  look. 

Who  loved  Gtod's  word  to  hear  I 
Her  angel  face, — ^I  see  it  yet ! 

What  thronging  memories  come ! 
A^n  that  little  group  is  met 

Within  the  halls  of  home  I 

Thou  truest  friend  man  ever  knew. 

Thy  constancy  Tve  tried ; 
When  1^  were  false,  I  found  thee  true. 

My  counsellor  and  guide. 
The  mines  of  earth  no  treasures  give 

That  could  this  volume  buy  ; 
In  teaching  me  the  way  to  live. 

It  taught  me  how  to  die  I 

Qoorge  P,  Morris. 

345l«  BIBLE,  Pdrrenion  of  the. 

Many  believed ;  but  more  the  truth  of  G^od 
Turned  to  a  lie,  deodving  and  dcodved ; — 
Each,  with  the  accursed  sorcery  of  sin. 
To  his  own  wish  and  vile  propensity 
Transf  orminsr  still  the  meaning  of  tiie  text 
Hear,  whne  I  briefly  tell  what  mortals 

proved,  - . 

By  effort  vast  of  ingenuity,  |l>le; — 

Most  wondrous,  though  perverse  and  damna- 
Proved  from  the  Bible,  wluch,  as  thou  hast 

heard, 
So  plainly  spoke  that  all  could  understand. 
First,  and  not  least  in  number,  argued  some  • 
From  out  this  book  itself,  it  was  a  lie, 
A  fable  framed  by  crafty  men  to  cheat 
The  simple  herd,  and  make  them  bow  the  knee 
To  kings  and  priests.    These  in  their  wiadom 

left 
The  light  revealed,  and  turned  to  f  andes  wild. 
Maintaining  loud,  that  ruined,  helpless  man, 
Needed  no  saviour.     Others  proved  tiiat  men 
Might  live  and  die  in  sin,  and  yet  be  saved. 
For  so  it  was  decreed ;  binding  tiie  will, 
By  Qod  left  free,  to  unconditional, 
Unreasonable  fate.     Others  beUev^  . 
That  he  who  was  most  criminal,  debased, 
Condemned  and  dead,  unaided  might  asoend 
The  heights  of  virtue;  to  a  perfect  law 
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Giring  a  lame,  half-way  obodience,  which 
By  lueleBS  effort  only  scired  to  show 
The  impotence  of  him  who  vainly  strore 
T^th  finite  arm  to  measnie  infinite ; 
Host  useless  effort  I  when  to  justify 
In  sight  of  Qod  it  meant,  as  proof  of  faith 
f  Most  acceptable,  and  worthy  of  all  praise. 
Another  held,  and  from  the  Bible  held. 
He  was  in&lliblo— most  fallen  by  snch 
Pretoioe — ^that  none    the    Scriptures,   open 

to  all, 
And  most  to  humble-hearted,  ought  to  read. 
But  priests;  that  all  who  ventured  to  di&- 

daim 
His  forged  authority,  incurred  the  wrath 
Of  Heaven ;  and  he  who,  in  the  blood  of  such. 
Though   father,  mother,  daughter,  wife,  or 

son 
Imbrued  his  hands,  did  most  reli^ous  work, 
17ell  pleasing  to  the  heart  of  the  Most  High. 
Others,  in  outward  rite  devotion  placed ; 
In  meats,  in  drinks ;  in  robe  of  certain  shape, 
In  bodily  abasements,  bended  knees ; 
Days,  numbers,  places,  vestments,  words,  and 


Absurdly  in  their  hearts  imagining. 
That  Gh>d,  like  men,  was  pleased  with  out- 
ward show. 
Another,  stranger  and  more  wicked  still. 
With  dark  and  dolorous  labor,  ill  applied, 
With  many  a  gripe  of  conscience,  and  with 

most 
Unhealthy  and  abortive  reasoning, 
That  brought  his  sanity  to  serious  doubt^ 
'Mong  wise  and  honest  men,  maintained  that 

He, 
Tirat  Wisdom,  Great  Messiah,  Prince  of  Peace, 
The  second  of  the  uncreated  Three, 
Was  nouffht  but  man— of  earthly  origin ; 
Thus  making  void  the  sacrifice  Divine, 
And  leaving  ffuilty  men,  Qod's  holy  law 
Still  unatoned,  to  work  them  endless  death. 
These  are  a  part ;  but  to  relate  thee  all 
The  monstrous,  unbaptized  phantasies, 
Imaginations  fearfully  absurd. 
Hobgoblin  rites,  and  moon-struck  reveries, 
Distracted  creeds,  and  visionary  dreams. 
More  bodiless  and  hideously  misshapen 
Than  ever  fancy,  at  ^e  noon  of  night, 
Playinff  at  will,  framed  in  the  madman^s 

brain,  [proved, 

Tliat  from  this  book  of  simple  truth  were 
Were  proved,  as  foolish  men  were  wont  to 

prove. 
Would  bring  my  word  in  doubt,  and  thy  be- 

Hef 
Stagger,  though  here  I  sit  and  sing,  within 
The  pale  of  truth,  where  falsehood  never 

came.  Robert. FoUoik. 

diS.  BIBLE,  FhiloMphy  of  the. 

The  lamp  of  revelation  only  shows 
What  human  wisdom  cannot  but  oppose, 
That  man,  in  nature's  richest  manue  clad 
And  graced  with  all  philosophy  can  add. 
Though  fair  without,  and  luminous  withuiy 
Is  stiU  the  progeny  and  heir  of  sin. 


Thus  taught,   down  falls  the  plumage  of 

his  pride. 
He  feels  the  need  of  an  unerring  guide. 
And  knows  that,  falling,  he  shall  rise  no 

more, 
XJnleas  the  power  that  bade  him  stand,  restore. 
This  is  indeed  philosophy :  this  known, 
Makes  wisdom  worthy  of  the  name,  his  own ; 
And,  without  this,  whatever  he  discuss, — 
Whether  the  space  betwixt  the  stars  and  us ; 
Whether  he  measure  earth,  compute  the  sea. 
Weigh  sunbeams,  carve  a  fly,  or  spit  a  flea, — 
The  solemn  trifler,  with  his  boasted  skUl, 
Toils  much,  and  is  a  solemn  trifler  still ; 
Blind  was  he  bom,  and  his  misguided  eyes 
Grown  dim  in  tri^ng  studies,  blind  he  dies. 

Wm,  Copper, 

M4.  BIBLE,  Basdhiiri^ 

Within  this  ample  volume  lies 
The  mystery  of  mvsteries  ; 
Happiest  they  of  human  race 
To  whom  their  God  has  given  grace. 
To  read,  to  fear,  to  hope,  to  pray, 
To  lift  the  latch,  to  force  the  way ; 
And  better  had  thflf  ne'er  been  bom 
That  read  to  doubt,  or  read  to  scom. 

Sir  Walter  Scott. 

345.  BIBLE,  Bqjaotiiig  iha. 

And  can  then  true  philosophy  reject 

As  false,  a  book  which  the  same  sterling  troths 

As  reason,  following  closely,  brings  to  light, 

Maintains  with  such  corroborations  ?    Sealed 

With  the  broad  si^et  of  the  Eternal  One 

Stamped  upon  all  its  pages  t    Is  it  trae 

Philosophy,  without  examining, 

Will  scom  a  book  that  purports  to  entail 

Eternal  bliss  or  everlasting  woe 

On  its  acceptance  or  rejection  f    Oh  t 

I  could  almost  respond  the  prophet's  words, 

Woidd  that  my  head  were  waters,  and  my  eyes 

Fountains  of  tears,  that  I  might  weep 

Nightly  and   daily  through    life's  passing 

years 
For  human  blindnest  and  for  human  sin. 

T.Iiagff. 

SI44I,  BIBLE^  Beiponilbaity  fbr  tli«. 

The  Book  of  God  I    And  is  there  then  a 
book 
Which  on  its  front  that  awful  title  bears  f 
Who  hold  it,  what  high  duty  must  be 
theirs. 
And  what  hish  privile^  therein  to  look. 
To  read,  mark,  Icam,  digest  I  But  in  this  nook 
Of  earth  pent  up,  and  blinded  by  earth's 

cares. 
Its  hopes  and  joys,  if  man  the  treasure  dares 
To  scorn,  such  scom  shall  the  great  Author 

brook! — 
How  longed  the  holy  men  and  prophets  old 
God's  troth  to  see  I    How  blest,  whom  He 
hath  willed 
To  see  His  troth  in  His  own  book  enrolled  t 
Pure  is  the  Book  of  God,  with  sweetness 
filled; 
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More  pure  fhan  massiye,  unadulterate  gold, 
More  Bwcet  than  honey  from  the  rode  dis- 
tilled. Bpt  Jfant. 

347,  BIBLE,  Beuoh  t^ 

Yes,  'tis  a  mine  of  precious  jewelry, 
The  Book  of  €k>d ;  a  well  of  streams  diyine ! 
But  who  would  wish  the  riches  of  that 
mine 
To  make  his  own ;  his  fhirst  to  satisfy  [ply ; 
From  that  pure  well ;  must  ear,  eye,  soul,  ap- 
On  precept  precept  scan,  and  line  on  line ; 
Search,  ponder,  sift,  compare,  divide,  com- 
bine. 
For  truths  that  oft  beneath  the  surface  lie. 
Yes;   there  are  things  which  he  who  runs 
may  read,  [pai^* 

Nor  few  there  are,  which  yield  a  harder 
To  mark,  discern,  and  know.    With  cautious 
heed,  [chart ; 

'Tis  €k>d's  command,  survey  thy  safety's. 
Lest  arduous  things,  distorted,  death-ward 
lead 
The  mind  unlearned,  and  the  unstable  heart. 

MS.  BIBLB,  ffinilt^  tin, 

Thy  word  is  like  a  oarden,  Lord, 
With  flowers  brignt  and  fair ; 

And  every  one  who  seeks,  may  pluck 
A  lovely  nosegay  there. 

Tliy  word  is  like  a  deep,  deep  mine, 

And  jewels  rich  and  rare 
Are  hidden  in  its  mighty  depths, 

For  every  searcher  there. 

Thy  word  is  like  the  starry  host ; 

A  thousand  rays  of  light 
Are  seen,  to  guide  the  traveller 

And  make  his  pathway  bright 

Thy  word  is  like  a  glorious  choir 
And  loud  its  anthems  ring ; 

Though  many  tongues  and  parts  unite. 
It  is  one  song  they  sing. 

Thy  word  is  like  an  annory. 

Where  soldiers  may  repair ; 
And  find,  for  life's  long  battle-day. 

All  needful  weapons  there. 

O,  may  I  love  Thy  precious  word, 

May  I  explore  the  mine ; 
May  I  its  fragrant  flowers  glean, 

Iday  light  upon  me  shine  I 

O,  may  I  flnd  my  armor  there ; — 

Thy  word  my  trusty  sword, 
m  learn  to  fight  with  every  foe 

The  battle  of  the  Lord  1 

E&uiin  Eodder. 

949*  BIBLE,  TeaeUagi  of  the. 

The  Author  Ood  himself ; 
The  subject,  God  and  man ;  Salvation,  life 
And  death — eternal  life,  eternal  death — 
Dread  words  I  whose  meaning  has  no  end,  no 
bounds- 


Most  wondrous  book  I  bright  candle  of  the 
Star  of  eternity !  the  only  star  [Lord : 

By  which  the  bark  of  man  could  navigate 
The  sea  of  life,  and  gain  the  coast  of  bliss 
Securely ;  only  star  which  rose  on  Time, 
And,  on  its  dark  and  troubled  billows,  still, 
As  generation,  drifting  swifdy  by. 
Succeeded  generation,  threw  a  ray 
Of  heaven's  own  lieht,  and  to  the  hills  of  Qod, 
The  everlasting  hiUs,  pointed  the  sinners  eye : 
By  prophets,  seers,  and  priests,  and  sacred 

bards, 
Evangelists,  apostles,  men  inspired. 
And  by  the  Holy  Ghost  anointed,  set 
Apart  and  consecrated  to  declare 
To  earth  the  counsels  of  the  Eternal  One, 
This  book,  this  holiest,  this  sublimest  book, 
Was  sent. — ^Heaven^s  will,  Heaven's  code  of 

laws  entire  [bounds 

To  man,  this  book  contained;  defined  the 
Of  vice  and  virtue,  and  of  life  and  death ; 
And  what  was  shadow,  what  was  substance 

taught 
Much  it  revealed ;  important  all ;  the  least 
Worth  more  than  what  else  seemed  of  highest 

worth: 
But  this  of  plainest  most  essential  truth — 
That  Gk>d  is  one,  eternal,  holy,  just 
(hnnipotent,  omniscient  infinite  ;  ■       [true ; 
Most  wise,  most  good,  most  merciful  and 
In  all  perfection  most  unchangeable : 
That  man — ^that  every  man  of  every  clime 
And  hue,  of  every  age,  and  every  rank. 
Was  bad — ^by  nature  and  by  practice  bad ; 
Lx  understanding  blind,  in  will  perverse, 
In  heart  corrupt ;  in  every  thought  and  word. 
Imagination,  passion,  and  desire. 
Most  utterly  depraved  throughout  ai^d  ill. 
In  sight  of  Heaven,  though  less  in  sight  of 

man; 
At  enmity  with  God  his  maker  bom. 
And  by  his  very  life  an  heir  of  death ; 
That  man — that  every  man  was,  farther,  most 
Unable  to  redeem  himself.  Or  pay 
One  mite  of  his  vast  debt  to  God — ^nay,  more, 
Was  most  reluctant  and  averse  to  be 
Redeemed,  and  sin's  most  voluntary  slave : 
That  Jesus,  Son  of  God,  of  Mary  lx>m 
In  Bethlehem,  and  by  Pilate  crucified 
On  Calvary  for  man  thus  fallen  and  lost 
Died;    and,  by  death,  life   and   salvation 

bought 
And  perfect  righteousness,  for  all  who  should 
In  His  great  name  believe ;  that  He,  the  third 
In  the  eternal  Essence,  to  the  prayer    [asked. 
Sincere  should  come,  should  come  as  soon  as 
Proceeding  from  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
To  give  faith  and  repentance,  such  as  Gk>d 
Accepts — ^to  open  the  intellectual  eyes, 
BUnaed  by  sin ;  to  bend  the  stubb<>m  will. 
Perversely  to  the  side  of  wrong  inclined. 
To  God  and  His  commancUnents,  just  and 

good; 
The  wHd  rebellious  passions  to  subdue, 
And  faring  them  back  to   humony  with 

heaven; 
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To  purify  the  coDsdcnco,  and  to  lead 
The  mind  into  all  truth,  and  to  adorn 
WiUi  every  holy  ornament  of  grace, 
And  sanctify  the  whole  renewed  soul. 
Which  henceforth  might  no  more  fall  totally 
]^t  perseYcre,  though  erring  oft,  amidst 
The  mists  of  time,  in  piety  to  God, 
And  sacred  works  of  charity  to  men :   [thus, 
That  he,  who  thus  belieyed,  and  practised 
Should  have  bis  sins  forgiven,  however  vile ; 
Should  bo  sustained  at  mid-day,  mom,  and 
By  God'*8  omnipotent,  eternal  sraoe        [even, 
And  in  the  evil  hour  of  sore  diaease, 
Temptation,  persecution,  war,  and  death — 
For  temporal  death,  although  unstingcd,  re- 
mained— 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  Almighty^s  wings 
Should  sit  unhurt,  and  at  the  judgment-day 
Should  share  the  resurrection  of  the  just, 
And  reign  with  Ciirist  in  bliss  for  evermore : 
That  all,  however  named,  however  great. 
Who  would  not  thus  believe,  nor  practise  thus, 
But  in  their  sins  impenitent  remained. 
Should  in  perpetual  fear  and  terror  live ; 
Should  die  unpardoned,  unredeemed,  unsaved, 
And  at  the  hour  of  doom  should  be  cast  out 
To  utter  darkness  in  the  nicht  of  hell. 
By  mercy  and  by  God  abandoned,  there 
To  reap  the  harvests  of  eternal  woe.  [phrase, 
This  did   that  book  declare   in  obvious 
In  most  sincere  and  honest  words  by  God 
ffimself  selected  and  arranged ;  so  clear, 
So  plain,  so  perfectly  distinct,  that  none 
Who  read  with  humble  wish  to  understand. 
And  asked  the  Spirit,  ^vento  all  who  asked, 
Could  miss  their  meamng,  blazed  in  heavenly 

This  Ijook — this  holy  book,  on  every  line 
Marked  with  the  seal  of  high  divinity, 
On  every  leaf  bedewed  with  drops  of  love 
Divine,  and  with  the  eternal  heraldry 
And  signature  of  God  Almighty  stampt 
From  nrst  to  last — ^this  ray  of  sacred  light, 
This  lamp,  from  off  the  everlasting  throne, 
Mercy  took  down,  and,  in  the  night  of  time. 
Stood,  ca«^tiTig  on  the  dark  her  gracious  bow ; 
And  evennore  beseeching  men,  with  tears 
And  earnest  sighs,  to  read,  believe,  and  live : 
And  many  to  her  voice  gave  ear,  and  read. 
Believed,  obeyed ;  and  now,  as  the  Amen, 
IVue,  Faithful  Witness  swore,  with  snowy 
robes  [life. 

And  branchy  palms  surround  the  foimt  of 
And  drink  the  streams  of  immortality, 
Forever  happy,  and  forever  young. 

Bobert  B)Uoh. 

'    9M»  BIBLE,  Ytlw  of  the. 

"0  lady  fair,  these  silks  of  mine  are  beauti- 
ful and  rare, — 

The  richest  web  of  the  Indian  loom,  which 
beauty^s  queen  might  wear ; 

And  my  pearls  are  pure  as  thy  own  fair  neck, 
with  whose  radiant  light  they  vie ; 

I  have  l»ought  them  with  me  a  weary  way, — 
will  my  gentle  lady  buy  ?  *' 
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And  the  lady  smiled  on  the  worn  old  man 

throush  the  dark  and  clustering  curls 
Which  veiled  her  brow  as  she  bent  to  view 

his  silks  tad  glittering  pearls ; 
And  she  placed  their  price  in  the  old  man^s 

hand,  and  lightly  turned  away, 
Bat  she  paused  at  the  wanderer's  call, — *'  Mj 

gentle  lady,  stay  I " 

*'0  lady  fair,  I  have*  yet  a  gem  which  a 

purer  lustre  flings, 
Than   the  diamond  flash  of  the  jewelled 

crown  on  the  lofty  brow  of  kings, — 
A  wonderful  pearl  of  exceeding  price,  whose 

virtues  shall  not  decay. 
Whose  light  shall  be  as  a  spell  to  thee  and  a 

blessing  on  thy  way  I  '* 

Hie  lady  glanced  at  the  mirroring  steel  where 

her  form  of  grace  was  seen. 
Where  her  eyes  shone  dear  md  her  dark  locks 

waved  their  clasping  pearls  between ; 
'*  Bring  forth  thy  pearl  of  exceeding  worth, 

thou  traveller  gray  and  old, — 
And  name  the  price  of  thy  precious  ffem,  and 

my  page  shall  count  thy  gold.*' 

The  cloud  went  off  from  the  pilgrim's  brow, 

as  a  small  and  meagre  book, 
Unchased  with  gold  or  gem  of  cost,  from  his 

folding  robe  he  took  I 
"  Here,  lady  udr,  is  the  pearl  of  price,  may  it 

prove  as  such  to  thee  I 
Nay — ^keep  thy  gold — ^I  ask  it  not,  for  the 

word  of  God  is  free  I '' 

The  hoary  traveler  went  his  way,  but  the  gift 

he  left  behind 
Hath  had  its  pure  and  perfect  work  on  the 

high-bom  maiden's  mind. 
And  she  hath  turned  from  the  pride  of  sin  to 

the  lowliness  of  truth, 
And  given  her  human  heart  to  €k>d  in  its 

beautiful  hour  of  youth  t 

And  she  hath  left  the  gray  old  halls,  where 

an  evil  faith  had  power. 
The  courtly  knights  of  her  other's  train,  and 

the  maidens  of  her  bower ; 
And  she  hath  gone  to  the  Yaudois  Vf|les,  by 

lordly  feet  untrod. 
Where  the  poor  and  needy  of  earth  are  rich 

in  the  perfect  love  of  Qod  1 

John  Q.  WhiUier. 

351.  BIOaiBT,  Fate  oft 

The  bigot  theologian — ^in  minute 
Distinctions  skilled,  and  doctrines  unreduced 
To  practice ;  in  debate  how  loud  I  how  lonff  I 
How  dexterous  I  in  Christian  love,  how  cola  I 
His  vain  conceits  wete  orthodox  alone. 
The  immutable  and  heavenly  truth,  revealed 
By  God,  was  nought  to  him :  he  had  an  art, 
A  kind  of  hellish  charm,  that  made  the  lips 
Of   truth  speak  falsehood;    to   his  likmg 

turned 
The  meaning  of  the  text ;  made  trifles  seem 
The  marrow  of  salvation ;  to  a  word. 


66 


BIO-OTRY. 


BIRTEC    OW   CHRIST. 


A  name,  a  sect,  that  sounded  in  the  ear, 
And  to  the  eye  so  many  letters  showed, 
Bnt  did  no  more — ^gave  yalue  infinite ; 
Proved  still  his  reasoning  best,  and  his  belief, 
Thongh  propped  on  &mcies,  wild  as  mad- 

men^s  areams. 
Most  rational,  most  scriptural,  most  sound; 
With  mortal  heresy  denouncing  all 
Who  in  his  arguments  could  see  no  force. 
On  points  of  f aitl^  too  fine  for  human  sigh^ 
Ana  ne^er  understood  in  heaven,  h&  placed 
His  everlasting  hope,  undoubting  placed. 
And  died :  and  when  he  opened  his  ear,  pre^ 

pared 
To  hear,  beyond  the  grave,  the  minstrelsy 
Of  bliss — ^he  heard,  sJas  I  the  wail  of  woe. 
He  proved  all  creeds  false  but  his  own,  and 

found  [cause 

At  last,  his  own  most  false^^most  false,  be* 
He  qpent  his  time  to  prove  all  others  so. 

JSabert  BoUok. 

M3.  BIOOTBT,  In&Uibla. 

,  He  was  of  that  stubborn  crew 
Of  errant  saints,  whom  all  men  g^rant 
To  be  the  true  church  militant ; 
3uch  as  do  build  their  faith  upon 
The  holy  text  of  pike  and  gun ; 
Decide  aU  controversies  by 
Infallible  artillery, 
/    And  prove  their  doctrine  orthodox 
By  apostolic  blows  and  knocks ; 
Call  fire,  and  sword,  and  desolation 
A  godly,  thorough  Reformation, 
Which  always  must  be  carried  on 
And  still  be  doing,  never  done ; 
As  if  reliffion  were  intended 
Por  nothmg  else  but  to  be  mended. 
A  sect  whose  chief  devotion  lies 
In  odd  perverse  antipathies ; 
In  falling  out  with  that  or  this. 
And  findmg  somewhat  still  amiss ; 
More  peevish,  cross,  and  splenetic. 
Than  dog  distract,  or  monkey  sic^ ; 
That  with  more  care  keep  holiday 
The  wrong,  than  others  the  right  way ; 
Compound  for  sins  they  are  inclined  to. 
By  jamning  those  they  have  no-mind  to ; 
Still  so  perverse  and  opposite, 
As  if  they  worshipped  Qod  for  spite ; 
The'self-same  thing  they  will  abhor 
One  way,  and  long  another  for.- 

Samtid  Butler. . 

dM.  BIGOIBT,  Sin  of. 

6  love-destroying,  cursdd  Bigotry ; 
Cursdd  in  heaven  but  cursM  more  in  heU ! 
The  infidel  who  turned  his  impious  war 
Against  the  walls  of  ffion,  on  the  Kodc 
Of  Ages  bunt,  and  higher  than  the  clouds, 
Sinn^  and  reoeived  his-  due  reward ;  but  she 
Within  her  walls  sinned  more ;  of  Ignorance 
Begot,^  her  daughter.  Persecution,  walked 
The  earth  from  age  to  age,  and  drank  the 
Of  saints.  [blood 

BdbertlhUoh. 


QM,  BIBTEDATf  for  a  Chnuecratioii. 

Away  with  my  fears  1 

The  fflad  morning  appears 
When  an  hen:  of  salvation  was  bora. 

From  Jehovah  I  came, 

For  His  glory  I  am, 
And  to  Him  I  with  singing  return. 

All  honor  and  praise 
To  the  Father  of  grace, 

To  the  Spirit  and  Son  I  return ; 
The  business  pursue 
He  hath  made  me  to  do. 

And  rejoice  that  I  ever  was  born. 

My  remnant  of  da3rs 

I  spend  Sn  His  praise, 
Who  died  the  whole  world  to  redeem : 

Be  tiiey  many  or  few. 

My  days  are  His  due, 
And  they  all  are  devoted  to  Him. 

Oharlei  Wuieff, 

d55.  BIATUDAT,  iTodng  tk 

Why  should  we  count  our  life  by  years. 

Since  years  a,re  short,  and  pass  away  I 
Or,  why  by  fortune's  smiles  or  tears, 

Since  tears  are  vain  and  smiles  decay  I 
0 1  count  by  virtues — these  shaU  last 

When  life's  lame-footed  race  is  o'er ; 
And  these,  when  earthly  joys  are  past, 

May  cheer  us  on  a  brighter  shore. 

SartJih  J.  Eals^ . 

W6«  BIBTHDAT,  Thooght  for  a. 

It  is  my  natal  day  I    Another  year 
Is  registered  against  me  in  the  account 
Of  tim^  to  me  entrusted,  and  the  amouht 
Of  that  rich  talent  for  my  trial  "here 
By  one  more  year  diminished.    As  more  near 
My  reckoning  draws,  does  evil's  inborn 

fount 
Within  me  more  subside,  and,  paramount 
To  the  world's  love,  the  love  of  Qod  sincere 
Reign  arbiter  ?->0h,  may  each  year,  each  day, 
.    By  Him  voudisafed,  to  Him  its  tribute 

pour. 
And  His  free  love  with  answering  love  repay : 
Worthless,  alas  I    Yet  such  as  may  for 
store 
Of  blesdngs  given  meet  gratitude  display, 
TUU.  the  night  come,  and  I  can  work  no 
more.  Bp,  Mont. 

3ftT*  BIBTH  OF  OHBIBT,  Benefita  of  the. 

When  Jordan  hushed  his  waters  stiU, 
And  silence  slept  on  Zion's  hill ; 
When  Salem's  shepherds  through  the  night 
Watched  o'er  their  flocks  by  starry  light, — 

Hark  I  from  the  midnight  hills  around, 
A  voice,  of  more  tiuin  mortal  sound. 
In  distant  hallelujaha  stole. 
Wild  murmuring  o^er  the  raptured  souL 

Then  swift  to  every  startled  eye. 
New  streams  of  glory  gild  the  sky ; 
Heaven  bursts  her  aztire  sates,  to  podr 
Her  spirits  to  the  midnignt  hour. 


•birtbl  of  ohbist. 
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On  wheels  of  light,  on  wings  of  ilame. 
Hie  glorious  hosts  to  Zion  came ; 
High  heaven  with  songs  of  triumph  nmg, 
While  thus  they  smote  their  harps  and  sung : 

O  Son  I  lift  thy  raptured  eye : 
The  long-expected  hour  is  nigh ; 
The  joys  of  nature  rise  again ; 
The  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign. 

See  Miercy,  from  her  golden  urn, 
PoniB  a  rich  stream  to  them  that  mourn ; 
Behold,  she  binds,  with  tender  care. 
The  bleeding  bosom  of  Despair. 

He  oomes  to  cheer  the  trembling  heart, 
Bids  Satan  and  his  host  depart ; 
Again  the  day-star  gilds  the  gloom. 
Again  the  bowers  of  Eden  bloom. 

Thonuu  CampbdL 

399.  BIRTH  OF  CHRIST,  HMthoniam  at  ths. 

Ilie  oradLes  are  dumb. 

No  Toice  or  hideous  hum  [ceiving 

Rons  through  the  arqhed  roof  in  words  de* 
Apollo  from  his  shrine  • 

Can  no  more  divine,  [leaving. 

With  hollow  shriek  the  steep  of  Delphos 
No  nightly  trance,  or  breathed  spell, 
Inspires  the  pale-eyed  priest  from  the  pro- 
phetic celL 

Poor  and  Baalim 
Fovsake  their  temples  dim 

With  that  twice-battered  god  of  Palestine ; 
And  mooned  Ashtaroth, 
Heaven's  queen  and  mother  both, 

Now  sits  not  girt  with  tapers  holy  shine ; 
The  Lybic  Hammon- shrinks  his  horn. 
In  vain  the  Tfrian  maids  their  wounded 
Thammuz  mourn. 

And  sullen  Moloch  fled. 
Hath  left  in  shadows  dread 

His  burning  idol  all  of  bladcest  hue : 
In  vain  with  cymbal^s  ring, 
They  call  the  grisly  king. 

In  dismal  duioe  about  the  furnace  blue : 
The  bmtish  gods  of  Nile  as  fast, 
las  and  Orus,  and  the  dog  Anubis,  haste. 

Nor  is  Osiris  seen 

In  Memphian  grove  or  green.        [in^  loud : 

Tramplinff  the  unahower^a  grass  with  low- 
Nor  ean  he  be  at  rest 
Within  his  sacred  chest,  [shroud ; 

Naught  but  profoundest  Hell  can  be  his 
In  vain  with  timl^reVd  anthems  dark 
The   sable-stoled   sorcerers   bear   his   wor- 
shipped ark. 

He  feels  from  Judah's  land 
The  dreaded  Infant*s  hand,  \ejn^ ; 

The  rays  of  Bethlehem  blind  his  dusky 
Nor  all  the  gods  beside 
Longer  dare  abide.  John  Milton. 

M9«  BIRTH  OF  CHRIST,  FaiM  st  tlie. 
No  war,  or  battle's  sound 
Was  heard  the  world  around, 


The  idle  n>ear  and  shield  were  high  up 
The  hooked  chariot  stood  [hung. 

Unstained  with  hostile  blood ; 

The  trumpet  spake  not  to  the  ann^d  throng ; 
And  kings  sat  still  with  awful  eye, 
As  if  they  surely  knew  their  sovereign  Lord 
was  by. 

But  peaceful  was  the  night, 
Wherein  the  Prince  of  Jught 

His  reisn  of  peace  upon  the  earth  began : 
The  wincb,  with  wonder  whist, 
Smoothly  the  waters  kissed. 

Whispering  new  joys  to  the  mild  ocean 
Who  now  hath  quite  forgot  to  rave, 
While  birds  of   calm  sit  brooding  on  the 
charmed  wave.  John  Milton, 

MM.  BIRTH  OF  CHRIST,  Wtloomiiig  the. 

All  hail.  Thou  noble  Guest,  this  mom. 
Whose  love  did  not  the  sinner  scorn ! 
In  my  distress  Thou  cam^st  to  me : 
What  thanks  shall  I  return  to  Thoe  t 

Were  earth  a  thousand  times  as  fair. 
Beset  with  gold  and  jewels  rare, 
•  She  yet  were  far  too  poor  to  be 
A  narrow  cradle,  Lorn,  for  Thee. 

Ah,  dearest  Jesus,  Holy  Child  I 
Make  Thee  a  bed,  soft,  undeflled. 
Within  my  heart,  that  it  may  be 
A  quiet  chamber  kept  forHiee. 

Martin  Luther,  tr,  hy  A.  T.  Tozer, 

361.  BLAXE,  SliiMiic  tlia. 

How  backward  man  himself  to  blame  I 
How  ready  I,  like  Adam,  am 
To  palliate  what  I  first  would  hide. 
To  excuse  what  cannot  be  denied. 
Or  dare  witih  boldest  blasphemy 
To  charge  my  sin,  0  God,  on  Thee  I 

Charles  Wesley, 
IMI9.  BLESSED,  Wbo  an  tht7 

Who  are  the  blessed  f 
Th^  who  have  kept  their  sympathies  awake, 
And  scattered  joy  for  more  than  custom's 

sake — 
Steadfast  and  tender  in  the  hour  of  need, 
Gentle  in  thought,  benevolent  in  deed ; 
Whose  looks  lutve  power  to  make  dissensions 

cease-—  [peace ; 

Whose  smile  is  pleasant  and  whose  words  arc 
Iliey  who  have  lived  as  harmless  as.the  dove. 
Teachers  of  trut^  and  ministers  of  love ; 
Love  for  all  moral  power — all  mental  grace- 
Love  for  the  humblest  of  the  human  race — 
Love  for  that  tranquil  joy  that  virtue  brings — 
Love  for  the  Giver  of  all  goodly  things ; 
True  followers  of  that  soul-exalting  plan 
Which  Christ  laid  down  to  bless  and  govern 

man; 
They  who  can  calmly  linger  to  the  last, 
Survey  the  future  and  re^U  the  past ;  [pain. 
And  with  that  hope  which  triumphs  over 
Feel  well  assured  they  have  not  lived  in  vain ; 
Then  wait  in  peace  their  hour  of  final 
These  are  the  only  blessed  t  P.  Prince. 


68 


sr.s:ssiBi3^sss. 


:BxnNT}Ni3:&e. 


963.  BLESSEDHESS,  True. 

In  the  nine  heavens  a^  eight  Paradises ; 
Where  is  the  ninth  one  ?    In  the  human  breast. 
Only  the  blessed  dwell  in  th*  Paradises, 
But  blessedness  dwells  in  the  human  breast. 
Created  creatures  are  in  th'  Paradises, 
The  uncreated  Maker  in  the  breast. 
Given  to  thee  are  those  eight  Paradises, 
When  thou  the  ninth  one  hast  within  thy 
breast.  Oriental. 

364.  BLES8IHCH3,  Oertainty  of. 

If  what  I  wish  is  good^ 

And  suits  the  Will  divine, 
By  earth  and  hell  in  vain  withstood 

I  know  it  shall  be  mine. 

Still  let  them  counsel  take 

To  frustrate  His  decree ; 
They  cannot  keep  a  blessing  back 

By  Heaven  designed  for  me. 

If  what  my  soul  requires 

Evil  to  me  would  prove, 
His  Love  shall  cross  my  fond  desires, 

His  kindly-jealous  Love. 

Charles  Wesley. 

965.  BUHBHESSi  Oompensation  o£ 

O  happiness  of  blindness  I  now  no  beauty 
Inflames  my  lust ;  no  other's  good  my  envy ; 
Or  misery,  my  pity ;  no  man's  wealth 
Draws  my  respect,  nor  poverty  my  scorn. 
Tet  still  I  see  enough  1  man  to  himself 
Is  a  lar^e  prospect,  raised  above  the  level 
Of  his  low  creeping  thoughts ;  if  then  I  have 
A  world  within  myself,  that  world  shall  be 
My  empire,  there  Til   reign,  commanding 

freely, 
And  willingly  obeyed  secure  from  fear 
Of  foreign  forces,  or  domestic  treasons,  [lute, 
And  hold  a  monarchy  more  free,  more  abso- 
Than  in  my  father's  seat,  and  looking  down 
With  scorn  or  pity  on  the  slipp'ry  state 
Of  kings,  will  tr^  upon  the  neck  of  fate. 

8ir  John  Denham. 

M6.  BLUDHESS,  Oomplaint  tit 

O  loss  of  sight,  of  thee  I  most  complain  I 
Blind  among  enemies,  O  worse  than  chains, 
Dungeon,  or  beggary,  or  decrepit  ase  I 
Light,  the  prime  work  of  <jk)d,  to  me  is  extinct. 
And  all  her  various  objects  of  delight 
Annulled,  which  might  in  part  my  grief  have 
Inferior  to  the  vilest  now  become        [ceased. 
Of  man  or  worm ;  the  vilest  here  excel  me : 
They  creep,  yet  see ;  I  dark  in  light  exposed 
To  daily  fraud,  contempt,  abuse,  and  wrong, 
Within  doors  or  without  still  as  a  fool. 
In  power  of  others,  never  in  my  own ;   [half. 
Scarce  half  I  seem  to  live,  d^id  more  than 
O  dark,  dark,  dark,  amid  the  blaze  of  noon, 
Irrecoverably  dark,  total  eclipse. 
Without  all  hope  of  day ! 

HUton^s  Samson  Agonistes. 

d67.  BLIHDHB88,  Ooxed. 

Blind,  poor,  and  helpless,  Bartimeus  sat. 
Listening  the  foot  of  the  wayfaring  man, 


Still  hoping  that  the  next,  and  still  the  next, 
Would  put  an  alms  into  his  trembling  hand. 
He  thii:J^  he  hears  the  coming*  breeze  faint 
Among  the  sycamores ;  it  is  the  tread  [rustle 
Of  thousand  steps,  it  is  the  hum  of  tongues 
Innumerable ;  but  when  the  sightless  man 
Heard  the  Nazarene  was  passing  by, 
He  cried  and  said,  '*  Jesus,  thou  Son  of  David, 
Have  mercy  upon  me  I  "  and  when  rebuked 
He  cried  the  more,  **  Have  mercy  upon  me  I  ** 
"  Thy  faith  hath  made  thee  whole ;  ^'  so  Jesus 
spake,  [God  I 

And  straight  the  blind  beheld  the  face  of 

James  Graham. 
368.  BLIHDHE88,  Duty  hi. 

When  I  consider  how  my  life  is  spent 

Ere  half  my  days,  in  this  dark  world  and 

wide. 
And  that  one  talent,  which  is  death  to  hide, 
Lodged  with  me  useless,  though  my  soul 

more  bent 
To  serve  therewith  my  Maker,  and  present 
My  true  account,  lest  he  returning  chide ; 
**  Doth  God  exact  day-labor,  light  denied  ? " 
I  f on'dly  ask :  but  Patience,  to  prevent 
That  murmur,  soon  replies,  **Qod  doth  not 

need 
Either  man's  work  or  His  own  gifts ;  who  best 
Bear  His  mild  yoke,  they  serye  Him  best :  His 

state 
Is  kingly ;  thousands  at  His  bidding  speed. 
And  post  o'er  land  and  ocean  without  rest ; 
They  also  serve  who  only  stand  and  wait'* 

MilUm, 
969.  BLIHDIESS,  Light  b. 

I  am  old  and  blind ! 
Men  point  to  me  as  smitten  by  God^s  frown. 
Afflicted  and  deserted  of  my  kind — 

Tet  I  am  not  cast  down. 

I  am  weak,  yet  strong — 
I  murmur  not  that  I  no  longer  see- 
Poor,  old,  and  helpless,  I  the  more  belong. 

Father  Supreme  to  Thee. 

0  merciful  One,  [near : 
When  men  are  farthest,  then  Thou  art  most 
When  friends  pass  by,  my  weakness  to  shun, 

Thy  chariot  I  hear. 

Thy  glorious  face 
Is  leaning  toward  me— and  its  holy  light 
Shines  in  upon  my  lonely  dwelling-place, 

And  there  is  no  more  night. 

On  my  bended  knee 
I  recognize  Thy  purpose  clearly  shown — 
My  vision  Thou  nast  dimmed  that  I  may  see 

Thyself,  Thyself  alone. 

1  have  naught  to  fear  I 

This  darkness  is  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing- 
Beneath  it  I  am  almost  sacred — ^here 
Can  come  no  evil  thing. 

0 1  I  seem  to  stand  [been 

Trembling  where  foot  of  mortal  ne*er  hath 
Wrapped  in  the  radiance  of  Thy  sinless  land» 

Which  eye  hath  never  seen. 
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Yisioiis  come  and  go ;     [throng ; 
Shapes   of  resplendent  beauty   round   me 
From  angel  lips  I  aeem  to  hear  the  flow 
Of  soft  and  holy  song. 

It  is  nothing  now,  [eyes, 

When  heaven  is  ripemng  on  my  sightless 
When  aiiB  from  Paradiise  refresh  my  brow, 

That  earth  in  darkness  lies. 

In  a  purer  dime 
My  being  fills  with  rapture ;  waves  of  thought 
Roll  in  upon  my  spirit;  strains  sublime 

Break  over  me  unsought. 

Give  me  now  my  lyre ; 
I  feel  the  stirrings  of  a  gift  divine ; 
Within  my  bosom  glows  unearthly  fire, 

Lit  by  no  skill  of  mine. 

Bliedbeth  Uoyd. 

970.  BLIBBIE88,  Prayer  in. 

With  the  year 
Seasons  return,  but  not  to  me  returns 
Day,  or  the  sweet  approach  of  ev'n  or  mom. 
Or  sight  of  vernal  bloom,  or  summer's  rose. 
Or  flocks,  or  herds,  or  human  face  divine ; 
But  doud  instead,  and  evcr-during  dark 
Surrounds  me,  from  the  cheerful  ways  of  men 
Chit  off,  and  for  the  book  of  knowledge  fair 
Presented  with  a  universal  blank 
Of  nature's  works,  to  me  expung'd  and  raz'd. 
And  wisdom  at  one  entrance  qCite  shut  out. 
So  much  the  rsther  thou,  celestial  Light, 
Shine  inward,  and  the  mind  through  all  her 
pow'rs  [thence 

Irradiate,  there  plant  eyes,  all  mist  from 
Purge  and  disperse,  that  I  may  see  and  tdl 
Of  wings  invisible  to  mortal  sight 

Milton. 

371«  BLI881  SnUnnaiy. 

Onr  waking  dreams  are  fataL  How  I  dreamed 
Of   things    impossible  I      (Could  sleep  do 

more?) 
Of  joys  perpetual  in  perpetual  change ! 
Of  stable  pleasures  on  the  tossing  wave  I 
eternal  sunshine  in  the  storms  of  life  I 
How  ridily  were  my  noontide  trances  hung 
With  gorgeous  tapestries  of  pictured  joysT 
Joy  behind  joy,  in  endless  perspective  I 
Till  at  death's  toll,  whose  restless  iron  tongue 
Calls  daily  for  his  millions  at  a  meal. 
Starting,  I  woke,  and  found  myself  undone. 
Where's  now  my  frenzy's  pompous  furniture  ? 
The  cobweb'd  cottage,  with  its  ragged  wall 
Of  mouldering  mud,  is  royalty  to  mo  I 
The  spider's  most  attenuated  thread 
Is  cord,  is  cable,  to  man's  tender  tie 
On  earthly  bliss ;  it  breaks  at  every  breeze. 
O  ye  bless'd  scenes  of  permanent  delight  I 
Full,  above  measure  I  lasting,  beyond  bcmnd ! 
A  perpetuity  of  bliss  is  bli^ 
Gould  you,  so  rich  in  rapture,  fear  an  end ; 
That  ghastly  thought  would  drink  up  all 

your  joy. 
And  quite  unpamdise  the  realms  of  light. 
Safe  are  you  lodged   above  these  rolling 

spheres; 


The  balefql  influenoe  of  whose  giddy  dance 
Sheds  sad  vicissitude  on  all  beneath. 
Here  teems  with  revolutions  every  hour ; 
And  rarely  for  the  better :  or  the  best. 
More  mortal  than  the  common  births  of  fate. 
Each  moment  has  its  sickle,  emulous  [sweep 
Of   Time's  enormous  scythe,  whose  ample 
Strikes  empires  from  the  root:  each  moment 

plays 
His  little  weapon  in  the  narrower  sphere 
Of  sweet  domestic  comfort,  and  cuts  down 
The  fairest  bloom  of  sublunary  bliss,    [vain ; 
Bliss  I  subltmary  bliss ! — ^proud  words  and 
Implicit  treason  to  divine  decree  1 
A  bold  invasion  of  the  rights  of  Heaven  I 
I  clasp'd  the  phantoms,  and  I  found  them  air. 
Oh  had  I  weigh'd  it  ere  my  fond  embrace. 
What  darts  of  agony  had  miss'd  my  heart ! 

Edu>ard  Young. 

979.  BODY,  The  aioiiilML 

'Tifr  night :  behold,  as  if  by  death  opprest, 

The  sun  his  rays  in  gloom  s^ulchnii  hide  I 

'Tis  day :  behold,  with  renovated  pride. 
In  tho  m/gnificenw  of  momin^  dn»t. 
The  sun,  rejoicing,  lifts  his  onent  crest ; 

A  bridegroom  issuing  forth  to  meet  his 
bride  I 

Thus,  like  the  sun,  beneath  the  ocean  tide. 
The  Christian  seeks  the  chamber  of  his  rest ; 
Thus,  like  the  sun,  to  rise  t — ^But  not  the  same 

Shall  rise,  as  when  his  mortal  course  was 
run: 
To  that  unearthly,  pure,  ethereal  frame. 

That  robe  of  amaranthine  radiance  spun. 
No  nearer  likeness  this  vile  form  may  claim. 

Than  glimmering  starlight  to  yon  glorious 
sun.  Biihop  ManL 

373.  BOLDNESS,  mniftedsL 

When  young,  and  full  of  sanguine  hope, 

And  warm  in  my  first  love, 
My  spirit's  loins  I  girded  up. 

And  sought  the  things  above ; 
Swift  on  the  wings  of  active  zeal 

With  Jcsu's  message  flew, 
O'erjoyed  with  all  my  heart  and  will 

My  Master's  work  to  do. 

As  strong,  and  glorying  in  my  might, 

I  drew  the  two-edged  swoid, 
Yaliunt  against  a  troop  to  fight 

The  battles  of  the  Lord. 
I  scorned  the  multitude  to  dread. 

Rushed  on  with  full  career. 
And  aimed  at  each  opposer's  head, 

And  smote  off  many  an  ear. 

Charles  Wesley. 

374..  BOOK,  IMioatioiL  of  a. 

Gk>,  little  Book !  from  this  my  solitude ; 

I  cast  thee  on  the  waters, — ^go  thy  ways ; 
And  if,  as  I  believe,  thy  vein  be  good. 

The  World  will  find  thee  after  many  days. 
Be  it  with  thee  according  to  thy  worth : 
Go,  little  Book !  in  faith  I  send  thee  forth. 

Bobert  Southey. 
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3Y5.  BOOZ,  InMription  of  ft. 

Like  to  a  bride,  come  forth,  my  book,  at  last, 
With  all  thy  richest  Jewels  orercast 
Bay,  if  there  be,  'moi^^maiiy  gems  here,  one 
Deserveless  of  the  name  of  paragon : 
Blush  not  at  all  for  that,  since  we  have  set 
Some  pearls  on  queens  tiiat  hare  been  coun- 
terfeit Bobert  Herridk, 

976.  BOOKSi  Enduring. 

Composed  of  many  thoughts,  possessing,  each. 

Innate  and  underiyed  vitality : 

Which  having  fitly  shaped,  and  well  arranged 

In  brotherly  accord  they  buildipd  up 

A  stately  superstmctore,  that,  nor  wind, 

Nor  wave,  nor  shock  of  Mling  years  could 

move ;  < 

Majestic  and  indissolubly  firm. 
As  ranks  of  veteran  warriors  in  the  field ; 
Each  by  himself  alone,  and  sinsly  seen — 
A  sea  of  valor,  dread !  invindUe  I 

Books  of  this  sort^  or  sacred,  or  profane. 
Which  virtue  helped,  were  titled  not  amiss, 
The  medicine  of  the  mind:  who  read  t^em, 

read 
Wisdom,  and  was  refreshed ;  and  on  his  path 
Of  pilgrimage  with  healthier  step  advanced. 

Hob^tlhUoL 

377.  BOOKS,  ImmortftL 

The  Wise 
(Minstrel  or  Sage),  out  of  their  books  are  clay ; 
But  in  their  bc^ks,  as  from  their  graves,  they 

rise. 
Angels,  that,  side  by  dde,  upon  our  way, 
Widk  with  and  warn  us ! 
We  call  some  books  inmiortal  I  Do  they  live  t 
If  so,  believe  me,  timb  hath  made  them  pure. 
In  Books,  tiio  veriest  wicked  rest  in  peace — 
God  wills  that  nothing  evil  should  endure ; 
The  grosser  parts  fly  ofF  and  leave  the  whole, 
As  the  dust  leaves  tiie  disembodied  soul  I 

Bir  Edward  Buiwer  LyWm. 

378.  BOOKS,  KnltipUaity  o£ 

Productive  was  the  world 
In  many  things,  but  most  in  books :  like 

swarms 
Of  locusts  which  €k)d  sent  to  vex  a  land 
Rebellious  long,  admonished  long  in  vain. 
Their  numbci's  they  poured  annually  on  man, 
From  heads  conceiving  still ;  perpetual  birth  I 
Thou  wonderest  how  the  world  contained 

them  all  I  [doom : 

Thy  wonder  stay :  like  men,  this  was  tiielr 
That  dust  they  were,  and  should  to  dust 

return. 
And  oft  their  f ailieri,  childless  and  bereaved, 
Wept  o^er  their  graves,  when  they  themselves 

were  green, 
And  on  them  fell,  as  fell  on  evciy  a^e. 
As  on  their  authors  fell,  oblivious  Night. 

Bobert  hUoh. 
379«  BOOKS,  Onniwieaoe  o£ 

In  them,  we 
Vfhojbxit  for  them,  upon  that  inch  of  ground 
We  call "  Thb  FluiSEirT/'  from  the  cell  could 

see 


No  daylight  trembling  on  the  dungeon  bar'; 
Turn,  as  we  list,  t&e  globe's  great  axle  round. 
Traverse  all  space,  and  number  every  star. 
And  feel  the  Near  less  household  than  the 

Far  I 
There  is  no  Past,  so  long  as  Books  shall  live  I 
A  disinterred  Pompeii  wakes  again 
For  him  who  seeks  you  well ;  K)st  cities  give 
Up  their  untarnished  wonders,  and  the  rdgn 
Of  Jove  revives  and  Saturn :  at  our  will 
Rise  dome  and  tower  on  Delphi's  sacred  hill ; 
Bloom  Cimon's  trees  in  Academe ;  along 
Leucadia's  headland  sighs  the  Lesbian's  sone ; 
With  J5^;ypt's  Queen  once  more  we  sail  we 

Nile,  [smile; 

And  learn  how  worlds  are  bartered  for  a 
Rise  up,  ye  walls,  with  gardens  blooming 

o'er, 
Ope  but  that  page — ^lo,  Babylon  once  more  I 

Bir  Edward  Buiwer  LytUm, 

380*  BOOKS,  Pleunre  ofi 

Give  me 
Leave  to  enjoy  myself.    That  place  that  does 
Contain  my  books,  the  best  companions,  is 
To  me  a  glorious  court,  where  hourly  I 
Converse  with  the  old  sages  and  philosophers ; 
And  sometimes  for  variety  I  confer 
With  kings  and  emperors,  and  weigh  their 

counsels ; 
Calling  their  victories,  if  unjustly  got, 
Unto  a  strict  account ;  and  in  my  fancy 
Deface  their  ill-plac'd  statues.     Can  I  then 
Part  with  such  constant  pleasures,  to  embrace 
Uncertain  vanities  ?    No :  be  it  your  care 
To  augment  a  heap  of  wealth:  it  ahall  be 
To  increase  in  knowledge.  [mine 

John  Fletcher, 

3§1.  B&A^TEBT,  Fitld  Av. 

Dare  to  think,  though  others  frown ; 

Dare  in  words  your  thoughts  express ; 
Dare  to  rise,  though  oft  cast  down ; 

Dare  the  wron^d  and  soomed  to  bless. 

Dare  from  custom  to  depart ; 

Dare  the  priceless  pearl  possess ; 
Dare  to  wear  it  next  your  heart ; 

Dare,  when  others  curse,  to  bless. 

Dare  forsake  what  you  deem  wrong ; 

Dare  to  walk  in  wisdom's  way ; 
Dare  to  give  where  gifts  belong ; 

Dare  God's  precepts  to  obey. 

Do  what  conscience  says  is  right; 

Do  what  reason  savs  is  best ; 
Do  with  all  your  mind  anri  might; 

Do  your  duty  and  be  blest 

3§3.  BBIBEBT,  Inflnanoo  of. 

What  is  that  which  I  should  turn  to,  lighting 

upon  days  like  these  f 
Every  door  is  barr'd  with  gold,  and  opens 

but  to  golden  keys. 
Every  gate  is  throng'd  with  suitors,  all  the 

markets  overflow. 
I  have  but  an  angir  fancy:  what  is  that 

which  I  shomd  do  ? 
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Ihad  been  content  to  perish,  falling  on  the 

foeman^s  ground, 
When  the  ranks  ajro  rolled  in  vapor,  and  the 

winds  are  laid  with  sound. 
Bat  the  jingling  of  the  guinea  helps  the  hurt 

that  Honor  feels. 
And  the  nations  do  but  murmur  snarling  at 

eacdi  other^s  heels.  Alfred  Tennyion, 

MS.  BSIBEBT,  FftralnM  A 

Inaction  now  is  crime.  The  old  earth  reels, 
Inebriate  with  guilt;  and  Tice  grown  bold. 
Laughs  innocence  to  soom.    'Die  thirst  for 

gold  [feels 

Hath  made  men  demons,  till  the  heart  that 
llie  impulse  of  impartial  love,  nor  kneels 
In  worship  foul  to  Mammon,  is  contemned. 
He  who  hath    kept  his  purer    faith,  and 

stemmed 
Corruption's  tide,  and  from  the  ruffian  heels 
Of  impious  tramplers  rescued  perilled  right. 
Is  called  fanatic,  and  with  scoffe  and  leers 
Maliciously  assailed.  W.  ff.  Burleigh. 

The  advocate  for  him  who  offered  most 
Pleaded ;  the  scribe,  according  to  the  hire, 
Worded  the  lie,  adding  for  every  piece 
An  oath  of  conflnnation ;  judges  raised 
One  hand  to  intimate  the  sentence,  death. 
Imprisonment,  or  fine,  or  loss  of  goods, 
And  in  the  other  held  a  lusty  bribe. 
Which  they  had  taken  to  giveHhe  sentence 

wrong: 
So  managing  the  scale  of  justice  still, 
TiULt  he  was  wanting  fbund  who  poorest 

seemed.  Sabert  BfUoh. 

9M.  BBOTHEB,  Umarj  of  u 

Among  the  beautiful  pictures 

That  hang  on  Memory's  wall. 
Is  one  of  a  dim  old  forest, 

That  seemeth  best  of  all ; 
.  17ot  for  its  gnarled  oaks  olden, 

Dark  with  the  mi^etoe; 
Kot  for  the  violets  golden 

That  sprinkle  the  vale  below ; 
Kbt  for  the  milk-white  lilies 

That  lean  from  the  fragrant  ledge. 
Coquetting  all  day  with  the  sunbeuns. 

And  ste^lin^  thei^  ecolden  ^d^e : 
hot  tor  the  vines  on  the  uplanc^ 

Where  ^e  bright  red  berries  rest, 
Kor  the  pinks,  nor  the  pale  sweet  cowslip. 

It  seemeth  to  me  the  best 

I  once  had  a  little  brother. 

With  eyes  that  were  dark  and  deep ; 
In  the  lap  of  that  old  dim  forest 

He  lieth  in  peace  asleep : 
li^t  as  the  down  of  the  thistle, 

Free  as  the  winds  that  blow. 
We  roved  there  the  beautiful  summery 

The  summers  of  long  ago ; 
But  his  feet  on  the  hUIs  grew  weaiy. 

And,  one  of  the  autumn  eves, 
I  made  for  my  little  brother 

A  bed  of  the  yellow  leaves. 


Sweetly  his  pale  arms  folded 

Mv  neck  in  a  meek  embrace. 
As  the  light  of  immortal  beauty 

Silently  covered  his  face ; 
And  when  the  arrows  of  sunset 

Lodged  in  the  tree-tops  bright, 
He  f  el^  in  his  saint-like  beauty, 

•  Asleep  by  the  gates  of  light. 
Therefore,  of  all  the  pictures 

That  hang  on  Memory's  wall, 
The  one  of  the  dim  old  forest 

Seemeth  the  best  of  alL    Alice  Caireiy. 

9M.  BBOTHESHOOA  Bend  ot 
When  a  deed  is  done  for  Freedom,  through 

the  broad  earth's  aching  breast 
Runs  a  thrill  of  joy  prophetic,  trembling  on 

from  east  to  west; 
And  the  slave,  where'er  he  cowers,  feels  the 

soul  within  him  dimb 
To  the  awful  verge  of  manhood,  as  the 

energy  sublime 
Of  a  century  bursts  full*blossomed  on  the 

thorny  stem  of  Time. 

Through  Ihe  walls  of  hut  and  palace  shoots 
tiie  Instantaneous  throe. 

Where  the  travail  of  the  Ages  wrings  earth's 
systems  to  and  fro ; 

At  the  birth  of  each  new  Era,  with  a  recog- 
nizing start, 

Nation  wilmy  looks  at  nation,  standing  with 
mute  lips  apart, 

And  glad  Troth's  yet  mightier  man-child 
leaps  beneath  the  Future's  heart. 

So  the  Evil's  triumph  sendeth,  with  a  terror 

and  a  chill. 
Under  continent  to  continent^  the  sense  o{ 

coming  ill. 
And  the  slave,  where'er  he  cowers,  feels  his 

sympathies  with  God 
In  hot  teardrops  ebbing  e^urthward,  to  be 

drunk  up  by  the  sod. 
Till  a  corpse  crawls  round  unburied,  delving 

in  the  nobler  clod. 

JFor  mankind  are  one  inspirit,  and  an  instinct 
bears  along, 

Bound  the  earth's  electric  circle,  the  swift 
flash  of  right  or  wrong; 

'Whe^.hor  conscious  or  unconscious,  yet  Hu- 
manity's vast  frame 

Through  its  ocean-sundered  fibres  f  eek  th<^ 
.    gush  of  joy  or  shame ; 

In  the  gain  or  loss  of  one  race  all  the  rest 
have  equal  daim. 

Jamee  HusitHl  LoweCL 

997.  BBOTEBBKOOA  BUbdief  of  lU&'i.  ^ 

Early  from  heaven  it  was  revealed,  and  oft 
Bepeated    in    the*   world,     from     pulpits 

preached. 
And  penned  and  read  in  holy  books,  that 

God 
Respected  not  the  persons  of  mankind. 
Had  this  been  truly  credited  and  felt, 
The  king,  in  purple  robe,  had  owned,  indeed. 
The  beggar  for  ms  brother ;  pride  of  rank  . 
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And  office  thawed  into  paternal  love ; 
Oppression  feared  the  day  of  equal  rights, 
Predicted ;  coyetous  extortion  kept 
In  mind  the  honr  of  reckoning,  soon  to  come ; 
And   bribed   injustice   thought    of    being 

judged, 
When  ho  should  stand  on  equal  foot  beside 
The  man  he  wronged.    And  surely — nay, 

'tis  true, 
'  Most  true,  beyond  all  whispering  of  doubt. 
That  he,  who  lifted  up  the  reeking  scourge. 
Dripping  with  gore  from  the  slaveys  back, 

before 
He  struck  again,  had  paused,  and  seriously 
Of  that  tribunal  thought,  where  Qod  himself 
Should  look  him  in  the  face,  and  ask  in 

wnAh, 

Why  didst  thou  this  ?    Man  I  was  he  not  thy 

brother?  [thine? 

Bone  of  thy  bone,  and  flesh  and  blood  of 
But  ah  I  this  truth,  by  heaven  and  reasou 

taught, 
Was  never  fuUy  credited  on  earth. 
The  titled,  flattered,  lofty  men  of  power. 
Whose  wealth  bought  verdicts  of  applause 

for  deeds 
Of  wickedness,  coTild  ne'er  believe  the  time 
Should  truly  come,  when  judgment  should 

proceed 
Impartially  against  them,  and  they  too, 
Have  no  good  speaker  at  the  Judge's  ear, 
No  witnesses  to  bring  them  off  for  gold, 
Ko  power   to   turn  the  sentence  from  its 

course; 
And  they  of  low  estate,  who  saw  themselves, 
Day  after  day,  despised,  and  wronged,  and 

mocked. 
Without  redress,  cotdd  scarcely  think  the  day 
Should  e'er  arrive,  when  they  in  truth  should 

stand 
On  perfect  level  with  the  potentates 
And  princes  of  the  eartii,  and  have  thdr 

cause 
Examined  fairiy,  and  their  rights  allowed. 
But  now  this  truth  was  felt,  believed  and 

felt. 
That  men  were  really  of  a  common  stock ; 
That  no  man  ever  had  been  more  than  man. 

Robert  Bfllok. 

988.  BBOIEEBHOOB,  ChraniidB  ot 

Are  we  not  creatures  of  one  hand  Divine, 
Formed  in  one  mould,  to  one  redemption 
bom. 
Kindred  alike,  where'er  our  skies  may  shine. 
Where'er  our  sight  first  drank  the  vital 
mom  ?  [twine ; 

Brothers — one  bond  around  our  souls  should 
And  woe  to  him  by  whom  that  bond  is 
torn. 
Who  mounts  by  trampling  broken  hearts  to 
earth. 
Who  bows  down  spirits  of  immortal  birth  I 

MaTisoni, 

9§9«  BBOTEEBHOOD,  Hnnurn. 

Where'er  a  human  heart  d»th  wear 
Joy's  myrtle-wreath  or  sorrow's  gyves, 


Where'er  a  human  spirit  strives 
After  a  life  more  trae  and  fair. 
There  is  the  trae  man's  birthplace  grand. 
His  is  a  world-wide  fatherland  I 

Where'er  a  single  slave  doth  pine. 
Where'er  one  man  may  help  another, — 
Thank  €k)d  for  such  a  birthright,  brother, — 
That  spot  of  earth  is  thine  and  mine ! 
There  is  the  true  man's  birthplace  grand, 
His  IB  a  world-wide  fatherland. 

James  Bussdl  ZowdL 

990«  BBOTHEBHOOD,  Poet  o£ 

Who  feels  that  God  and  Heaven's  great  deeps 

are  nearer 
Him  to  whose  heart  his  fellow-man  is  nigh. 
Who  doth  not  hold  his  soul's  own  fre^om 

dearer 
Than  that  of  all  his  brethren,  low  or  high ; 
Who  to  the  Right  can  feel  himself  the  truer 
For  being  gently  patient  with  the  wrong. 
Who  sees  a  brother  in  the  evil-doer,    [song— 
And  finds  in  Love  the  hearths-blood  of  his 
This,  this  is  he  for  whom  the  world  is  waifciiig 
To  sing  the  beatings  of  its  mighty  heart ; 
Too  long  hath  it  been  patient  with  the  gratinff 
Of  scrannel-pipes,  and  heard  it  mia-named 

Art. 
To  him  the  smiling  soul  of  man  shall  listen 
Laying  awhile  its  crown  of  thorns  aside» 
And  once  agam  in  every  eye  shall  glisten 
The  glory  of  a  nature  satisfied. 

James  EusaeU  LotodL 
Ml.  BniLDnr0,  OaatlonB. 

All  are  architects  of  Fate, 
Working  in  these  walls  of  Time ; 

Some  with  massive  deeds  and  great, 
Some  with  ornaments  of  rhyme. 

Nothing  useless  is,  or  low ; 

Each  thing  in  its  place  is  best ; 
And  what  seems  but  idle  show 

Strengthens  and  supports  the  resl^ 

For  the  stracture  that  we  raise, 

Time  is  with  materials  filled ; 
Our  to-days  and  yesterdays 

Are  the  blocks  with  which  we  build. 

Traly  shape  and  fashion  these ; 

L^ve  no  yawning  gaps  between ; 
Think  not,  because  no  man  sees, 

Sudi  things  will  remain  unseen. 

In  the  elder  days  of  Art, 

Builders  wrought  with  greatest  care  « 
Each  minute  and  unseen  part ; 

For  the  gods  see  everywhere. 

Let  us  do  our  work  as  well. 
Both  the  unseen  and  the  seen ; 

Make  the  house,  where  gods  may  dwell. 
Beautiful,  entire,  and  clean ; 

Ebo  our  lives  are  incomplete. 
Standing  in  these  walk  of  Time, 

Broken  stairways,  where  the  feet 
Stumble  as  they  seek  to  dimb. 


BtniDKN. 


73 


Build  to-day,  then,  sarong  and  snre, 

With  a  finn  and  ample  base ; 
And  ascending  and  secoro 

Shall  to-moiTOW  find  its  place. 

Thus  alone  can  we  attain 
To  those  turrets,  where  the  eye 

Sees  ths  world  as  one  vast  plain. 
And  one  boundless  reach  of  sky. 

H,  W,  LongfeUofD, 

993«  BUliiDIHO,  GmdiiAL 

By  trifles,  in  our  common  ways, 

Our  characters  are  slowly  piled ; 
We  lose  not  all  our  yesterdays; 
The  man  hath  something  of  the  child ; 
Part  of  the  Past  to  idl  the  Present  cleares. 
As  tha  rose-odors  linger  in  fading  leaves. 

In  ceaseless  toil,  from  year  to  year, 

Working  with  loathe  or  willing  hands. 
Stone  npon  stone  we  shape  and  rear, 
Till  the  completed  fabric  stands ; 
And,  when  the  last  hush  hath  all  labor  stilled. 
The  searching  fire  wiU  try  what  we  have 
striyen  to  build. 

W.  Morley  Punshon, 

993.  BUILDnra,  LutinotiTe. 

The  hand  that  rounded  Peter's  dome, 
And  groined  the  aisles  of  Christian  Home, 
Wrought  in  a  scd  sincerity ; 
Himsdf  from  €k>d  he  could  not  f riee ; 
He  builded  better i than  he  knew; 
The  conscious  stone  to  beauty  grew. 
EJQOw^st    thou  what  wove  yon  woodbird's 

nest 
Of  leaycs,  and  feathers  from  her  breast  ? 
Or  how  the  fish  outbiiilt  her  shell, 
Bunting  with  mom  each  annual  cell  f 
Or  how  the  sacred  pine-tree  adds 
To  her  old  leaves  new  myriads? 
Such  and  so  grew  those  holy  piles, 
Whilst  love  and  terror  laid  the  tiles. 
Earth  proudly  wears  the  Parthenon, 
As  the  best  gem  upon  her  zone ; 
And  Morning  opes  with  haste  her  lids, 
To  gaze  upon  the  Pyramids ; 
O'er  England's  abbeys  bends  the  sky. 
As  on  its  friends,  with  kindred  eye ; 
For  out  of  Thought'^  interior  sphere, 
These  wonders  rose  to  upper  air ; 
And  Nature  gladly  gave  them  place, 
Adopted  them  into  her  race, 
And  granted  them  an  equal  date 
With  Andes  and  with  Ararat 
These  temples  grew  as  grows  the  grass ; 
Art  might  ohejj  but  not  surpass ; 
The  passive  Master  lent  his  hand 
To  the  vast  soul  that  o'er  him  planned. 

H  W.  Emerson. 

394.  BUILBnra,  Heglect  oil 

Whatever  thou  purposest  to  do. 
With  an  unwearied  zeal  pursue ; 
To-day  is  thine — improve  to-day. 
Nor  trust  to-morrow's  distant  ray. 


A  certain  man  a  house  would  build ; 

The  place  is  with  materials  filled ; 

And  evei7thing  is  ready  there — 

Is  it  a  difficult  afiEair? 

Yes  I  till  you  fix  the  corner-stone ; 

It  wont  eroct  itself  alone. 

Day  rolls  on  day,  and  year  on  year. 

And  nothing  yet  is  done — 

There's  always  something  to  delay 

The  business  to  another  oay. 

And  thus  in  silent  waiting  stood 
The  piles  of  stone  and  piles  of  wood, 
Till  Death,  who  in  his  vast  afiEaiis 
Ne'er  puts  things  ofE,  as  men  do  theirs— 
And  thus,  if  I  the  trath  must  teU, 
Does  his  work  Jinally  and  weU — 
Winked  at  our  hero  as  he  paased, 
'*  Your  house  is  finished,  sir,  at  last ; 
A  narrower  house — a  house  of  day — 
Your  palace  for  another  day  I  *' 

Tr,  from  the  Russian  by  Bowring. 

995.  BTTRBEH,  Help  with  the. 

Child  of  my  love,  **  lean  hakd" 
And  let  me  feel  the  pressure  of  thy  care, 
I  know  thy  burden,  child :  I  shaped  it. 
Poised  it  in  my  own  hand,  made  no  pro- 
portion 
In  its  weight  to  thine  unaided  strength ; 
For  even  as  I  laid  it  on  I  said, 
I  shidl  be  near,  and  while  she  leans  on  me, 
This  burden  shall  be  mine,  not  her^s :     [arms 
So  diall  I  keep  my  child  within  the  circling 
Of  ^^tnine  own  love,^^    Here  lay  it  down,  nor 

fear 
To  impose  it  on  a  shoulder  which  upholds 
The  government  of  worlds,  yet  closer  come ; 
Thou  art  not  near  enough,  I  would  embracs 
thy  care  [breast. 

So  I  might  feel  my  child  reposing  on  my 
Thou  lovest  me,  I  know  it,  doubt  not,  then ; 
But  loving  me — lean  habd  1 

396*  BITSDEH,  Layinjf  Down  the. 

Lay  down  thy  buixlen  here ; 

With  such  a  weary  load 
Thou  canst  not  climb  yon  hill, 

Yon  steep  and  rugged  road. 

*Tis  rough,  and  wild,  and  high. 
Thickets  and  rocks  impede ; 

Scant  resting-place  between. 
How  canst  thou  upward  speed  ? 

Lay  down  thy  burden  here. 

Poor  weary  son  of  time ; 
So  shall  thy  limbs  bo  strong, — 

So  shalt  thou  upward  dimb. 

The  sun  is  hot,  no  cloud 
To  shield  thee  from  lus  ray  r 

It  scorches  up  thy  strength ; 
Stay  now,  poor  climber,  stay. 

Thou  breathest  hard,  the  drops 

Are  on  thy  burning  brow ; 
Try  not  another  step  ; 

Lay  down  thy  burden  now. 
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So  ehalt  thou  dimb  yon  hill, 
:  Up  to  its  steepest  height ; 
lake  eagle  of  the  rock, 
With  enqr,  joyfal  flight 

So  shalt  thou  bear  the  toils 
Thy  Gk)d  appoints  to  thee ; 
<   So  shalt  thou  serye  thy  God 

In  happy  liberty.     EorcUius  Bonar, 

997.  BU&IAL,  FUoe  «£ 

*'0  eotUd  thy  grave  at  home,  at  Carthage, 

bel" 
Cctrs  not  for  that,  and  lay  me  where  I  fall. 
Everywhere  heard  wiU  be  the  judgment-eaU. 
But<xt  GMeaUar,  O,  remember  me! 

Thus  Monica,  and  died  in  Italy. 
Yet  fervent  had  her  longing  been,  through  all 
Her  course,  for  home  at  last,  and  burial 
With  her  oivn  husband,  by  the  Lybian  sea. 

Had  been ;  but  at  the  end,  to  her  pure  soul 
AH  ties  with  all  beside  seemed  rain  and  cheap. 
And  union  before  €k)d  the  only  care. 

Creeds  pass,  rites  change,  no  altar  standeth 

whole ; 
Tet  we  her  memory,  as  she  prayed,  will  keep, 
Keep  by  this :  Life  in  Ood  and  union,  there  I 

Matthew  Arnold. 

99§.  BURIAL,  Seqnenoe  o£ 

Gather  up,  O  earth  I  thy  dead; 
Grass  I  thy  peaceful  pillow  spread. 
Add  another  mortal^s  bed 

To  the  bed  where  mortals  sleep : 
Where  they  sleep— but  not  to  rise 
When  mom's  sunlight  clears  the  skies, 
But  to  rest — while  centuries 

Their  long-during  watches  keep. 

Centuries  shall  pass  away ; 
Earth  shall  hasten  to  decay ; 
Bays  will  bring  of  days  the  day 

When  the  exhausted  cycles  end; 
Then,  earth's  every  fugitive 
Shall  appear ;  the  grave  shaU  give 
Up  its  dead,  the  dead  shall  live, — 

And  the  Eternal  Judge  descend. 

Day  of  wcndert !  duj  of  toc  I 

Day  of  evil's  oveithrow ! 

Day  of  joy !  when  all  shall  know — 

Know  and  see  the  Lord  of  heaven  I 
Then,  O  then,  may  ho^e  appear. 
Faith  our  fainting  spirits  dieer, 
Love  dry  up  the  trembling  tear. 

Whispering  sweetly,  "flinsfor^ven!" 

Sir  John  Bowring. 

SM.  BTTBIALi  The  Obristian's. 

Cease,  ye  tearful  mourners. 
Thus  your  hearts  to  rend : 

Death  is  life's  beginning 
Rather  than  its  end. 

All  the  grave's  adornments, 

What  do  they  declare, 
Save  that  the  departed 

Are  but  sleeping  there  ? 


What  though  now  to  darkness 

We  this  bod^  give; 
Soon  shall  all  its  senses 

Re-awake  and  Uve. 

Soon  shall  warmth  revisit 
These  poor  bones  aeain, 

And  the  blood  mean£r 
Through  each  tingling  vein ; 

And  from  its  corruption 

This  same  body  soar,    ' 
With  the  self -same  spirit 

That  was  here  of  yore. 

E'en  as  duly  scattered 

By  the  sower's  hand 
In  the  fading  autumn 

O'er  the  fallow  land. 

Nature's  seed,  decaying. 
First  in  darkness  dies. 
Ere  it  can  in  glory 
.  Renovated  rise. 

Earth,  to  thy  fond  bosom 

We  this  pledge  intrust ; 
Oh  I  we  pray,  be  careful 

Of  the  precious  dust. 

This  was  once  the  mansion 

Of  a  soul  endowed 
With  sublimest  powers, 

By  the  breath  of  God« 

Here  eternal  Wisdom 
Lately  made  His  home ; 

And  again  will  claim  it 
In  the  days  to  come ; 

When  thou  must  this  body,, 
Bone  for  bone,  restore, — 

Every  single  feature 
Perfect  as  before. 

O  divinest  period ! 

Speed  upon  thy  way ; 
O  eternal  Justice ! 

Make  no  more  delay. 

When  shall  love  in  glory 

r.3  f r;!tioL  oct.  ? 
When  shall  hope  be  lost  in 

Immortality?  • 
Prudentitis  Clemens,  tr,  by  E,  Caewalk 

300.  BUBIAL,  The  Sinner's. 

Wrapt  in  a  Christless  shroud. 
He  sleeps  the  Christless  sleep ; 

Above  him,  the  eternal  cloud. 
Beneath,  the  fiery  deep. 

Laid  in  a  Christless  tomb, 
There,  bound  with  felon-chain, 

He  waits  the  terrors  of  his  doom. 
The  judgment  and  the  pain. 

O  Christless  shroud,  how  cold, 
How  dark,  0  Christless  tomb ! 

O  grief  that  never  can  grow  old, 
0  endless,  hopeless  doom  I 
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O  Christless  sleep,  how  sad  I 
Yfhfit  waking  sfaalt  thou  know  ? 

For  thee  no  star,  no  dawning  glad, 
Qnlj  the  lasting  woe  I 

To  rocks  and  hills  in  Tain 

Shall  be  tiie  sinner's  oQl ; 
O  day  of  wrath,  and  deatii,  and  pain. 

The  lost  sonl^s  funeral  1 

0  ChiJatless  soul,  awake 

Ere  thy  last  sleep  begin  I 
O  Christ,  the  sleeper's  slumbers  break. 

Burst  Thou  the  bands  of  sin  t 

Soratiui  Bmaar, 

Ml.  BUBIAL^^BOUlDi  flMndaaa  oftbs. 

I  like  that  ancient  Saxon  phrase  which  caUs 
The  burial-ground  (3odVAcre  I   It  is  just ; 

It  consecrates  each  grave  within  it's  Walls, 
And  breathes  a  benison  o'er  the  sleeping 
dmt. 

€k>d's-Acre  t    Tes,  that  blessed  name  imparts 

Comfort  to  those  who  in  the  grave  have 

sown  [hearts. 

The  seed  that  they  had  garnered  in  their 

Their  bread  of  Ufe,  alasl  no  more  their 

own. 

Into  its  furrows  shall  we  all  be  cast. 
In  the  sure  f  sith  that  we  shall  rise  again 

At  the  great  hanrest^  when  the  ardiangel's 

blast  [grain. 

Shall  winnow,  like  a  fan,  the  ch^  and 

Tben  shall  the  g^od  stand  in  immortal  bloom. 
In  the  fair  gardens  of  that  second  birth ! 

And  each  bright  blossom  mingle  its  perfume 
With  that  of  flowers  which  never  bloomed 
on  earth.. 

• 

With  thy  rude  ploughshare.  Death,  turn  up 
the  sod, 
And  spread  the  furrow  for  the  seed  we  sow ; 
This  is  the  field  and  Acre  of  our  Qod, 
This  is  the  place  where  human  harvests 
growl  '     £L  W.  Longfellow, 

303.  BUSmSS,  Yaia. 

Tlie  business  of  the  world  is  diild's  play 

mere; 
Too  many,  ah  I  the  children  playing  here : 
Their  pleasure  and  their  woe,  their  loss  and 

gain. 
Alike  mean  nothing,  and  alike  are  vain. 
Aj^  diildren  who,  to  pass  the  time  away. 
Build  up  their  booths,  to  buy  and  ncll  in 

play; 
But  homeward  hurgcnng  must  at  eve  repair, 
And  standing    leave  their  booths  with  all 

their  ware.  [come. 

So  the  world's  children,  when  their  night  is 
With  empty  satchels  turn  them  sadly  home. 

JS.  0.  Trench. 

803.  BUST-BOI^IBS,  Bangsr  «& 

But  never  more  than  once. 
Let  me  repeat  it,  never  let  the  wise 
Give  females  license  to  frequent  his  house. 


And  hold  free  converse  with  his  wife,  for 
these  [hope 

To  ill  are  shrewd  instructors:  through  the 
Of  sordid  lucre,  one  corrupts  his  wife; 
One,  who  hath  fallen  from  virtue,  like  herself 
'Wishes  to  make  her  vile ;  and  many  urge. 
Through  wanton  forwardness,  their  pleas  to 

ilL 
Hence,  the  pure  fountain  of  domestic  bliss 
The  husband  finds  polluted ;  these  against. 
Let  him  guard  well  his  gates  with  locks  and 

bolts. 
For  nothing  pood  these  female  visitants 
Work  by  their  converse,  but  abundant  ilL 

TV.  from  Euripides. 

MA.  OALAMITT,  Ezpeoting. 

Enow,  he  that 
Foretells  his  own  calamity,  and  makes 
Events  before  they  come,  twice  over  doth 
Endure  the  pains  of  evil  destiny. 
But  we  must  trust  to  virtue,  not  to  fate ; 
That  may  protect,  whom  cruel  stars  will  hate. 

W.  Dcnenant. 

SM.  OALAlpTT,  InflMnoa  ot 

Methinks,  if  ye  would  know 

How  visitatioiis  of  calamity 

Affect  the  pious  soul,  'tis  shown  you  here. 

Look  yonder  at  the  doud,  which*  through 

the  sky 
Sailing  along  doth  cross  in  her  career 
The  roUing  moon :  I  watched  it  as  it  came. 
And  deemed  Ihe  deep  opaque  would  blot  her 

beams. 
But,  melting  like  a  wreath  of  snow,  it  hangs 
In  folds  of  wavy  silver  round,  and  clothes 
The  oib  with  richer  beauties  tban  her  own ; 
Then,  passing,  leaves  her  in  her  light  serene. 

Bobert  Southey. 

800.  OALVABT,  Fmtsia  ofi 

Come  to  Calvaty's  holy  mountain. 

Sinners  ruined  by  the  fall ; 
Here  a  pure  and  healing  fountain 

Flows  to  you,  to  me,  to  all. 

In  a  fall,  perpetual  tide. 

Opened  when  our  Saviour  died. 

Come  in  poverty  and  meanness. 
Come  aefiled,  without,  within ; 

From  infection  and  uncleanness. 
From  the  leprosy  of  sin, 
Wash  your  robes,  and  make  them  white : 
Te  shall  walk  with  God  in  light 

Come,  in  sorrow  and  contrition. 
Wounded,  impotent,  and  blind ; 

Here  the  guilty,  tree  remission, 
Here  the  troubled,  peace  may  find ; 
Health  this  fountain  will  restore. 
He  that  drinks  shall  thirst  no  more. 

He  that  drinks  shall  live  forever ; 

'Tis  a  soul-renewing  flood : 
God  is  faithful,—- God  ^Hl  never 

Break  His  covenant  in  blood ; 

Signed  when  our  Redeemer  died. 

Sealed  when  He  was  glorified 

James  Montgomery. 
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307.  OALVAST,  Lofolj. 

When  on  Sinai^s  top  I  see 
God  descend  in  majesty, 
To  proclaim  His  holy  law, 
All  my  spirit  sinks  with  awe. 

When,  in  ecstasy  sublime, 
Tabor*s  glorious  steep  I  climb, 
At  the  too  transporting  light 
Darkness  rushes  o^er  my  sight. 

When  on  Calvary  I  rest, 
Ck)d'in  flesh  made  manifest 
Shines  in  my  Redeemer's  face. 
Full  of  beauty,  truth,  and  grace. 

Here  I  would  forever  stay. 
Weep  and  gaze  my  soul  away ; 
Thou  art  heaven  on  earth  to  me, 
Lovely,  mournful  Calvary. 

Jamei  Montgomery, 
808,  OALYABY,  ^ew  of. 

In  weariness  and  pain, 
By  griefs  and  sins  opprest, 
I  turn  mc  to  my  Rest  again. 
My  soul's  eternal  Rest, — 
The  Lamb  that  died  for  me, 
And  still  my  load  doth  bear: 
To  Jesus'  streaming  wounds  I  flee, 
And  find  my  quiet  there. 

Jesus,  was  ever  grief. 

Was  ever  love,  like  Thine  ? 
Thy  sorrow,  Lord,  is  my  relief ; 

Thy  life  hath  ransomed  mine 

The  Crucified  appears  t 

I  see  the  dying  €k>d ! 
Oh,  might  I  pour  my  ceaseless  tears, 

And  mix  them  with  Thy  blood  1 

My  sorrows  I  forget 

In  view  of  Calvary : 
I  fall,  and  kiss  thy  bleeding  feet, 

And  pant  to  share  with  thee. 

Oh,  were  I  offered  up 

Upon  Thy  sacrifice  I 
Who  would  not  drink  the  sacred  cup. 

And  die  when  Jesus  dies  ? 

Thou  seest  my  heart's  desire : 
I  would  thy  cross  partake ; 
I  lon^  to  be  baptized  with  fire. 
And  die  for  Thy  dear  sake ; 
I  long  to  rise  with  Thee, 
And  soar  to  things  above, 
And  spend  a  blest  eternity 
In  praise  of  dying  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 
800.  OAFTIVES,  Jewiah. 
We  sat  by  Babel's  waters ;  and  our  tears 
Mingled,  in  silence,  with  the  silent  stream ; 
For,  oh  I  our  hearts  went  back  to  happier 

years, 
And  brighter  scenes,  that  faded  like  a  dream. 

Our  harps,  neglected,  hung  upon  the  trees, 
That  threw  their  shadows  o'er  the  waves' 

dark  crest,  [breeze. 

And   sighed,    responsive    to   each   passing 
That   stirred   a   ripple   on   its  slumbering 

breast 


But  they  who  led  us  captive  touched  ilia 

string, 
And  waked  its  music  with  unhallowed  hand. 
And — smocking  all  our  sadness — ^bode  us  sing 
The  song  of  Zion  in  a  foreign  land. 

Oh  I    never,    never  I — ^hushed    be   now    its 

strains! 
Far,  far  away  her  exiled  children  roam, 
And  never  vnll  they  sound,  on  other  plains, 
The  holy  music  of  their  native  home. 

Jerusalem  I  all  ruined  as  thou  art, 
Thy  temples  by  profaning  footsteps  trod. 
Still  art  thou  fondly  cheidshed  in  each  heart, 
Land  of  our  sires,  our  childhood,  and  oar 
God  I 

And,  while  we  wander  from  thy  sheltering 

winff. 
To  lay  on  distant  shores  the  weary  head. 
Like   houseless  doves — alas!    how  can  we 

sing? 
Our  harps  are  tuneless,  and  our  souls  are 

sad!  T.  K.  Eervey. 

310«  CASE,  BitinA. 

What   then?    Why,  then   another   pilgrim 
song ; 
And  then  a  hush  to  rest,  divinely  granted ; 
And  then  a  thirsty  stage  (ah  me,  so  long  I) 
And  then  a  brook,  just  where  it  most  is 
wanted. 

What  then?    The  pitching  of  the  evening 

tent ;  [thorny ; 

And  then,  perchance,  a  pillow  rough  and 

And  then  some  sweet  and  tender  message, 

sent 

To  cheer  the  faint  one  for  to-morrow^s 

journey. 

What  then  ?  The  wailing  of  the  midnight 
wind,  [aching ; 

A  feverish  sleep,  a  heart  oppreraed  and 
And  then  a  little  water-cruse  to  find 

Close  by  my  pillow,  ready  for  my  waking. 

What  then  ?    I  am  not  careful  to  inquire ; 

I  know  there  will  be  tears,  and  fears,  and 
sorrow; 
And  then,  a  loving  Saviour  drawing  nigher. 

And  saying,  *'I  will  answer  for  the  mor- 


row. 
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What  then?    For  all  my  sins  his  pardoning 
grace; 
For  all  my  wants  and  woes,  his  loving- 
kindness: 
For  darkest  shades,  the  shining  of  (jk>d'8  face, 
And  Christ's  own  hand  to  lead  me  in  my 
blindness.  • 

What  then?    A  shadowy  valley,  lone  and 
dim; 
And  then,  a  deep  and  darkly  rolling  river; 
And  then  a  flood  of  light,  a  seraph's  hymn. 
And  Qod's  own  smile  forever  and  forever ! 

Jane  Crewdson^ 


OAXr&lEi* 
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311.  GASB,  eod'ii 

There  are  who  sigh  that  no  fond  heart,  is 
thein,  [su^h ; 

None  lore  them  best    O  yam  and  se&h 
Ont  of  the  bosom  of  Hb  lore  He  spares-^ 

The  Father  spares  the  Son,  for  thee  to  die : 
For  thee  He  died — for  thee  He  lives  again ; 
O'er  thee  He  watches  in  His  boundless  reign. 

ThoQ  art  as  much  His  care  as  if  beside 
Kor  man  nor  angel  lived  in  heaven  or 
earth  : 
Thus  sanbeams  pour  alike  their  glorious  tide 
To  light  np  worlds,  or  wake  an  insect^s 
mirth ;  [store; 

They    shine,  and   shine   with   unexhausted 
Thoa    art    thy  Saviour's  darling — seek   no 
more.  J.  KetiU, 

Sid.  OASS  Fenonifiad. 
Rude  was  his  gamient,  and  to  rags  all  rent, 
No  better  had  he,  nor  for  better  cared ;  [brent, 
With    blistered  hands  amongst  the  cinders 
And  fingers  filthy,  with  long  nails  unparod, 
Right  fit  to  rend  the  food  on  which  he  fared : 
His  name  was  Care;  a  blacksmith  by  his 

trade,  [spared. 

That  neither  day  nor  night  from  working 
But  to  small  purpose  iron  wedges  made : 
Those  be  unquiet  thoughts  that  careful  minds 

invade.  E,  Spenwr. 

nS.  OASB,  S^kige  from. 

Careful  without  care  I  am, 
Nor  feel  my  happy  toil. 
Kept  in  peace  by  Jesu^s  Name, 

Supported  by  His  smile. 
Joyful  thus  my  faith  to  show, 
I  find  His  service  my  reward : 
Every  work  I  do  below, 
I  do  it  to  the  Lord. 

Thou,  O  Lord,  in  tender  Love, 
Dost  all  my  burdens  beai*, 

Lift  my  heart  to  things  above, 
And  fix  it  ever  there. 

Calm  on  tumult's  wheel  I  sit, 
*Midst  busy  multitudes  alone. 

Sweetly  waiting  at  Thy  feet, 
Till  all  Thy  will  be  dona. 

To  the  desert  or  the  cell 
Let  others  blindly  fly : 
Li  this  evil  world  I  dwell, 

Unhurt,  unspotted  L 
Here  I  find  a  house  of  prayer 
To  which  I  inwardly  retire, 
Walking  unconcerned  in  care, 
And  unconsumed  in  fire. 

Charles  Wesley. 
31 4«  OABE,  Bert  from. 

I  lay  me  down  to  sleep, 

With  little  care 
Whether  my  waking  find 
'  Me  here  or  there. 

A  bowing,  burdened  head 

That  only  asks  to  rest, 
UnquesUoning,  upon 

A  loving  brcASt. 


My  good  right  hand  forgets 

Its  cunning  now ; 
To  march  the  weaiy  march 

I  know  not  how. 

I  am  not  eager,  bold. 
Nor  strong — all  that  is  past ; 

I  am  ready  not  to  do 
At  last,  at  last. 

My  half-day^s  work  is  done, 
And  this  is  all  my  part-^ 

I  mve  a  patient  God 
My  patient  heart ; 

And  grasp  His  banner  still. 

Though  all  the  blue  be  dim ; 
These  stripes  as  well  as  stars 
Lead  after  Him. 
Found  under  the  head  of  a  dead  eoldier  in 
Ibrt  Baydl  Hospital. 

315«  OABB,  Senum  on. 

All  nature  a  sermon  may  preach  thee ; 

The  birds  sing  thy  murmurs  away, — 
Tlie  birds  which,  nor  sowing  nor  reaping, 

God  fails  not  to  feed  day  oy  day ; 
And  He,  who  the  creature  doth  cherish, 
Will  He  fail  thee,  and  leave  thee  to  perish  t 

Or  art  thou  not  better  than  they  ? 

The  lilies,  nor  toiling  nor  spinning 
Their  clothing,  how  gorgeous  and  fair  1 

What  tints  in  their  tiny  robes  woven, 
What  wondrous  devices  are  there ! 

All  Solomon's  stores  could  not  render 

One  festival  robe  of  such  splendor 
As  the  fiowers  have  for  every-day  wear. 

Gk)d  gives  to  each  flower  its  rich  raiment. 
And  o'er  them  His  treasures  flings  free, 

Which  to-day  finds  so  fragrant  in  beauty. 
And  to-morrow  all  faded  shall  see. 

Thus  the  lilies  smile  shame  on  thy  care, 

And  the  happy  birds  sing  it  to  air : 
Will  their  God  be  forgetful  of  thee  ? 

8pegd,  tr.  hy  Mrs.  Charles. 

316.  OAEE,  Bnooeadon  o£ 

When  one  is  past,  another  care  we  have ; 
Thus  woe  succeeds  a  woe,  as  wave  a  wave, 

Bchert  Herrick. 

317.  OAITSE,  Ftoaing  the. 

The  wall  said  to  the  nail,   '<  What  have  I 

done. 

That  through  me  thy  sharp  tooth  thou  thus 

■  dost  run  ? "  [know  t 

The  naU  replied,    ''Poor  fool  I  what  do  I 

Ask  him  who  beats  my  head  with  many  a 

blow ! '» 

Oriental,  tr.  lyW.R.  Alger. 

318.  CAUSE,  Jndgbg  a. 

He  that  of  greatest  work  is  finisher 

Oft  does  them  by  the  weakest  minister : 

So  Holy  Writ  in  babes  hath  Judgment  shown 

When  judges  have  been  babes.    Great  fioods 

have  flown  [dried 

From  simple  sources;  and  great  seas  have 
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When  miracles  have  by  the  gieateet  been  de- 
nied. 
Oft  expectation  fails,  and  most  oft  there 
Where  most  it  promises ;  and  oft  it  hits, 
Where  hope  is  coldest,  and  despair  most  sits. 
It  is  not  so  with  Him  that  all  things  knows, 
As  'tis  with  ns  that  square  our  guess  by 

shows : 
But  most  it  is  presumptuous  in  us  when 
The  help  of  Heaven  we  count  the  act  of  men. 

Shaketpeare* 

319«  OAITBEf  Unseen. 

We  see  but  half  the  causes  of  our  deeds, 
Seeking  them  wholly  in  the  outer  life. 
And  heedless  of  the  encircling  spirit-world. 
Which,  though  unseen,  is  f  elC  and  sows  in  us 
An  germs  of  pure  and  world-wide  purposes. 
From  one  stage  of  our  being  to  the  next 
We  pass  unconscious  o^er  a  slender  bridge, 
The  momentary  work  of  unseen  hands. 
Which  crumbles  down  behind  us;  looking 

back, 
We  see  the  other.shore,  the  gulf  between. 
And,  marrelling  how  we  won  to  where  we 

stand, 
Content  ourselyes  to  call  the  builder  Chance. 
We  trace  the  wisdom  to  the  applets  fall, 
Not  to  the  birtti-throcs  of  a  mighty  Truth 
Whidi,  ior  long  ages  in  blank  Chaos  dumb, 
Tet  yearned  to  be  incarnate,  and  had  found 
At  last  a  spirit  meet  to  be  the  womb 
From  whidi  it  might  be  bom  to  bless  man- 
kind,— 
Not  to  the  soul  of  Newton,  ripe  with  all 
The  hoarded  thoughtfulness  of  earnest  years, 
And  waiting  but  one  ray  of  sunlight  more 
To  blossom  fully. 

But  whence  came  that  ray  ? 
We  call  our  sorrows  Destiny,  but  ought 
Rather  to  name  our  high  successes  so. 
Only  the  instincts  of  great  souls  are  Fate, 
And  aU  have  predestined .  sway :    all  other 

thinss. 
Except  by  leave  of  us,  could  never  be. 
For  Destiny  is  but  the  breath  of  God 
Still  moving  us^  the  last  fragment  1^ 
Of  our  unfallen  nature,  wa^g  oft 
Within  our  thought,  to  beckon  us  beyond 
The  narrow  circle  of  the  seen  and  known, 
And  always  tending  to  a  noble  end, 
As  all  things  must  that  overrule  the  soul. 
And  for  a  space  unseat  the  helmsman,  WilL 

James  RvmcU  I/nodL 

390.  OAUnOV,  Wlie. 

When  clouds  are  seen  wise  men  put  on  their 

cloaks; 
When  great  leaves  fall,  then  winter  is  at 

hand; 
When  the  sun  sets,  who  doth  not  look  for 

nigfatt 
Untimely  stoixna  make  men  expect  a  dearth : 
Allmay  be  well;  but  if  Qod  sort  it  so, 
Tis  more  than  wedeserve,  or  I  expect 

Shakespeare* 


331.  OEHBUBE,  Lenient. 

Ah,  look  thou  laively,  with  lenient  eyes. 
On  whatso  besiae  thee  may  creep  and  cling. 

For  the  possible  beauty  that  underlies 
The  passing  phase  of  the  meanest  thing  1 

'What  if  God*s  great  an^ls,  whose  wuting 
Beholdeth  our  pitiful  hfe  below,         [love 

From  the  holy  height  of  their  heaven  above, 
Couldn^t  bear  with  the  worm  till  the  wings 
should  grow  t 

339.  OEHSUSE,  IDtlgatloa  o£ 

O  ye  wha  are  sae  guid  yourser, 

Sae  pious  and  sae  holy, 
YeVe  nought  to  do  but  mark  and  tell 

Your  neebor's  f auts  and  folly : 
Whase  life  is  like  a  weel-gaun  mill. 

Supplied  wi^  store  o*  water, 
The  heapM  happer's  ebbing  still. 

And  still  the  dap  plays  dattcr. 

Think,  when  your  castigated  pulse 

Gies  now  and  then  a  wallop, 
What  ragings  must  his  veins  convulse 

Tbat  still  eternal  gallop : 
Wl*  wind  and  tide  fair  f  your  tail. 

Right  on  ye  scud  your  sea-way ; 
But  in  the  teeth  o'  baith  to  sail. 

It  makes  an  unco  leeway.^ 

•        •«.•••         • 
Then  gently  scan  your  brother  man, 

Still  gentler  sister  woman ; 
Though  they  may  gang  a  kennin*  wrang. 

To  step  aside  is  human. 
One  point  must  still  be  greatiy  dark. 

The  moving  why  they  do  it ; 
And  just  as  lamely  can  ye  mark 

How  far  perhaps  they  rue  it 

Who  made  the  heart,  His  He  alone 

Deddedly  can  try  us ;  ' 
He  knows  each  chord, — ^its  various  tone, 

Each  spring, — ^its  various  bias : 
Then  at  the  balance  let^s  be  mute. 

We  never  can  adjust  it ; 
Whafs  done  we  partly  may  compute. 

But  know  not  what^s  resisted. 

Bobert  Bums, 

333.  OESBXOST,  Hbekeiy  oft 

And  what  art  thou,  thou  idol,  ceremony  ? 
What  kind  of  good  art  thou  t  that  sufferest 

more 
Of  mortal  grief  than  do  thy  worshippers. 
What  are  thy  rents  ?    What  are  thy  comings 
O  ceremony,  show  me  but  thy  worth :      [in  ? 
What  is  thy  toll,  O  adoration  ? 
Art  thou  aught  else  but  place,  degree,  and 
Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men  f    [form. 
Wherein  thou  art  less  happy,  being  fear'd. 
Than  they  in  fearing. 
What  think^st  thou  oft,  instead  of  homage 

sweet,  [ness, 

But  poisoned  flattery?    O  be  sick,  great  great- 
And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure. 

Bhaiespeare* 
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S34»  CEBSKOHT,  TUSglima, 

Th»ii  oeremony  leads  her  bigofs  forth, 
Prepared  to  fight  for  shadows  of  no  worth ; 
While  truths,  on  which  eternal  things  de- 
pend. 
Find  not,  or  hardly  find,  a  single  friend : 
As  soldios  watch  the  signal  of  commano. 
They  learn  to  bow,  to  kneel,  to  sit,  to  stand, 
Happy  to  fin  religion's  yacant  place 
With  hollow  form,  and  gesture  and  grimace. 

.TT.  Cowper. 
S3$.  OHAHGE,  Benofit  o£ 

The  world  goes  np  and  the  world  goes  down, 

And  scmiuiine  follows  the  rain : 
And  yesterday's  sneer  and  yesterday's  frown 

Can  never  come  oyer  again. 

Sweet  wife, 

No  never  come  over  agun. 

For  woman  is  warm  though  man  be  cold. 

And  the  night  will  hallow  the  day ; 
Tin  the  heart  which  at  even  was  weary  and 
Can  rise  in  the  morning  gay,  [old 

Sweet  wife, 
To  its  work  in  the  morning  ffay. 

Ghana  Mngdfy. 

.  39«.  aHA9&E»  Law  oL 

The  lopped  tree  in  time  may  mw  ajpdn ; 
Host  naked  plants  renew  both  £uit  and 
flower ; 
The  sorriest  wight  may  find  release  of  pain. 
The  driest  soil  suck  in  some  moistening 
shower ;  [course. 

Times  go  by  turns,  and  chances  change  by 
From  foul  to  fair,  from  better  hap  to  worse. 

The  sea  of  Fortune  doth  not  ever  flow, 
She  draws  her  favors  to  the  lowest  ebb ; 

Her  tides  have  equal  time  to  come  and  go; 
Her  loom  doUi  weave  the  fine  and  coarsest 

No  joy  so  great  but  runneth  to  an  end,  [web ; 

No  hiqp  so  hard  but  may  in  fine  amend. 

Not  always  fall  of  leaf,  nor  ever  spring ; 

No  encUeas  nifl^t,  yet  no  eternal  day ; 
The  saddest  birds  a  season  find  to  sing ; 

TIm  roughest  storm  a  calm  may  soon  allay ; 
Thus  with  succeeding  turns  €k)d  tempereth 

all. 
That  man  may  hope  to  rise,  yet  fear  to  fall. 

A  cbanoemay  win  that  by  mischance  was  lost ; 

Hiat  net  that  holds  no  great,  takes  little 

fidi,  [crossed; 

In  some  things  all,  in  all  things  none  are 

Few  all  they  need,  but  none  have  all  they 

ijnmeddled  joys  here  to  no  man  befall,  [wish ; 

Who  least  hath  some,  who  most  bath  never 

alL  Edt^ert  SotUkto^ 

MY.  OEAHQE,  Lenon  oil 

Be  not  OTOud,  but  now  incline 
Tour  sok  ear  to  discipline. 
You  have  changes  iu  your  life, 
Sometimes  peace  and  sometime^  strife ; 
You  have  ebbs  of  face  and  flowers, ' 
As  your  health  or  comes,  or  goes : 


Yon  have  hopes,  and  doubts,  and  f ean. 
Numberless  as  are  your  hairs : 
You  have  pulses  that  do  beat 
High,  and  passions  less  of  heat: 
You  are  young,  but  must  be  old, 
And  to  these,  ye  must  be  told. 
Time,  ere  long,  will  come  and  plow 
Loathed  furrows  in  your  brow 
And  the  dimness  of  your  eye 
Will  no  other  thing  imply, 

But  you  must  die 

As  well  as  L  Robert  Harrick^ 

8M.  OHAHaB,  Saoret  ot 

Profounder,  prof ounder, 

Man's  spirit  must  dive ; 
To  his  aye-rolling  orbit 

No  goal  will  arrive ; 
The  heavens  that  now  draw  him 

With  sweetness  untold. 
Once  found, — for  new  heavens 

He  spumeth  the  old. 

Eteme  alternation 

Now  follows,  now  flies ; 
And  under  pain,  pleasure, — 

Under  pleasure,  pain  lies. 
Love  worKs  at  the  centre. 

Heart  heaving  alway ; 
Forth  speed  the  strong  pulses 

To  the  borders  of  duy. 

R,  TPI  SfMTion, 
B9».  GHATOB,  Tn^o. 

My  .hair  was  black,  but  wiiite  my  life: 
The  colors  in  exchange  are  cast  I 

The  white  upon  my  hair  is  rife, 
The  black  upon  my  life  has  passed. 
Oriental^  tr.  by,W,  A  Alger, 

880«  OHABAOTEB,  AooompUahad. 

His  real  habitude  gave  life  and  grace 
To  appertainings  and  to  ornament, 
AcoQmplished  in  himself,  not  in  his  case : 
All  aids   themselves  made  fairer  by  their 

place; 
Came  for  additions,  yet  their  purposed  trim 
Pierc'd  not  his  grace,  but  were  all  grac'd  by 
So  on  the  tip  of  his  subduing  tongue     [him. 
All  kinds  of  arguments  and  questions  deep, 
AU  repUcation  prompt,  and  reason  strong, 
For  his  advantage  still  did  wake  and  sleep : 
To  make  the  weeper  lai^h,  the  laugher  weep, 
He  had  the  dialect  and  different  udll. 
Catching  all  passions  in  his  craft  of  will ; 
That  he  did  in  the  general  bosom  reign 
Of  young,  of  (Ad ;  and  sexes  both  enchanted. 

Shakespeare, 
331*  OEAUOTEB,  Bnilding  up. 

So  build  we  up  the  being  that  we  are. 

Thus  drinking  in  the  soul  of  things, 

We  slmll  be  wise  perforce ;  and  wMle  inspired 

By  choice,  and  consdous  that  the  will  is  froe, 

Unswerving  shall  we  move,  as  if  impelled 

By  strict  necessity  along  the  path 

Of  order  and  of  good.    Whatever  we  see^ 

Wfaato'er  we  feel  by  agency  direct 

Or  indirect,  shall  tend  to  feed  and  nurse 
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Onr  faculties,  shall  fix  in  calmer  seats 

Of  moral  strength,  and  raise  to  loftier  heights 

Of  lore  divine,  onr  intellectnal  sonL 

Wm,  Wordsworth. 

833,  OHABAOTEB,  Qrades  ot 

The  scale 
Of  being  is  a  graduated  thing ; 
And  deeper  than  the  yanitics  of  power, 
Or  the  vain  pomp  of  glory  there  is  writ 
Gradation,  in  its  hidden  characters. 
The  pathway  to  the  grave  may  be  the  same. 
And  the  proud  man  shidl  trcad  it,  and  the 
low,  [pany- 

With  his  bowed  head,  shall  bear  him  com- 
Decay  will  make  no  difference,  and  death, 
With  his  cold  hand,  shall  make  no  difference ; 
And  there  will  be  no  precedence  of  power. 
In  waking  at  the  coming  trump  of  God ; 
But  in  the  temper  of  the  invisible  mind. 
The  godlike  and  undying  intellect, 
There  are  distinctions  that  will  live  in  heaven. 
When  time  is  a  forgotten  di-cumstanoe  I 
The  elevated  brow  of  kings  will  lose 
The  impress  of  regalia,  and  the  slave 
Will  wear  his  immortality  as  free, 
Beside  the  crystal  waters ;  but  the  depth 
Of  glory  in  the  attributes  of  Ck)d 
Will  measure  the  capacities  of  mind ; 
And  as  the  angels  differ,  will  the  ken 
Of  gifted  spirits  glorify  him  more. 
It  is  life's  mystery.     The  soul  of  man 
Createth  its  own  destiny  of  power ; 
And,  as  the  trial  is  intenser  here, 
His  being  hath  a  nobler  strength  in  heaven. 

JV.  P.  WiUU. 

338*  OHAllACITEB,  Thooght  from. 

The  rascal,  thinking  from  his  point  of  view. 
Concludes  that  all  the  world  are  rascals  too. 
Oriental,  tr.  hy  W,  B,  Alger, 

334.  OHABAOTEB,  Vaoilktion  o£ 

It's  my  honest  conviction, . 

That  my  breast  is  a  chaos  of  all  contradic- 
tion; 

Religious — deistic — ^now  loyal  and  warm  ; 

Then  a  dagger-drawn  democrat  hot  for  re- 
form: 

This  moment  a  fop,  that  sententious  as  Titus ; 

Democritus  now,  and  anon  Heraclitus ; 

Now  laughing  and  pleased,  like  a  child  with 
a  rattle  ; 

Then  vexed  to  the  soul  with  impertinent  tattle  * 

Now  moody  and  sad,  now  unthinking  and 

gay» 

To  all  points  of  the  compass  I  veer  in  a  day. 

Henry  Kirks  White. 

835*  OHABAOTEB,  Varietiei  ofi 

Nature  hath  framed  strange  fellows  in  her 
time :  [eyes, 

Some,  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their 
And  laugh,  like  parrots,  at  a  oag-piper ; 
And  other  of  sndi  vinegar  aq)ect,        [smile, 
That  they'U  not  show  their  teeth  in  way  of 
Though  Nestor  swear  the  jest  be  laughable. 

Bhakespeare. 


336.  OHABAOTEB,  WoigUng. 

A  monk,  when  his  rites  sacerdotal  were  o*er, 
In  the   depth  of  his  cell  with  his    stone- 
covered  floor. 
Resigning  to  thought  his  chimerical  brain. 
Once  formed  the  contrivance  we  now  shall 

explain; 
But  whether  by  ma^c*s  or  alchemy^s  powers 
We  know  not ;   indeed,  'tis  no  business  of 
ours. 

Perhaps  it  was  only  by  patience  and  care. 
At  last,  that  he  brought  his  invention  to  bear. 
In  youth  'twas  projected,  but  years  stole 

away,  [gray ; 

And  ere  'twas  complete  he  was  wrinkled  and 
But  success  is  secure,  unless  energy  fails ; 
And  at  length  he  produced  tiie  philoso- 

pheb's  scales. 

**What  were  they?"  you  ask.  You  shall 
presently  see ;  [and  tea. 

These  scales  were  not  made  to  weigh  sugar 
O  no ;  for  such  properties  wondrous  had  they. 
That  qualities,  feelings,  and  thoughts  they 

could  weigh. 
Together  with  articles  small  or  immense, 
From  mountains  or  planets  to  atoms  of  sense. 

Naught  was  there  so  bulky  but  there  it  would 
lay,  [stay. 

And  naught  so  ethereal  but  there  it  would 
And  naught  so  reluctant  but  in  it  must  go : 
All  which  some  examples  more  clearly  will 
show. 

The  first  thing  he  weighed  was  the  head  of 
Voltaire,  [there. 

Which  retained  all  the  wit  that  had  ever  been 

As  a  weight,  he  threw  in  a  torn  scrap  of  a 
leaf. 

Containing  the  prayer  of  the  penitent  thief; 

When  the  skull  rose  aloft  with  so  sudden  a 
spell  [cell. 

That  it  bounced  like  a  ball  on  the  roof  of  the 

One  time  he  put  in  Alexander  the  Great, 
With  the  garment  that  Dorcas  had  made  for 

a  weight ;  [crown, 

And  though  clad  in  armor  from  sandals  to 
The  hero  rose  up,  and  the  garment  went 

down. 

A  long  row  of  almshouses,  amply  endowed 
By  a  well-esteemed  Pharisee,  busy  and  proud. 
Next  loaded  one  scale ;  while  the  other  was 

pressed 
By  those  mites  the  poor  widow  dropped  in- 
to the  chest ; 
Up  flew  the  endowment,  not  weighing  an 

ounce, 
And  down,  down  the  farthing-worth  came 
with  a  bounce. 

By  further  experiments  (no  matter  how) 
lie  found  that  ten  chariots  weighed  less  than 
one  plough;  [scale, 

A  sword  with  gilt  trapping  rose  up  in  the 
Though  balanced  by  only  a  ten-penny  nail ; 
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A  shield  and  a  helmet,  a  buckler  and  spear. 
Weighed  less  than  a  widow^s  nncrystallized 


A  lord  and  a  hidy  went  up  at  foil  sail. 
When  a  bee  chanced  to  light  on  the  opposite 

Bcale;  [earl, 

Ten  doctors,  ten  lawyers,  two  conrtiers,  one 
Ten  connaellorB'  wigs,  fall  of  powder  and 

carl,  [from  thence, 

AH  heaped  in  one  balance  and  swinging 
Weighea  less  than  a  few  grains  of  candor 

and  sense; 
A  flist-water  diamond,  with  brilliants  begirt, 
Itum  one  good  potato  Just  washed  from  the 

dirt;  [suffice 

Yet  not  mountains  of  silyer  and  gold  could 
One  pearl  to  outweigh, — ^'twas  tbb  fbabl 

OF  QBBAT  FBICB. 


of  aU,  the  whole  world  was  bowled  in 
at  the  grate,  [weight, 

With  the  aotu  of  a  beggar  to  serve  for  a 
When  the  former  sprang  up  with  so  strong  a 
rebuff  [roof  1 

That  it  made  a  yast  rent  and  escaped  at  the 
When  balanced  in  air,  it  ascended  on  high. 
And  flailed  up  aloft,  a  balloon  in  the  sky ; 
While  the  scale  with  the  soul  in^t  so  mightily 

fell 
That  it  jerked  the  philosopher  out  of  his  celL 

Jane  Taylor. 


\7*  GEASITTi  IppUflstiiA  o£ 

What  use  the  preacher^s  truth  and  earnest 

exhortation  f  [tion. 

The  hearer  makes  thereof  inverted  applica- 

A  miser  listened  once  to  a  discourse  most 

moving. 
The  habit  of  unstinted  charity  approving. 
He  said:    "I   never  was  before  so  much 

affected: 
How  beautifol  is  charity  when  well  directed  t 
So  dear  and  noble  is  the  duty  of  almsgiving. 
At  once  Pll  go  and  beg,  as  sure  as  I  am  liv- 


ing. 


n 


Oriental. 


83§.  OHASITT,  Oompeiuatioii  q£ 

Is  thy  cruae  of  comfort  &iling  f  rise  and 

share  it  with  another. 
And  through  all  the  years  of  famine  it  shaU 

serve  thee  and  thy  brother. 
Lore  Divine  unll  fill  the  storehouse,  or  thy 

handful  still  renew  ;  [feast  for  two. 
Scanty  tare  for  one  will  often  make  a  royal 
For  me  heart  grows  rich  in  giving;  all  its 

wealth  is  living  g^in ; 
Seeds,  which  mildew  in  the  gamer,  scattered^ 

fQl  with  gold  the  plain. 
Is  Uiy  burden  hard  and  heavy  ?  do  thy  steps 

drag  wearily  ? 
Help  to  bear  thy  brother's  burden ;  God  will 

bear  both  it  and  thea» 
Numb  and  weary  on  the  mountains,  wouldst 

thou  sleep  amidst  the  snow  ? 
Chafe  that  frozen  form  beside  thee,  and  to- 

getiier  both  shaU  glow. 

e 


Art  thou   stricken  in   life*s   battle  t  many 

wounded  round  thee  moan ; 
Lavish  on  their  wounds  thy  balsams,   and 

that  balm  shall  heal  thine  own. 
Is  the  heart  a  well  left  empty  f    None  but 

Qod  its  void  can  fill ; 
Nothing  but  a  ceaseless  Fountain  can  its 

ceaseless  longings  fill ; 
Is  the  heart  a  living  power  ?    Self -entwined, 

its  strength  sinks  low ; 
It  can  only  live  in  loving,  and  by  serving  love 

will  grow.  Ifre.  Charte$. 

389.  OEABITT,  Deedi  ot 

Were  we  as  rich  in  charity  of  deed  [seed  f 
Ab  gold,  what  rock  would  bloom  not  with  the 
We  give  our  alms  and  cry,  **What  can  we 

more?" 
One  hour  of  time  were  worth  a  load  of  ore  t 
Give  to  the  ignorant  our  own  wisdom  1  give 
Sorrow  our  comfort  I  lend  to  those  who  live 
In  crime  tiie  counsels  of  our  virtue  I  share 
With  souls  our  souls,  and  Satan  shall  despair  I 
Alas  I  what  converts  one  man,  who  would 

take 
The  cross,  and  sta£^  and  house  with  Guilt, 

could  make.  Sir  E.  B.  LytUm. 

340.  OHAUTT,  Domsiid  fbr. 

The  lady  lay  in  her  bed. 

Her  couch  so  warm  and  soft, 
But  her  sleep  was  restless  and  broken  still ; 

For  turning  often  and  oft 
From  side  to  side,  she  muttered  and  moaned. 

And  tossed  her  arms  aloft 

At  last  she  started  up, 

And  gazed  on  the  vacant  air 
With  a  look  of  awe,  as  if  she  saw 

Some  dreadful  phantom  there ; 
And  then  in  the  pillow  she  buried  her  face 

f^m  visions  m  to  bear. 

The  very  curtains  shook, 

Her  terror  was  so  extreme, 
And  the  light  that  fell  on  the  bioider'd  quilt 

Kept  a  tremulous  gleam ;  [cried : 

And  her  voice  was  hollow,  and  shook  as  she 

'*  Oh  me  I  that  awful  dream ! 

Tliat  weary,  weary  walk. 

In  the  church-yard's  dismal  ground  1 
And  those  horrible  things  with  shady  wings, 

That  came  and  flitted  round ; 
Death,  death,  and  nothing  but  death. 

In  every  sight  and  sound ! 

And  oh  1  those  maidens  young, 
Who  wrought  in  that  dreary  room, 

With  fig^ores  drooping  and  spectres  thin, 
And  cheeks  without  a  bloom ;  [pride 

And  the  voice  that  cried,  '  For  the  pomp  of 
We  haste  to  an  early  tomb  t 

For  the  pomp  and  pleasure  of  Pride 

We  toil  like  Afric  slaves. 
And  only  to  earn  a  homo  at  last, 

Where  yonder  cypress  waves  ;* 
And  then  they  pointed — ^I  never  saw 

A  ground  so  full  of  graves  I 
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And  still  the  coffins  came, 

With  their  sorrowfal  trains  and  slow ; 
Goffin  after  coffin  still, 

A  sad  and  sickening  show ; 
From  grief  exempt,  I  never  had  dreamt, 

Of  such  a  World  of  Woel 

Of  the  hearts  that  daily  break. 

Of  the  tears  that  hourly  fall, 
Of  the  many,  many  tronbles  of  life, 

That  gricTO  this  earthly  ball- 
Disease  and  Hmiger,  and  Pain  and  Want, 

Bat  now  I  dreamt  of  them  all  I 

For  the  blind  and  the  cripple  were  there, 
And  the  babe  that  pin&a  for  bread. 

And  the  houseless  man,  and  the  widow  poor. 
Who  begged — ^to  bory  the  dead ; 

The  naked,  alas,  that  I  might  have  dad. 
The  famished  I  might  have  fed  1 

The  sorrow  I  might  have  soothed. 

And  the  nnre^rded  tears ; 
For  many  a  thronging  shape  was  there. 

From  lonff-f orgotten  years. 
Aye,  even  the  poor,  rejected  Moor, 

Who  raised  my  cliilnlfth  fears  t 

Each  pleading  look,  that  long  ago 

I  scanned  with  a  heedless  eye, 
Each  face  was  gazing  as  plainly  there 

As  when  I  passed  it  by : 
Woe,  woe  for  me,  if  the  past  should  be 

Thns  present  when  I  die  I 

No  need  of  snlphnrotis  lake, 

No  need  of  nery  coal. 
Bat  only  that  crowd  of  homaa  kind 

Who  wanted  pity  and  dole- 
In  oYerlasting  retrospect — 

Will  ring  my  sinfol  soal  I 

Alas  I  I  haye  walked  throogh  life. 

Too  heedless  where  I  trod ; 
Nay,  helping  to  trample  my  fellow-worm, 

And  fill  the  barial  sod ; 
Foigetting  that  even  the  spairow  falls 

lu>t  onmark'd  of  Grod. 

I  drank  the  richest  draughts ; 

And  ate  whateyer  is  good — 
Fish,  and  flesh,  and  fowl,  and  fmit, 

Sapplied  my  hungry  mood ; 
Bat  I  neyer  remembered  the  wretched  ones 

That  staire  for  want  of  food  I 

I  dressed  as  the  noble  dress, 

In  doth  of  sUver  and  gold, 
With  sUk  and  satin,  and  costly  fors, 

In  many  an  ample  fold ; 
Bat  I  neyer  remembered  the  naked  limbs 

That  froze  with  winter*s  cold. 

The  wounds  I  might  haye  healed  1  . 

'  The  human  sorrow  and  smart  I 
And  yet  it  neyer  was  in  my  soul 

To  play  so  ill  a  part : 
But  eyil  is  wrought  by  want  of  Thought, 

As  well  as  want  of  Heart  1  ^ 


She  clasped  her  fervent  hands 

And  we  tears  began  to  stream, — 
Large  and  bitter  and  fast  they  fell, 

Remorse  was  so  extreme ; 
And  yet,  oh  yet,  that  many  a  Dame 

Would  dream  the  Lady's  Dream  1 

ThanuuSood. 

Ml*  OHABIIT,  Beiar^tioa  vt 

Blest  Charity  I  the  grace  long-suffering,  kind^ 
Which  envies  not,  has  no  self- vaunting  mind^ 
Is  not  puffed  up,  makes  no  unseemly  show. 
Seeks  not  her  own,  to  provocation  slow. 
No  evil  thinks,  in  no  unrighteous  choice 
Takes  pleasure,  doth  in  truth  rejoice,     [best. 
Hides  all  thin£;s,  still  believes,  and  hopes  the 
All  things  endures,  averse  to  all  contest. 
Tongues,  knowledge,  prophecy,  shall  sink 
At  tiie  first  glance  of  beatific  ray ;         [^^vay 
Then  charity  its  dement  shall  gain. 
And  with  the  God  of  love  eternal  reign. 

349.  OEABITT,  Heathen. 

Hy  friend  is  shipwreck'd  on  the  Bmfian 

strand, 
His  ridies  in  the  Ionian  main  are  lost ; 
And  he  himself   stands   shivering  on  the 

coast. 
Where,  destitute  of  help,  f  oriom,  and  bare. 
He  wearies  the  deaf   gods  with    fruitless 

prayer. 
Their  images,  the  relics  of  the  wrack, 
Tom  from  the  naked  poop,  are  tided  back 
By  the  wild   waves,  and    rudely   thrown 

ashore, 
Lie  impotent ;  nor  can  themselves  restore. 
The  veesd  sticks  and  shows  her  open  side, 
And  on  her  shattered  mast  the  mews  in  tri- 
umph ride.  [store. 
From  thy  new  hope,  and  from  thy  growing 
Now  lend  assbtance,  and  relieve  the  poor. 
Come,  do  a  noble  act  of  charity — 
A  pittance  of  thy  land  will  set  him  free. 
Let  him  not  he&r  the  badges  of  a  wrack. 
Nor  beg  with  a  blue  table  on  his  bade : 
Nor  teu  me  that  thy  frowning  heir  will  say, 
<<  'Us  mine  that  wealth  thou  squandear^st  thus 

away." 
What  is^t  to  thee,  if  he  neglects  thy  urn. 
Or  without  spices  lets  thy  body  burn  ? 

BernuBj  tr.  dy  John  Dryden. 

343.  OEABITTt  Law  oi; 

A  man  once  sat  with  his  good  wife  to  eat 
A  hen,   of   whidi  she  was  for  him  the 
roaster. 

A  beggar  cried,  "  Some  food  I  do  entreat  1  '^ 
But  drove  him  off  the  satiated  boaster. 

He  thought  not  of  the  old  proverbial  verse, 
'*The  full  should  call  the  empty  to  their 
table."  [cuise» 

Soon  through  his  house  came  hunger  as  a 
To  get  a  single  hen  he  was  not  able. 

From  direst  poverty  he  left  his  wife. 
And  homdess  roamed  abroad  without  a 
brother; 
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But  fliie»  in  order  to  presenro  her  life, 
In  maxxiage  gare  herself  onto  another. 

Again  she  "with  her  husband  sat  to  eat 
A   hen,  Tddch  she  for  him  had  beeQ-«a 
roastinff. 
Ab^^arcriea,  "  I  some  of  it  entreat  1^ 
*'  Gire  him  the  hen  1 "  said  he,  too  meek 
for  boasting. 

Aa  to  the  beggar  with  the  food  she  came. 
Behold  1  'twas  he  to  whom  she  first  was 
married. 
She  tomed  in  tears,  with  thoughts  that  have 
no  name: 
Her  sponse  in  wonder  asked  why  thns  she 
tarried. 

She  told  him,  then,  in  fall  and  frank  reply. 
All  mnoe  the  first  bM;gar  away  was  drfyen. 

He  cried:  ''AhGod!  l£atfirat  beggar  was  I; 
Pndaed  be  the  mercies  of  an  all^itying 
Heayenl" 

"  Tliere  is  a  law  whidi  orders  Foitone's  play, 
And  moves  the  rich  and  poor  upon  its 
lever; 
I  b^ged  of  him  who  begs  of  me  to-day, — 
May  €k>d   have  mercy  on  ns  both  for- 
ever!" 

OriefUal,  tr.hyW.R  Alger. 

S4UU  CEABmr,  PaUiob 

This  man  of  half  a  million 
Had  all  these  public  virtues  which  you  praise : 
Bat  tiie  poor  man  rings  never  at  las  door ; 
And  the  old  beggar  at  the  public  gate, 
Who,  all  the  summer  long,  stands  bat  in 

hand,— 
He  knew  how  vain  it  was  to  lift  an  eye 
To  that  hard  fooe.    Yet  he  wad  slways  found 
Among  your  ten  and  twenty-pound  sobeorib- 

era, 
Your  benef  actols  in  the  newspapers, 
ffia  alma  were  money  put  to  interest 
In  the  other  world, — donations  to  keep  open 
A  running  charity  aooonnt  with  Heaven,  ~ 
Retaining  fees  against  the  Last  AsmTifte, 
When,  for  the  trusted  talenta,  strict  account 
Eball  be  required  from  all,  and  the  old  Ardi* 

Lawyer 
Plead  his  own  plsintifC.      Bobert  BotUhBy, 

8W.  OHABITT,  Soperioritjr  A 

Virtue  distressed  to  Faith  applied 
For  strengtii  her  woes  to  Mar ; 

But  Faith  was  weak,  and  turned  aside 
With  an  half -uttered  prayer. 

Hope  o*er  the  sufferer  bent  awhile 
With  wan  and  doubtful  look. 

Shed  the  faint  semblance  of  a  smile, 
And  her  departure  took. 

Tirtue  despaired-^-but  Obaritv 

In  that  dark  hour  appeared ; 
"  Rise,  mster,  rise  t  Come,  dwell  with  me ; 

Lo!  see  my  temples  reared." 


Lady,  there's  not  a  harp  in  heaven 

But  chants  its  lay  to  thee ; 
To  thee  the  immortal  crown  is  given, 

For  thou  art  Charity ! 

SM.  GHABITT,  Mfiagk      . 

The  blessingsVhich  the  poor  and  weak  can 

scatter 
Have  their  own  season.    ^TIs  a  little  thing 
To  £^ve  a  cup  of  water ;  yet  its  draught 
Of  cool  refreshment,  drained  by  fevered  lips^ 
May  give  a  shock  of  pleasure  to  the  frame 
More  exquisite  than  when  nectarian  juices 
Renew  the  life  of  Joy  in  happiest  hours. 
It  is  a  little  thinff  to  speak  a  phrase 
Of  common  comfort,  which  by  daily  use 
Has  almost  lost  itssense ;  yet  on  the  ear 
Of  him  who  thought  to   die  unmoumed, 

'twiUfaU 
Like  choicest  music;  fill  the  fflazing  eye 
With  gentle  tears ;  i«lax  the  knott^  hand 
To  know  the  bonds  of  fellowship  asain. 

I^omaeJf.  Tatfotird. 

847.  GEABZnBOISIT,  Bendlt  o£ 

I  weep,  but  do  not  yield ; 
I  mourn,  yet  still  rebel; 
My  inmost  soul  seems  steeled, 
.    Cold  and  immovable. 

The  wound  is  sharp  and  deep ; 

My  spirit  bleedi  within ; 
And  yet  I  lie  aslen). 

And  still  I  sin,  I  sin. 

My  bruised  soul  complains 
Of  stripes  without,  within ; 

I  feel  these  piercing  pains — 
Yet  still  I  sin,  I  sin. 

O'er  me  the  low  doud  huns 
Its  weiff ht  of  shade  and  nar ; 

Unmoved  I  passed  along, 
And  still  my  sin  is  here. 

Yon  massive  mountain-peak 
The  lightning  rends  at  will; 

The  rock  can  melt  or  break — 
I  am  unbroken  stilL 

My  sky  was  dnce  noon-bright, 
My  day  was  calm  the  while, 

I  loved  the  pleasant  light, 
The  sunshine's  happy  smile. 

I  said.  My  Ood,  oh,  sure 
This  love  will  kindle  mine ; 

Let  but  this  calm  endure. 
Then  all  my  heart  is  Thine. 

Alas,  I  knew  it  not  t  — 

The  summer  flung  its  gold 
Of  sunshine  o'er  my  lot. 

And  yet  my  heart  was  cold 

TVust  me  with  prosperous  days, 

I  said;  oh,  spare  the  rod ; 
Theeand  Thy  love  Fll  praise, 

My  gracious,  patient  Ood. 
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Most  I  be  unitten,  Lord! 

Are  ffentler  measures  yain  t 
Most  I  M  smitten,  Lord! 

Can  nothing  eare  but  pain! 

Thou  tmstedst  me  a  while ; 

Alas  I  Iwasdeoeiyed;     « 
I  rerelled  in  the  smile, 

Tet  to  the  dust  I  deayed. 

Then  the  fierce  tempest  broke, 
I  knew  from  whom  it  came, 

I  read  in  that  sharp  stroke 
A  Fatiier*s  hand  and  name. 

And  yet  I  did  Thee  wrong ; 

Dark  thoughts  of  Thee  came  in,— 
A  froward,  selfish  thronff, — 

And  I  allowed  the  sin  1 

I  did  Thee  wrong,  my  God ; 

I  wroi^^  Thy  trtuQi  and  loye, 
I  fretted  at  the  rod, 

Against  Thy  power  I  stroye. 

I  said.  My  God,  at  lengti^ 

This  stony  heart  remoye ; 
Deny  all  other  strength. 

But  giye  me  strength  to  loye. 

Come  nearer,  nearer  stiU ; 

Let  not  Thy  light  depart ; 
Bend,  break  this  stubborn  will, 

Dissolye  this  iron  heart 

Less  wayward  let  me  be. 

More  pliable  and  mild ; 
In  glad  simplicity 

More  like  a  trustful  child. 

Less,  less,  of  self  each  day. 
And  more,  my  God,  of  thee ; 

O  keep  me  in  the  way, 
Howeyer  rough  it  be. 

Less  of  the  fiesh  each  day, 

Less  of  the  world  and  sin ; 
More  of  Thy  Son,  I  pray. 

More  of  Thyself  within. 

Biper  and  riper  now, 

Each  hour  let  me  become, 
Less  fit  for  scenes  below, 

More  fit  for  such  a  home. 

More  moulded  to  Thy  will. 

Lord,  let  Thy  seryant  be, 
EQgher  and  higher  still, 

Liker  and  liker  thee. 

Leaye  nought  that  is  unmeet; 

Of  idl  that  is  mine  own 
Strip  me  j  and  so  complete 

My  tnuning  for  the  throne. 

Eoratiui  JBanar, 

S49.  QEABnSEKEBT,  ObMrntioa  ot 

Beoeiye  thy  scourge  by  others'  chastisement ; 
For  such  calling,  when  it  work  none  amends, 
Then  plagues  are  sent  without  adyertisement 


Tet  Solomon  said  the  wronged  shall  reoure : 
But  Wyatt  said  true,  '*The  scar  doth  aje 
endure.'*  Barl  of  Surrey. 

849.  OHABTIBEMEHTi  Yiswi  o£ 

Babia,  sick  upon  her  bed. 
By  two  saints  was  yisited. 
Holy  Malik,  Hassan  wise, — 
Men  of  mark  in  Moslem  eyes. 
Hassan  says,  **  Whose  prayer  is  pure 
Will  God's  chastisements  endure." 
Malik  from  a  deeper  sense 
Utteired  his  experience : 
"  He  who  loyes  his  master's  choice 
Will  in  chastisement  rejoice.'' 
Babia  saw  some  selfish  will 
In  their  maxims  lingering  still. 
And  replied,  **  Omen  of  grace  I 
He  who  sees  his  Master's  moe 
Will  not  in  his  prayer  recall 
That  he  is  chastised  at  alL" 

OriaUaL 

SdO.  0HA8TITT,  AppeazaiiM  dl 

In  thy  f^  brow  there's  such  a  legend  writ 
Of  chastity,  as  blinds  the  adult'rous  eye ; 
Not  the  mountain  ice, 
Concealed  to  crystal,  is  so  frosty  chaste 
As^y  yictorious  soul,  which  conquers  man. 
And  man's  proud  tyrant,  pasrion. 

JohnDrydan, 

'    851.  0HA8TITY,  Defenie  oL 
So  dear  to  heayen  is  saintly  chastity. 
That  when  a  soul  is  found  sincerely  so, 
A  thousand  liy'ried  angels  lacquey  her, 
Diiying  far  ofE  each  thmg  of  sin  and  guUt. 

859«  OHASTTTT,  Xudm  6L 

While  thirst  of  praise  and  yain  desire  of 

fkme 
In  ey'ry  age  is  ey'ry  woman's  aim; 
With  courtship  pleased,  of  silly  trifles  proud. 
Fond  of  a  train,  and  happy  in  a  crowd; 
On  each  proud  fop  bestowing  some  kind 

glance. 
Each  conquest  owing  to  some  loose  adyance ; 
While  yain  coquettes  affect  to  be  pursued. 
And  think  they're  yirtuous,  if  not  grossly 

lewd: 
Let  this  great  maxim  be  my  yirtue's  gmde: 
In  part  she  is  to  blame  who  has  been  tried. 
He  comes  too  near  who  comes  to  be  denied. 

Lady  Mmntofn^. 

Sra.  OEASIITT,  VlolitioB  oL 

When  loyely  woman  stoops  to  folly. 
And  finds  too  late  that  men  betray. 

What  charms  can  soothe  her  melandioly  t 
What  art  can  wash  her  guilt  away  t 

The  only  art  her  guilt  to  coyer. 
And  hide  her  uame  from  ey'iy  eye, 

And  giye  repentance  to  her  loyer. 
And  wring  his  bosom  is— to  die. 

(HkirCMdimtik 


OForj^. 
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ossEBirnjssaB 

Life,  believe,  is  not »  dream 

80  daik  AS  sages  say; 
Oft  a  little  morning  ndn 

Foretells  a  pleasant  day. 
Sometimea  there  are  doads  of  gloom, 

But  these  are  transient  all ; . 
if  the  shower  will  make  the  roses  bloom, 

0  why  lament  its  faXL  f 

Rapidly,  merrily, 
Life's  smmy  hours  flit  by, 

Gratefally,  cheerily, 
Enjoy  them  as  they  fly  t 

What  though  Death  at  times  steps  in, 

And  calls  onr  best  away  t 
What  though  sorrow  seems  to  win, 

Cer  hope,  a  heavy  sway  t 
Yet  hope  agam  elastic  springs, 

Unoonquered,  though  she  fdl ; 
Still  buoyant  are  her  golden  wings, 
Still  strong  to  bear  us  welL 
Manfully,  fearfully. 
The  day  of  trial  bear. 

For  gloriously,  victoriously. 
Can  courage  quell  despair ! 

ChariaUe  BtanO. 

9Um  GHBEBFULBBBS,  Power  o£ 

llie  stoutest  armor  of  defence  is  that  which 

is  within  the  bosom, 
And  (he  weapon  that  no  enemy  can  party  is 

a  bold  and  cheerful  spirit : 
Catapults  in  old  war  worked  like  Titans, 

crushing  foes  with  rocks ; 
80  doth  a  stronff-springed  heart  throw  back 

every  load  on  its  assailants. 

If,  F.  Tujpper. 

Z9C  GEEEBFOIiHBSSi  ftelm  oft 

I  mourn  no  more  my  vanished  years : 

Beneath  a  tender  rain. 
An  April  rain  of  smiles  and  tears, 

My  heart  is  young  agaiiL 

The  west  winds  blow,  and  singing  low 

1  hear  the  glad  strouns  ran ; 
The  windows  of  my  soul  I  throw 

Wide  open  to  the  sun. 

Ko  longer  forward,  nor  behind, 

I  look  in  hope  and  fear : 
But  grateful,  take  the  good  I  And, 

The  best  of  now,  and  here. 

I  plough  no  more  a  desert  land 

For  harvest,  weed  and  tare ; 
The  maima  dropping  £rom  Ckid's  hand 

Bebukss  my  painful  care. 

I  break  my  pilgrim  8tai9^  I  lay 

Aside  the  toiling  oar. 
The  Bngel  sou^t  so  far  away 

I  welcome  at  my  door. 

The  airs  of  spring  may  never  play 

Among  the  ripening  com, 
For  freshness  of  the  flowers  of  May 

Blow  through  the  autumn  mom ; 


Yet  shall  the  blue-eyed  gentian  look 
Through  fringM  lids  to  heaven, 

And  the  pale  aster  in  the  brook 
Shall  see  its  image  given; 

Hie  woods  shall  wear  their  robes  of  praise, 

The  south  winds  softly  sigh. 
And  sweet  calm  days  in  ffolden  haze 

Melt  down  the  amber  &y. 

Not  less  shall  manly  deed  and  word 

Bebuke  an  age  of  wrong : 
The  ffraven  flowers  that  wreathe  the  sword 

Make  not  the  blade  less  stron|^. 

Enough  that  blessings  undeserved 

Have  marked  my  erring  track. 
That  wheresoe V  my  feet  have  swerved, 
chastening  tinned  me  back; 


Tliat  more  and  more  a  Providence 

Of  love  is  undeKtood, 
Making  the  springs  of  time  and  sense 

Sweet  with  eternal  good ; 

That  death  seems  but  a  covered  way. 

Which  opens  into  Hght, 
Wherein  no  blinded  child  can  stray 

Beyond  the  Father's  sight ; 

Ihat  care  and  trial  seem  at  last, 
Through  memory's  sunset  air. 

Like  mountain  ranges  overpast 
Li  purple  distance  fair; 

That  all  the  larring  notes  of  life 

Seem  blendinff  in  a  psalm. 
And  all  the  angles  of  its  strife 

Slow  rounding  into  calm. 

And  so  the  shadows  fall  i^art, 
And  BO  the  west  winds  play : 
And  all  the  windows  of  my  heart 
I  open  to  this  day. 

John  OrMnleqf  WhUHer. 
357*  OEILI^  Boiyisg  s. 
Jl  Amy  died — 

Dear  Uttle  Amy  1  when  you  talk  of  her. 
Say,  she  is  gone  to  heaven. 

fid  OhOd.  They  planted  hcr-^ 
Will  she  come  up  next  year  f 
l9t  Child.  No,  not  so  soon ; 
But  some  day  Qod  will  call  her  to  come  up. 
And  then  she  wilL    Papa  knows  eveiything ; 
He  said  she  would  beforo  they  planted  her. 

Joan  Ingelow, 
358«  OHILI^  Letsm  Ibr  a. 

My  fairest  diild,  I  have  no  sonsp  to  give  you ; 
No  lark  could  pipe  to  skies  so  dull  and  gray ; 
Yet,  ere  we  part,  one  lesson  I  can  leave  you. 
For  every  day. 

Be  good,  sweet  maid,  and  let  who  will  be 

clever; 
Do  noble  things,  not  dream  them,  all  day 

louff ;  [ever 

Andsomaki 


e  life,  death,  and  that  vast  for- 
fcsonff! 
Ohartii  £Snff9Uy. 


One  grand,  sweet  soiur ! 

orMf 
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OHiXir>3a[Ooi>. 


•      359.  OHILA  Lnportanoe  of  a. 

Thj  mother's  joy,  ihj  father's   hope— thou 

bright,  [their  gladness ; 

Pare  dwelling,  where  two  fond  hearts  keep 
Thou  little  potentate  of  love,  who  comest 
With  solemn  sweet  dominion  to  the  old, 
Who  see  thee  in  thy  merry  fancies  charged 
With  the  grave  embassage  of  that  dear  past, 
When  they  were  young  like  thee,  thou  yin- 

dication 
Of  God,  thou  liying  witness  against  all  men 
Who    have   been  babes,,  thou   ererlasting 

pr6mis6 
Which  no  man  keeps,  thou  portrait  of  our 

nature,  [worship. 

Which  in  despair  and  (Hide  we  scorn  and 
Thou  household  god,  whom  no  iconoclast 
Hath  broken  1  Bpthey  JkHM. 

MO.  OHILD^  My  Lost 

I  cannot  make  him  dead  I 

His  fair  sunshiny  head 
Is  ever  bounding  round  my  study  chair ; 

Yet  when  my  eyes,  now  dim 

With  tears,  I  turn  to  him. 
The  yision  yanishes, — ^he  is' not  there  I 

I  walk  my.parlor  floor. 

And,  through  the  open  door, 
I  hear  a  footfall  on  the  chamber  stair ! 

Tm  stepping  toyrard  the  hall 

To  give  the  boy  a  call ; 
And  then  bethink  me  that — Y^  is  not  there  I 

I  thread  the  crowded  street ; 

A  satchelled  lad  I  meet. 
With  the  same  beaming  eyes  and  colored  hair ; 

And,  as  he's  rumung  by. 

Follow  him  with  my  eye. 
Scarcely  beUeving  that — ^he  is  not  there  t 

I  know  his  face  is  hid 

Under  the  coffin  lid ; 
Closed  are  his  eyes ;  cold  is  his  forehead  fair ; 

My  hand  that  marble  felt ; 

O'er  it  in  prayer  I  knelt ; 
Tet  my  heart  whispers  that— he  is  not  there  I 

I  cannot  make  him  dead  I 

When  passing  by  the  bed. 
Bo  long  watched  over  with  parental  care, 

My  spirit  and  my  eye 

Seek  him  inquiringly. 
Before  the  tiumght  comes  that— he  is  not 
there  I 

When  at  the  cool  gray  break 

Of  day,  from  sleep  I  wake, 
With  my  firat  breathing  of  the  morning  air 

My  soul  goes  up,  with  joy. 

To  Him  who  gave  my  boy ; 
Then  comes  the  s£i  thotqg^ht  that—he  is  not 
therel 

When  at  the  day's  ^palm  dose. 

Before  we  seek  repose, 
Fm  with  his  mother,  offering  up  our  prayer ; 

Whate'er  I  may  be  saying, 

I  am  in  fsgimi  praying 
For  our  boy's  spirit  thongl^he  is  not  there  I ' 


Not  there  I    Where,  then,  is  he! 

The  form  I  used  to  see 
Was  but  the  raiment  that  he  used  to  wear. 

The  grave,  that  now  doth  press 
.    Upon  that  cast-off  dress, 
Is  but  his  wardrobe  locked ;— he  is  not  thero  I 

He  lives !    In  all  the  past 

He  lives ;  nor,  to  the  last, 
Of  seeim  him  again  will  I  despair; 

In  dreams  1 9ee  him  now; 

And,  on  his  angel  brow, 
I  see  it  written,  *'Thou  shalt  see  me  tftsns/** 

Yes,  we  all  live  to  Ood  I 
Father,  thy  diastening  rod 
So  help  usy  thine  afflicted  ones,  to  bear. 
That,  in  the  spirit  land, 
Meeting  at  Thy  right  hand, 
'Twill  be  our  heaven  to  find  that--he  is  there  I 

John  PierpowL 
Ml.  OHILDHOOD,  Bemily  o£ 

Beautiful,  beautiful  childhood  I  with  a  joj 
That  like  a  robe  is  palpable,  and  flung 
Out  by  your  ev'ry  motion  t  delicate  bud 
Of  the  immortal  flower  that  will  tmfold 
And  come  to  its  maturity  in  heaven ! 
I  weep  your  earthly  gloiy.     'Tis  a  light 
Lent  to  the  new-bom  spirit,  that  goes  oat 
With  the  first  idle  wind.    It  is  the  leaf 
Fresh  flung  upon  the  river,  that  will  dance 
Upon  the  wave  that  stealeth  out  its  Ufe, 
Then  sink  of  its  own  heaviness.    The  fiuse 
Of  the  delightful  earth  will  to  your  eye 
Grow  dim ;  the  fragrance  of  the  many  fiowen 
Be  noticed  not,  and  the  beguiling  voice 
Of  nature  in  her  gentleness  will  be 
To  manhood's  senseless  ear  inaudible. 

yathanid  Barker  WiOU. 

36a»  OHILDHOOl),  down  oH 

The  oows  are  lowing  along  the  lane. 
The  sheep  to  the  md  have  come, 
And  the  mother  looks  from  the  cottage  door. 
To  see  how  the  night  comes  over  the  moor, 
And  calls  tiiie  children  home. 

Their  feet  are  bare  in  the  dusty  road. 
Their  cheeks  are  tawny  and  red ; 
They  have  waded  the  shallowB  below  the  mill. 
They  have  gathered  wild  roses  up  the  hill, 
A  crown  for  each  tangled  head. 

The  days  will  come,  and  the  days  will  go. 

And  life  hath  many  a  cre^. 
But  none  that  will  press  upon  manhood's  brow 
As  light  as  the  roses  restins  now 

On  the  children's  for^eads  brown. 

363.  OHIIiDHOOA  Etarasl, 

Little  children,  young  and  aged. 

Bear  the  blessing  up  1 
Pour  around  the  life  eludr 

From  your  golden  cup  I 
Love  is  the  divine  restorer 

Of  the  souls  of  men; 
Itiis  the  new  peipetnal  Eden 

We  must  seeK  again. 
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Lore  la  the  eternal  cfaildbood} 

Hither  all  must  come 
Who  the  kingdom  would  inherit 

Of  the  Heayenlj  Home. 

GHILDiUSVi  Adrimto. 

Do  no  BinM  action, 
Speak  no  angry  word ; 

Ye  belong  to  Jbsxts, 
Ghildr^  of  the  Lord. 

Ghbsst  is  kind  and  gentle^ 
Chbist  is  pure  ana  trae, 

And  His  little  children 
Most  be  holy  toa 

Tbere^s  a  wicked  spirit 
Watching  ronnd  you  stall, 

And  he  tries  to  tempt  you 
To  all  harm  andilL 

Bat  ye  must  not  hear  him, 
Though  'tis  hard  for  you 
To  resist  the  evil, 
And  the  good  to  do. 

(7.  F.  AUsBonder. 

M6.  GHIU>BE]I,  Eouit  oL 

A  dreaiy  place  would  be  this  earth 
Were  there  no  little  people  in  it ; 

The  song  of  life  would  lose  its  mirth 
Were  there  no  diildren  to  begin  it 

No  little  f  onus,  like  buds  to  grow, 
And  make  the  admiring  heart  surrender ; 

No  little  hands  on  breast  and  brow, 
To  keep  the  thrilling  love-diords  tender. 

No  babe  within  our  arms  to  leap. 
No  little  feet  toward  slumber  tending ; 

No  little  knee  in  prayer  to  bend. 
Our  lips  the  sweet  words  lending. 

What  would  the  mothers  do  for  work, 
Were  there  no  pants  or  jackets  tearing  t 

No  tiny  dresses  to  embroider  ? 
No  cradle  for  tiieir  watchful  caring. 

No  rosy  boys,  at  wintry  mom. 

With  satdiela  to  the  school-hoiise  hasting ; 
No  meiry  shouts  as  home  they  rush. 

No  precious  morsel  for  their  tasting ; 

Tall,  grave,  grown  people  at  the  door, 
Tal^  grave,  grown  people  at  the  table : 

The  men  on  badness  idl  intent, 
Tlie  damcj^  lugubriouMB  they're  able ; 

The  sterner  souls  would  get  more  stem. 
Unfeeling  natures  more  inhuman. 

And  man  to  stoic  coldness  turn, 
And  woman  woald  be  less  than  woman. 

For  in  that  clime  toward  which  we  reach, 
nirough  Time*s  mysterious  dim  unfolding. 

The  little  ones  with  chemb  smile 
Are  still  our  Father's  faoe  beholding. 

80  said  Wa  voioe  in  whom  we  trust, 
When  in  Jodea's  realm  a  preacher, 


He  made  a  child  confront  the  proud, 
And  be  in  simple  guise  their  teacher. 

Life's  song,  indeed,  would  lose  its  charm, 
Were  there  no  babies  to  begin  it ; 

A  doleful  place  this  worid  would  be, 
Were  there  no  little  people  in  it 

3M»  (JBLLDBSMi  BUobig  upon. 

*'  Suffer  that  little  children  come  to  Me, 
Forbid  them   not'*     Emboldened   by   his 

words. 
The  mothers  onward  press ;  but,  finding  vain 
The  attempt  to  readi  the  Loid,  they  trust 

their  babes 
To  strangers'  hands ;  the  innocents,  alamed 
Amid  the  throng  of  faces  all  unknown, 
Shrink,  trembling,  till  their  wandering  eyes 

discern 
The  countenance  of  Jesus,  beaming  love 
And  pity ;  eager  then  tho^  stretch  their  arms, 
And,  cowering,  lay  their  heads  iq)on  His 

breast  Jamst  Orahams, 

367.  OHILDBSVt  Ohrlit  Blaniag. 

I  think  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old. 
When  Jesus  was  here  among  men,      [fold, 

How  He  called  little  children  as  lambs  to  His 
I  should  like  to  have  been  with  them  then. 

I  wish  that  His  hands  had  been  placed  on  my 
head. 
That  His  fcms  had  been  thrown  around  me, 
And  that  I  Yuight  have  seen  His  kind  look 
when  He  said. 
Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me. 

Yet  still  to  His  footstool  in  prayer  I  may  go, 
And  ask  for  a  share  in  His  love ; 

And  if  I  thus  eamestly  seek  Him  below, 
I  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him  above. 

In  that  beautiful  place  He  is  gone  to  prepare. 
For  all  who  are  washed  and  forgiven ; 

And  many  dear  children  are  gathering  there, 
For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

Mrs.  J,  Liihe, 

968.  OEODBEI,  BeaA  and  th*. 

There  is  a  Reaper,  whose  name  is  Death, 

And,  with  his  sidde  keen. 
He  reaps  the  bearded  grain  at  a  breath. 

And  the  flowers  that  grow  between. 

<'  ShaU  I  have  nought  that  is  fair  ? "  saith  he ; 

''Have  nought  but  the  bearded  grain? 
Though  the  breath  of  these  flowers  is  sweet  to 

I  will  give  them  all  back  again."         [me, 

He  gazed  at  the  flowers  with  tearful  eyes, 
He  kissed  their  droomng  leaves ; 

It  was  for  the  Lord  of  Paradise 
He  bound  them  in  his  sheaves. 


ti 


My  Lord  hath  need  of  these  flow'rets  gay," 
Ttie  Reaper  said,  and  smiled ; 
*.*  Dear  tokens  of  the  earth-are  thef. 
Where  He  was  once  a  child. 


88 


They  shall  all  bloom  in  fields  of  light, 

Transplanted  by  my  care ; 
And  saints  npon  their  garments  white 

These  sacred  blossoms  wear." 

And  the  mother  gave,  in  tears  and  pain, 

The  flowers  she  most  did  loye ; 
Bhe  knew  she  should  find  them  all  again 

In  the  fields  of  light  above. 

Oh,  not  in  cnielty,  not  in  wrath. 

The  Reaper  came  that  day ; 
'Twas  an  angel  visited  the  green  earth, 

And  took  the  flowers  away. 

Henry  Wdchworth  ZongfeUoto. 

369.  OEILDSEH,  I>ea«li  oft 

The  morning  flowers  dirolay  their  sweets, 
And  gay  their  silken  leaves  unfold ; 

As  careless  of  the  noonday  heats, 
And  fearless  of  the  evening  cold. 

Kipped  bv  the  wind's  unkindly  blast, 
Parch'd  by  the  sun's  directer  ray,  ■ 

The  momentary  fflories  waste, 
The  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

Bo  blooms  the  human  face  divine, 
When  youth  its  pride  of  beauty  shows  : 

Fairer  than  spring  the  colors  shine. 
And  sweeter  than  the  virgin  rose. 

Or  worn  by  slowly-roUing  years. 
Or  broke  by  sidcness  in  a  day. 

The  fading  ^lory  disappears, 
Hie  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

Yet  these,  new  rising  from  the  tomb, 
With  lustre  brighter  far  shidl  shine, 

Revive  with'  ever-during  bloom, 
Safe  from  diseases  and  decline. 

Let  sickness  blast,  let  death  devour. 

If  Heaven  must  recompense  our  pains ; 
Perish  the  grass,  and  fade  the  flower. 
If  firm  the  word  of  God  remains. 

Samuel  Weeley^  Jr, 

870*  OHILDRElf,  Example  fbr. 
Lamb  of  God,  I  look  to  Thee, 
Thou  shalt  my  example  be ; 
Thou  art  gentle,  meek,  and  mild : 
Thou  wast  once  a  little  child. 

Fain  I  would  be  as  Thon  art, 
Give  me  Thy  obedient  heart ; 
Thon  art  pitiful  and  kind : 
Let  me  liavo  Thy  loving  mind. 

Let  me  above  all  fulfil 
God  my  heavenly  Father's  will ; 
Kever  His  good  Spirit  grieve, 
Only  to  His  Glory  live. 

Loving  Jesus,  gentle  Lamb, 
In  Thy  gracious  hands  I  am : 
Hake  me,  Saviour,  what  Thou  art ; 
lave  Thyself  within  my  heart 

I  shall  then  show  forth  Thy  praise ; 
Serve  Thee  all  my  happy  days ; 
Then  the  world  shall  always  see 
Chxist^  the  Holy  Child,  in  me. 

Oharlee  Wedey. 


8T1«  OffTTiraKH  J«wtli. 

Pointing  to  such  well  might  Cornelia  say. 
When  the  rich  casket  shone  in  bright  array, 
**  These  are  my  jewels  I "    Well  of  such  as  he. 
When  Jesus  spake,  well  might  his  language  be, 
'  *  Suffer  these  little  ones  to  come  to  me  I  '* 

Samuel  Bogen. 
379«  OUldreiii  Leoon  from. 

O  little  feet !  that  such  long  years 
Must  wander  on  through  hope  and  fears. 

Must  adie  and  bleed  beneath  your  load ; 
I,  nearer  to  the  wayside  inn 
Where  toil  shall  cease  and  rest  beg^ 

I  am  weary,  thinking  of  your  road  1 

O  little  hands  I  that,  weak  or  strong. 
Have  still  to  serve  or  rule  so  long. 

Have  still  so  long  to  g^ve  or  luk ; 
I,  who  so  much  with  book  and  pen 
Have  toiled  among  my  fellow-men. 

Am  weary,  thinking  of  your  task.  - 

O  little  hearts !  that  throb  and  beat 
With  such  impatient,  feverish  heat. 

Such  limitless  and  strong  desires: 
Mine,  that  so  long  has  glowed  and  burned 
With  passions  into  ashes  turned. 

Now  covers  and  conceals  its  fires. 

O  little  souls  1  as  pure  and  white 
And  crystalline  as  rays  of  light 

Direct  from  Heaven,  their  source  divine ; 
Refracted  through  the  mist  of  years, 
How  red  my  setting  sun  appears. 

How  lurid  looks  this  soul  of  mine ! 

Banry  Wadaworth  LonqfeUaw. 

373.  OHTLPSEIT,  ICooxnliig  for, 

M.  I  heard  a  bell : 

There  is  a  funeral,  then,  behind  the  church. 
2<2  Child,  Are  the  trees  sorry  when  their 

leaves  drop  off? 
l9t  Child.  Ton  talk  such  silly  words;  no, 
not  at  alL 
There  goes  another  leaf.         Jean  Ingdow, 

374.  OHILDBEH,  PloonM  O, 

Ah  t  what  would  the  world  bo  to  us 
If  the  chUdren  were  no  moro  f 

We  should  dread  the  desert  behind  us 
Worse  than  the  dark  before. 

What  the  leaves  are  to  the  forest. 

With  light  and  air  for  food. 
Ere  their  sweet  and  tender  juices 

Have  been  hardened  into  wood, — 

That  to  the  world  are  children ; 

Through  them  it  feels  the  glow 
Of  a  brighter  and  sunnier  climate 

Than  reaches  the  trunks  bdow. 

Come  to  me,  O  ye  children  I 

And  whisper  in  my  ear 
What  the  birds  and  the  winds  are  sin^^g 

In  your  sunny  atmosphere. 

For  what  are  all  our  contrivinga, 
And  the  wisdom  of  our  books. 

When  compared  with  your  caresses, 
And  the  gladness  of  your  looks  t 
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Ye  are  better  than  all  Uie  ballads 
That  ever  \rcre  eang  or  said ; 

For  ye  ore  liying  po^ns, 
And  aU  tbo  rest  are  dead. 

37ft.  OHTTiDHKiy,  Frayen  ofi 

In  ^e  quiet  nursery  chambers, 

Snowy  pillows  yet  impressed, 
See  the  fonnsof  little  children 

Kneeling,  white-robed  for  their  rest; 
All  in  quiet  nursery  chambers, 

While  the  dusky  shadows  creep, 
Hear  tibe  voices  of  the  children — 

**  Now  I  lay  mo  down  to  sleep." 

On  the  meadow  and  the  mountain 

Calmly  shine  the  winter  stars, 
But  across  the  glistening  lowlands 

Slant  the  moonlight's  silver  bars : 
In  the  silence  and  the  darkness, 

1>arkne88  growing  still  more  deep, 
Listen  to  the  little  children 

Praying  Qod  their  souls  to  keep. 

*'  If  we  die  ^ — so  pray  the  children, 

And  the  mother's  head  drops  low ; 
(One  from  out  her  fold  is  sleeping 

Deep  beneath  the  winter's  snow ;) 
*'  Take  our  souls :  ^'  and  past  the  casement 

Flits  a  gleam  of  crystal  light, 
like  tiie  tnuling  of  his  garments. 

Walking  evermore  in  white. 

Little  souls  that  stand  expectant 

listening  at  the  gates  of  life. 
Hearing,  far  away,  the  murmur 

Of  the  tumult  and  the  strife ; 
We  who  fight  beneath  those  banners, 

Meeting  ranks  of  f oemen  there, 
Knd  a  deeper,  broader  meaning 

In  your  simple  vesper  prayer. 

When  your  hands  shall  gran>  this  standard, 

Which  to-day  you  watch  from  far, 
When  your  de^  shall  shape  the  conflict 

In  this  universal  war : 
Pray  to  Him,  the  God  of  battles. 

Whose  strong  eye  can  never  deep, 
In  the  warring  of  temptation 

FSrm  and  true  your  souls  to  keep. 

When  the  combat  ends,  and  slo^y 

d^irs  the  smoke  from  out  the  ddes, 
nien  £ur  down  the  purple  distance 

All  the  noise  of  battle  dies. 
When  the  last  night's  soleom  shadows 

Settle  down  on  you  and  me. 
Hay  the  love  that  never  faUeth 

Tiake  our  souls  eternally. 

876.  OHIIiDSEH,  Talents  ot 

Qod  entrusts  to  all 

Talents  few  or  many ; 
None  so  young  or  small 
That  they  have  not  any. 

Though  tho  great  and  wise 
Have  a  greater  number, 


Yet  n^  one  I  prize. 

And  it  must  not  slumber. 

God  win  surely  ask. 

Ere  I  enter  heaven, 
Have  I  done  the  task 

Which  to  me  was  glvenf 

Little  drops  of  rain 

Bring  the  springing  flowers, 
And  I  may  attain 

Much  by  little  powers. 

Every  little  mite. 

Every  little  measure, 
Helps  to  spread  the  light. 
Helps  to  swell  the  treasure. 

Jame9  Edmeiton, 
37T«  OHILDBSH,  Traat  ofi  * 


**  Now  I  lay  " — say  it,  darling ; 

''Lay  me,"  lisped  the  tmy lips 
Of  my  daughter,  kneeling,  bending. 

O'er  her  folded  finger-tips. 

''Down  to  sleep" — "to  sleep,"  she  mm> 
mured. 

And  the  curly  head  drooped  low ; 
"  I  pray  the  Lord,"  I  gently  added, 

"  You  can  say  it  all,  I  know." 

"  Pray  the  Lord  " — ^tho  words  came  faintly. 
Fainter  still — "  31y  soul  to  keep," 

Then  the  tired  head  fairly  nodded. 
And  the  child  was  fast  asleep. 

But  the  dewy  eyes  half  opened 
When  I  clasped  her  to  my  breast. 

And  the  dear  voice  softly  whispered, 
"  Mamma,  God  knows  all  the  rest" 

Oh,  the  trusting,  sweet  confiding 
Of  the  chUd-heart  1  Would  that  I 

Thus  might  trust  my  Heavenly  Father, 
He  who  hears  my  feeblest  cry. 

878«  OHTTiTOCT,  Teadiing. 

Delightful  task  I  to  rear  the  tender  thought 
To  teach  the  young  idea  how  to  shoot. 
To  pour  the  fresh  instruction  o'er  the  mind, 
To  breathe  the  enlivening  spirit,  and  to  fix 
The  generous  purpose  in  the  glowing  breast 

Jamei  ThofM(m, 

370.  OHOXOB,  HoUlity  ot 

Think  not  too  meanly  of  thy  low  estate ; 
Thou  hast  a  dioice;  to  choose  is  to  create  I 
Remember  whose  the  sacred  lips  that  tell, 
Angels  approve  thee,  when  thy  choice  is 

well; 
Remember,  One,  a  judge  of  righteous  men. 
Swore  to  spare  Sodom,  if  she  held  but  ten  I 
Use  well  the  freedom  which  thy  Master  gave, 
(Think'st  thou  that  Heaven  can  tolerate  a 

slave?) 
And  He  who  made  thee  to  be  just  and  true 
Will  bless  thee,  love  thee, — ay,  remct  thee 

tool  (Hwer  WendeU MoUhm. 
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GHBIBT,  AUdingii. 

AMde  in  me,  I  pray,  and  I  in  thee ; 

From  thia  go<>d  hour,  oh  t  leaye  me  never- 
more :  [healed. 
Then  shall  the  discord  cease,  the  wound  be 

The  life-long  bleeding  of  the  soul  be  o'er. 

Abide  in  me ;  overshadow  by  thy  love 
Each  half -f  onned  purpose  and  dark  thought 
of  nn; 
Quench,  e'er  it  rise,  each  selfish,  low  desire ; 
And  keep  my  soul  as  thine,  calm  and  di- 
Tine. 

As  some  rare  perfume  in  a  vase  of  clay 
Pervades  it  with  a  frappimce  not  its  own, 

So,  when  thou  dwellest  m  a  mortal  soul. 
All  heaven's  own  sweetness  seems  around 
it  thrown. 

Abide  in  me.    There  have  been  moments  blest 

When  I  have  heard  thy  voice  and  felt  thy 

power: 

Then  evil  lost  its  fnsp ;  and  passion,  hushed. 

Owned   the  divine   endumtment  of  the 

hour. 

These  were  but  seasons  beautiful  and  rare  ;> 
Abide  in  me,  and  they  shall  ever  be : 

Fulfil  at  onoo  thy  precept  and  my  prayer; 
Come  and  abide  in  me,  and  I  in  thee. 

Harriet  Beeeher  SUnoe, 

Ml.  0HBI8T,  Abiding  witL 

Abide  with  me ;  fast  falls  the  eventide  ; 
The  darkness  deepens ;  Lord,  with  me  abide : 
When  other  helpers  fdil,  and  comforts  flee, 
Help  of  the  helpless,  O  abide  with  me. 

Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day ; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away ; 
Ohange  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see, 
0  Thou  Who  changest  not,  abide  with  me. 

Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word. 
But  as  Thou  dwell'st  with  Thy  disciples, 

Lord, 
Familiar,  condescending,  patient,  free,    ' 
Gome,  not  to  sojourn,  but  abide  with  me  1 

Gome  not  in  terrors,  as  the  King  of  kings ; 
But  kind  and  good,  with  hcSling  in  Thy 


Tears  for  i&  woes,  a  heart  for  every  plea, 
Ck>me,  Friend  of  sinners,  and  thus  bide  with 
me. 

I  need  T*hy  presence  oveiy  passing  hour ; 
What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's 

power? 
Who  like  Thyself  my  guide  and  stay  may  be  ? 
Through  doud  and  sunshine.  Lord,   abide 

with  me. 

I  fear  no  foe  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless ; 
Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness ; 
Where  ia  Death's  sting?  where.  Grave,  thy 

victoiy? 
I  triumph  stul,  If  Thou  abide  with  me. 


OBRIST. 

Hold  Thou  Thy  Gross  before  my  doring  eyes ; 
Shine  through,  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to 

tiieslaes; 
Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain 

shadows  flee ; 
In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 

Henry  Frandi  Lyte. 

3§3.  OEBIST,  AUlity  dL 

A  lowly  man— He  takes  my  sins,  and  beam 
the  heavy  load ; 

A  lowly  man — ^He  takes  my  hand,  and  leads 
me  up  the  road;  [tor!  God  I 

And  when  I  know  this  lowly  man  is  my  Grea- 

Oh,  this  hath  solved  me  much  dark  speedi ; 
and  loosed  tongues  that  were  dumb ! 

For  all  creation  round  me  now  a  Gospel  has 
become, 

And  what  had  seemed  to  me  before  fMre 
wild,  confused  Babd, 

Is  now  a  fire-tong^ed  Pentecost,  proclaim- 
ing— Ghbibt  is  able  t 

The  thunders,  in  the   crashing  skies,  an- 
nounce it  as  they  roll ; 

The  lightnings  on  the  black  storm  wall,  write 
it  in  vivid  scroll ; 

Atifl  stars  repeat  it,  down  the  dark,  in  mystic 
jewelled  light; 

The  XJrim  and  the  Thummim  on  the  breast- 
plate of  the  night ; 

And  strong  Orion  shouts  to  me  what  slum- 
bered in  old  fable, 

And  edioes  from  eternal  night-vaults  answer. 
Able  I  Able  I 

And  comet,  ci'esting  bended  heavens,  waves 
echo  to  the  word, 

like  waving  white  plume  in  the  stai^mailed 
helmet  of  the  Lord  ; 

For  all  creation  its  evangel  utters  forth  abroad 

Into  mine  ear,  when  now  I  know  my  Savionr 
Ohrist  is  God!        W,  B,  JSoSerUan. 

383.  GHBIBT,  Akne  vith. 

Alone  with  Thee !  alone  with  Thee  1 

0  Friend  divine  I 

Thou  Friend  of  friends,  to  me  most  dear. 
Though  all  unseen,  I  feel  Thee  near ; 
And,  with  the  love  that  knows  no  fear, 

1  call  Thee  mine. 

Alone  with  Thee  I  alone  with  Thee ! 

Now  through  my  breast 
There  steals  a  breath  like  breath  of  balm 
That  healing  brings  and  holy  calm. 
That  soothes  like  chanted  song  or  psalm. 

And  makes  me  blest 

Alone  with  Thee  1  alone  with  Thee  I 

Thy  ^pace  more  sweet 
Than  music  in  the  twilight  still. 
Than  airs  that  groves  of  spices  fill. 
More  fresh  than  dews  on  Hermon's  hill. 

My  soul  doth  greet 

Alone  with  Thee  1  alone  with  Thee  I 

Li  Th  V  pure  light 
The  splendia  pomps  and  shows  of  tunsb 
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Tha  temptiiiff  stMiMi  that  i»id6  would  olimb, 
The  peso  where  gloiy  x«Bl»  flold^ 
Pale  on  my  sight 

Alone  with  Thee  t  alone  with  Thee  I 

My  eoftened  heart 
Floats  on  the  flood  of  love  diyina. 
Feels  all  its  wishes  drowned  in  Thine, 
Content  that  eveiy  good  is  mine 

llioa  canst  impart 

Alone  with  Thee  I  alone  with  Thee  1 

I  want  no  more 
To  make  my  eartiily  bliss  complete^ 
Tlum  oft  my  Lord  nnseen  to  meet; 
For  sight  I  wait  till  tread  my  feet 

Yon  glistering  shore. 

Alone  with  Thee  t  alone  with  Thee  t 

There  not  alone, 
But  witii  all  saints,  the  mighty  throng. 
My  sonl  unfettered,  pore,  and  strong, 
Her  high  conmmnings  shall  prolong 

Before  Thy  throne.  Bay  Ai2fiMr. 

884.  GESI8T,  OUagfaig  toi 

0  Holy  Sayiomr,  Friend  nnseen, 

Sinoe  on  Thine  ann  Thou  bidst  me  lean. 

Help  me  thronghont  life's  rarying  scene 

By  faith  to  ding  to  Thee. 

Blest  with  this  f  ellowBhip  diyine. 
Take  what  Thoa  wilt,  ril  ne'er  repine ; 
E*en  as  the  branches  to  the  Tine, 

My  sool  would  ding  to  Thee. 

Far  from  her  home,  fatigued,  oppressed* 
Here  she  has  found  her  place  of  rest ; 
An  exile  still,  yet  not  unblessed. 

While  she  can  cling  to  Thee. 

Without  a  murmur  I  dismiss 

My  former  dreams  of  earthly  bliss ; 

My  joy,  my  consolation  this, 

Each  hour  to  cling  to  Thee. 

What  though  the  world  unfaithful  proTe, 
And  earthly  friends  and  joys  remoTe ; 
With  sure  and  certain  hope  of  love, 
Btill  would  I  ding  to  Thee. 

Oft  when  I  se^  to  tread  alone    . 

Some  barren  waste,  with  thorns  overgrown, 

Tliy  voice  of  loye,  in  gentle  tone, 

Whispeb '' ptiUclmg  to  Me." 

Tliough  faith  and  hope  may  oft  be  tried, 

1  ask  not,  need  not  aught  beside : 
How  safe,  how  calm,  how  satisfied, 

The  soul  that  dings  to  Theel 

They  fear  not  Satan,  nor  the  grave^-*- 
Thcy  fed  Thee  near  and  strong  to  save ; 
Kor  dread  to  cross  ^en  Jordan's  wmre^ 
Becaose  they  dhig  to  Thee. 

Blessed  is  my  lot,  whatever  be&ll ; 
What  can  disturii  me,  who  appall, 
Whale  «a  my  Starength,  my  Bock,  my  All, 
Ssviour,  I<£ngtoTheet 


To  tell  the  SaTlonr  all  my  wants^ 

How  pleasing  is  the  task  I 
Nor  less  to  praise  Him  when  He  grants 

Beyond  what  I  can  ask. 

My  laboring  spirit  vainly  seeks 

To  tell  but  half  the  joy ; 
With  how  mndi  tenderness  He  speaks, 

And  hdps  me  to  reply. 

Nor  were  it  wise,  nor  should  I  choose. 

Such  secrets  to  dedare: 
Like  predous  wines,  their  tastes  they  \o&^ 

Eacposed  to  open  air. 

But  this  with  boldness  I  proclaim. 
Nor  care  if  thousands  near, — 

Sweet  is  the  ointment  of  His  name ; 
Nor  life  is  half  so  dear. 

And  can  you  frown,  my  former  friends. 

Who  knew  what  once  I  was. 
And  blame  the  song  that  thus  commends 

The  Man  who  bore  the  cross  t 

Trust  me,  I  draw  the  likeness  true^ 

And  not  as  fancy  paints ; 
Sudi  honor  may  He  glYO  to  you  1     , 

For  such  have  all  Bis  saints. 

WiUiam  Oowptt. 

W%m  QUKlBTi  For  Xc 

Forme  He  left  His  home  on  high; 
For  me  to  earth  He  came  to  die ; 
For  me  He  in  a  manner  lay ; 
For  me  to  Egypt  fled  away ; 
For  me  He  dwelt  with  fishermen ; 
For  me  He  slept  in  cave  and  glen ; 
For  me  abuse  He  meekly  bore ; 
Forme  a  crown  of  thorns  He  wore :   • 
For  me  He  brayed  Gothsemane ; 
For  me  He  huns  upon  a  tree : 
Forme  His  final  feast  was  made ; 
For  me  by  Judas  was  betrayed ; 
For  me  by  Peter  was  denied ; 
For  me  by  Pilate  crudfled ; 
For  me  ffis  predous  blood  was  shed; 
For  me  He  uept  among  the  dead ; 
For  me  He  rose  with  might  at  last ; 
For  me  above  the  skies  Ho  passed ; 
For  me  He  came  at  God^s  command ; ' 
For  me  He  dts  at  His  right  hand. 

88T«  GEBI8T,  Frlndddp  ot 

Best  of  the  weary, 

Joy  of  the  sad, 
Hope  of  the  dreaiy, 

Ughtof  the  glad; 
Home  of  the  stinger, 

Strength  to  the  end, 
Befuge  from  dan^. 

Saviour  and  Fnend ! 

Pillow  where,  lying. 

Love  rests  its  head ; 
Peace  of  the  dyinc, 

Life  of  the  deaa ; 
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Path  of  the  lowly, 

Prize  at  the  end, 
Breath  of  the  holy, 

Saviour  and  Frkod ! 

When  my  feet  stomble^ 

ril  to  Thee  cry : 
Crown  of  the  humble, 

Cross  of  the  high. 
When  my  steps  wander. 

Over  me  bend, 
Truer  and  fonder, 

Bayiour  and  Friend ! 

Ever  confessing 

Thee,  I  will  raise 
Unto  Tliee  blessing, 

Qlory,  and  praise ; 
All  my  endeavor. 

World  without  end. 
Thine  to  be  ever. 

Saviour  and  Friend  I 

John  B,  B.  ManseH 

38§.  OHBISTi  Hrnnnistlan  oL 

Now  Thou,  by  whom  the  world  was  made. 
Art  in  Thy  manger-cradle  laid ; 
Maker  of  all  things  great,  art  small. 
Naked  Thyself,  though  clothing  all.        * 

Thou,  who  both  heaven  and  earth  dost  sway, 
In  strangers'  inn  art  fain  to  stay; 
And  thou^  Thy  power  makes  angels  blest. 
Dost  seek  Thy  food  from  human  breast 

Aul  OerJutrdty  tr,  hy  F,  E.  Oox. 

389«  0HBI8T,  a  Kiag. 

Gird  thy  sword  on,  mighty  Saviour, 
Hake  the  word  of  truth  Thy  car ; 

Prosper  in  Thy  course  triumphant. 
All  success  attend  Thy  war : 

Gracious  Victor, 
Bring  Thy  trophies  from  a&r. 

ICaJesty  combined  with  meekness, 
Righteousness  and  peace  unite 

To  insure  Thy  blessed  conquests, 
Take  possession  of  the  nght : 

Ride  triumphant. 
Decked  in  robes  of  purest  light 

Blest  are  they  that  touch  Thy  sceptre, 
Blest  are  all  that  own  Thy  reign; 
Freed  from  sin,  that  worst  of  tyrants, 

Rescued  from  its  galling  chain ; 
Saints  and  angels. 

All  who  know  Thoe  bless  Thy  reign  1 

WOu  OHBIBT,  Xiagdoiaofi 

O  North,  with  all  thy  vales  of  green  1 
O  South,  with  all  thy  palms  T 

From  peopled  towns  and  fields  between 
Uplift  the  voice  of  psalms. 

Raise,  ancient  East  I  the  anthem  high, 

And  let  the  youthful  West  reply. 

Lol  in  the  clouds  of  Heaven  appears 

God*s  well-beloved  Son. 
He  brings  a  train  of  brighter  yean, 

His  kingdom  is  begun. 


He  comes  a  gmlty  woild  to  bless 
With  mercy,  trutii,  and  righteou8n< 


O  Father  I  haste  the  promised  hour, 

When  at  His  feet  shall  lie 
All  rule,  authority,  and  power. 

Beneath  the  ample  sky ; 
When  He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole, 
The  Lord  of  every  human  soul ; 

When  all  shall  heed  the  words  He  said. 

Amid  their  daily  cares, 
And  by  the  loving  life  .He  led 

Shall  strive  to  pattern  theirs : 
And  He  who  conquered  Death  shall  win 
The  mightier  conquest  over  Sin. 

WUUam  Ctdlen  Bryant, 

391.  GHBIBT,  lift  oft 

No  stem  reduae, 
As  His  forerunner ;  but  the  Guest  and  Friend 
Of  all  who  sought  Him,  mingling  with  all 
To  breathe  His  holiness  on  all.  No  film  (life 
Obscured  His  spotless  lustre.  From  ffis  lips 
Truth  limpid  without  error  flowed.  Disease 
Fled  from  His  touch.     Pain  heard  E^,  and 

was  not 
Despair  smiled  in  His  presence.  Devils  knew. 
And  trembled.    In  the  omnipotence  of  faitJi 
Unintermittent,  indefectible, 
Leaning  upon  His  Father^s  might.  He  bent 
All  nature  to  His  wilL     The  tempest  sank. 
He   whispering,  into  waveless   calm.    Tha 

bread,  [spare. 

Given  from  His  hands,  fed  thousands  and  to 
The  stormy  waters,  as  the  solid  rock. 
Were  pavement  for  His  footst^.    Death  itself 
With  vain  reluctancies  yielded  its  prey 
To  the  stem  mandate  of  the  Prince  of  life. 

Edward  Henry  BiekersteA, 

393.  OHBIBT,  litany  to. 

My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary : 

Saviour  divine, 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray ; 
Take  all  my  g^t  away ; 
O  let  me,  from  this  day, 
•  Be  wholly  Thine. 

May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart ; 

My  zeal  inspire ; 
As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be— 

A  living  fire. 

While  lifers  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  Guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day ; 
Wipe  sorrow^s  tears  away. 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 

When  ends  life's  transient  dream ; 
'  When  death's  oold,  sullen  stream 
Shall  o'er  me  roll; 
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Blest  SaTioor,  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distress  remove ; 
Oy  bear  me  safe  aboTe, — 
A  ransomed  sooL  Bay  KUmt, 


0HBI8I,  Odstoi 

Immortal  Love,  forever  full, 

Foreyer  flooring  finee, 
Forever  shared,  forever  whole, 

A  never-ebbing  sea  I 

Oor  outward  lips  confess  the  name 

All  other  names  above : ' 
Love  only  knoweth  whence  it  came, 

And  oomprehendeth  love. 

Blow,  winds  of  God,  awake,  and  blow 

The  mists  of  earth  away ; 
Shine  out,  O  licht  divine !  and  show 

How  wide  and  far  we  stray. 

Hash  every  Up,  dose  every  book. 
The  strife  of  tongaes  forbear : 

Why  forward  reach,  or  backward  look. 
For  love  that  clasps  like  air  t 

We  may  not  dimb  the  heavenly  steeps 
To  bring  the  Lord  Christ  down : 

In  vain  we  search  the  lowest  de^ss, 
For  Him  no  depths  can  drown. 

Nor  holy  bread,  nor  blood  of  grape, 

The  lineaments  restore 
Of  Him  we  know  in  outward  shape 

And  in  the  flesh  no  more. 

He  Cometh  not  a  King  to  reiffn ; 

The  world's  long  hope  is  mm : 
Hie  weary  centuries  watdi  in  vain 

The  dondfl  of  heaven  for  Hun. 

Death  comes ;  life  goes ;  the  asking  eye 

And  ear  are  answerless ; 
The  grave  is  dumb ;  the  hollow  sky 

Is  sad  with  sUentness. 

Hie  letter  falls,  and  systems  fall, 

And  every  symbol  wanes : 
The  Spirit  over-brooding  all, 

Eternal  Love,  remains, 

And  not  for  signs  in  heaven  above 

Or  earth  below  they  look. 
Who  know  with  John  His  smile  of  love, 

With  Peter  His  rebuke. 

Li  Joy  of  inward  peace,  or  sense 

Of  sorrow  over  sin. 
He  is  His  own  best  evidence : 

Hb  witness  is  within. 

No  fable  old,  nor  mythic  lore. 
Nor  dream  of  bards  and  seers. 

No  dead  fact  stranded  on  the  shore 
Of  the  oblivious  yean ; 

But  warm,  sweet,  tender,  even  yet 

A  preset  hdp  is  He : 
And  i^th  has  still  its  Olivet ; 

Aud  love,  its  Qalilee. 


The  healing  of  His  seamless  dress 

Is  by  our  beds  of  pain : 
We  touch  Him  in  life's  throng  and  press. 

And  we  are  whole  again. 

Throuffh  Him  the  first  fond  prayers  axe  said 

Our  lips  of  diildhood  frame ; 
The  last  low  whispers  of  our  dead 

Are  burdened  with  His  name. 

• 

O  Lord  and  Master  of  us  all  1 

Whatever  our  name  or  sign. 
We  own  Thy  sway,  we  hear  Thy  call, 

We  test  our  lives  by  Thine. 

Tboujudmtus;  Thy  purity 

Doth  aU  our  lusts  condemn ; 
The  love  that  draws  us  nearer  Thee 

Is  hot  with  wrath  to  them. 

Our  thoughts  lie  open  to  Thy  sight ; 

And,  naked  to  Thy  glance. 
Our  secret  sins  are  in  the  light 

Of  Thy  pure  countenance. 

Thy  healinff  pains ;  a  keen  distress 

Thy  tencbr  light  shines  in ; 
Thy  sweetness  is  the  bitterness ; 

Thy  grace,  the  pang  of  sin. 

Yet,  weak  and  blinded  though  we  be, 

Thou  dost  our  service  own : 
We  brii^  our  varying  (pfts  to  Thee, 

And  Tnou  rejectest  none. 

To  Thee  our  full  humanity. 

Its  joys  and  pains,  bdong : 
The  wrong  of  man  to  man  on  Thee 

Inflicts  a  deeper  wrong. 

Who  hates,  hates  Thee ;  who  loves,  becomes 

Therein  to  Thee  allied : 
All  sweet  accords  of  hearty  and  homes 

In  Thee  are  multijilied. 

Deep  strike  Thy  roots,  O  heavenly  Vine  I 

Within  our  earthly  sod, 
Most  human  and  yet  most  Divine, 

The  flower  of  man  and  God. 

O  Love  I  O  life  I — our  faith  and  right 

Thy  presence  maketh  one ; 
ks  through  transfigured  clouds  of  white 

We  trace  the  noonday  sun. 

So,  to  our  mortal  eyes  subdued. 
Flesh-veiled,  but  not  concealed. 

We  imow  in  Tliee  the  fatherhood 
And  heart  of  Ood  revealed. 

We  &intly  hear,  we  dimly  see, 

In  differing  phrase  we  pray ; 
But,  dim  or  dear,  we  own  In  Thee 

The  light,  the  Truth,  the  Way. 

The  homage  that  we  render  Thee 

Is  still  our  father's  own : 
Nor  jealous  daim  or  rivalry 

Divides  the  Cross  and  Throne. 

To  do  Thy  will  is  more  than  praise, 
As  words  are  less  than  deeds; 
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CHRIST. 


CHRIST. 


And  simple  trust  can  find  Thy  ways 
We  miss  with  chart  of  creeds. 

No  pride  of  self  Thy  service  hath. 

No  place  for  me  and  mine : 
Oar  human  strength  is  weakness,  death 

Our  Uf e,  apart  from  Thine. 

Apart  ^m  Thee,  all  gain  is  loss, 

AU  labor  vainly  done : 
The  solemn  shadow  of  Thy  cross 

Is  better  than  the  son. 

Alone,  O  Love  ineffable  t 

Thy  saving  name  is  given : 
To  turn  aside  from  Thee  is  hell. 

To  walk  with  Thee  is  heaven. 

How  vain,  secure  in  all  Thou  art, 

Our  noisy  championship  I 
The  sighing  of  the  contrite  heart 

Is  more  than  flattering  lip. 

Not  Thine  tSio  bigot's  partial  plea, 

Nor  Thine  the  zealot's  ban : 
Thou  well  canst  spare  a  love  of  Thee 

Which  ends  in  hate  of  man. 

Our  Friend,  Our  Brother,  and  our  Lord, 

What  may  Thy  service  be  ? 
Nor  name,  nor  form,  nor  ritual  wcnrd, 

But  simply  following  Thee. 

We  bring  no  ghastly  holocaust, 

We  pile  no  graven  stone : 
He  serves  Thee  best  who  loveth  most 
brothers  and  Thy  own. 


Thy  litanies,  sweet  offices 

Of  love  and  gratitude ; 
Thy  sacramental  liturgies, 

The  joy  of  doing  good. 

In  vain  shall  waves  of  inoense  drift 

The  vaulted  nave  around, 
Id  vain  the  minster  turret  lift 

Its  brazen  weights  of  sound. 

The  heart  must  ring  Thy  Christmas-bella, 

Thy  inward  altars  raise : 
Its  faith  and  hope  Thy  canticles ; 

And  its  obedience,  praise. 

John  QreenUaf  WhUUer. 

394*  0HBI8T,  Offioes  oC 

Great  prophet  of  our  God, 

Our  tongues  shall  bless  Thy  name ; 
By  Thee  the  Joyful  Aews 
Of  our  salvation  came. — 
The  joyful  news* 
Of  sins  f  orgdven, 
Of  heU  suMued, 
And  peace  with  heaven. 

Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 

Has  shed  His  blood  and  died; 
Our  guilty  conscience  needs 
No  sacrifice  beside : 
His  precious  blood 
Did  once  atone. 
And  now  it  pleads 
Before  the  throne. 


O  thou  almighty  Lord, 

Our  Conqueror  and  our  King, 
Thy  sceptre  and  Thy  sword, 
Thy  reining  ffrace,  we  sing : 
Thme  is  the  power; 
Oh,  make  us  sit 
In  willing  bonds 
Beneath  Uiy  feet    iBoae  WatU, 

8M«  OmiBT,  Old  Story  d, 

Tell  me  the  old,  old  story. 

Of  things  unseen  above ; 
Of  Jesus  and  His  glory. 

Of  Jesus  and  His  lov& 

Tell  me  the  story  simply. 

As  to  a  little  child: 
For  I  am  weak  and  weaiy, 

And  helpless,  and  defiled. 

Tell  me  the  storv  slowly, 
That  I  may  take  it  in^ 
•    That  wonderful  redemption — 
God^s  BmiKDT  for  sin  I 

Tell  me  the  story  often, 

For  I  forget  so  soon  t 
The  *'  early  dew  '*  of  morning 

Has  passed  away  at  noon  I 

Tell  me  the  story  softly, 
With  earnest  tones  and  grave ; « 

Remember,  Tm  the  sinner 
Whom  Jesus  came  to  save. 

Tell  me  the  story  always, 

If  you  would  really  be 
In  any  time  of  trouble 

A  comforter  to  me. 

Tell  me  the  same  old  story 
When  you  have  cause  to  fear 

That  this  world^s  empty  glory 
Is  costing  me  too  oiBar. 

Yes,  and  when  that  World's  glory 

Shall  dawn  upon  my  soul. 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story, 

"  Christ  Jesus  makes  thee  whola^ 

3M.  GEDUBT,  Plreptre  the  Way  A 

A  voice  from  the  desert  comes  awful  and 
shrill,  [way," 

"The  Lord  is  advancingr-prepare  ye  the 
The  word  of  Jehovah  He  comes  to  fulfil. 
And  o'er  the  dark  world  pours  the  q[>lendor 
of  day. 

Bring'  down  the  proud  mountain,  though  tow- 
ering to  heaven. 

And  be  the  low  valley  exalted  on  high ; 

The  rough  path  and  crooked  be  made  smooth 
and  even, 

For,  Zion  I  your  King,  your  Redeemeris  nigh. 

The  beams  of  salvation  His  pro^p:ess  illume, 
The  lone  dreary  wilderness  dues  of  her  God ; 
The  rose   and   Uie   myrtle  snail  suddenly 

bloom. 
And  the  olive  of  peace  spread  its  branches 

abroad.  Wiuiam  Drumimond,  . 
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SM".  GHBIBT,  Qoestbiii  alMBl. 

Art  thoQ  'weary,  art  thon  languid,  art  thoa 

sore  distrestf 
"Gome  to  me,'^  saith  One, — and  "coming, 

be  at  rest  t** 
Ha12i  He  marks  to  lead  me  to  Him, — ^if  He 

be  my  Guide  t 
la  His  feet  ai^  hands  are  womid-piints,  and 

Sssidel 
Is  thue  diadem,  as  monarch,  that  His  brow 

adorns  ?  [thomB»I 

Yea:    a   crown,    in    very  snrety, — ^but   of 
If  I  find  Him,  if  I  follow,  what  His  gaerdon 

here? 
Uany  a  sorrow,  many  a  labor,  many  a  tear  I 
If  I  still  hold  closely  to  Him,  what  hath  He 

at  last  t 
Sorrow  yanqiiished,  labor  ended,  Jordan  past! 
If  I  ask  Him  to  receive  me,  will  He  say  me 

nayf  [away! 

Not  till   earth,   and  not  tiU   heaven  pass 
Finding,  following,  keeping,  struggling,  is 

He  sore  to  bless  f 
Angels,    martyrs,    prophets,    pilgrimfl,    an- 
swer. Yes! 

SUphofi,  tr.  ly  J.  M.  Neals. 

OBSXST,  Selling. 

If  to-day  thou  tamest  aside 
In  thy  lozury  and  pride, 
Wrapped  within  thyself,  and  blind 
To  the  sorrows  of  ttiy  kind, 
Thon  a  faithless  watch  dost  keep — 
Thon  art  one  of  them  that  sleep : 
Or  if,  wakins ,  thou  dost  see 
Nothing  of  mvinity 
In  our  Sdlen,  struggling  race— 
If  in  them  thou  see^st  no  trace 
Of  a  glory  dimmed,  not  gone, 
Of  a  future  to  be  won, 
Of  a  future,  hopeful,  hk^h. 
Thou,  like  Peter,  dost  &ny: 
But  if,  seeing,  thou  believest^ 
If  the  Evangel  thou  reoeivest, 
Yet,  if  thou  art  bound  to  sin, 
False  to  the  ideal  within. 
Slave  of  ease,  or  slave  of  gold. 
Thou  the  Son  of  Qod  hast  sold. 

A.  0,  LyneK, 

• 

GEBI3T  a  Bin-beanr. 

lliy  works,  not  mine,  O  Christy 
Speak  gladness  to  this  heart ; 
They  teU  me  all  is  done ; 
lib)^  bid  my  fear  degoxL 

To  wh<Hn  save  thee, 
Who  can  alone 
For  sin  atone. 
Lord,  shall  I  flee  I 

Thy  pains,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 

Upon  the  shameful  tree 
Have  paid  the  law's  full  price, 

And  purchased  peace  for  me. 

Thy  tears,  not  mine,  O  Ohrist, 
Have  wept  my  guilt  away ; 


And  tamed  tiiis  night  of  mine 
Into  a  Messed  day. 

Thy  bonds,  not  mine,  O  Cfhrist, 

Unbind  me  of  my  chain. 
And  break  my  prison-doon. 

Ne'er  to  be  barred  again.  . 

Thy  wounds,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 
Can  heal  my  bruisM  soul ; 

Thy  stripes,  not  mine,  contain 
The  balm  that  makes  me  whole. 

Thy  blood,  not  mine,  O  Christy 
Thy  blood  so  freely  spilt, 

Can  blandi  my  blackest  stsdns, 
And  purge  away  my  guilt. 

Thy  cross,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 
Has  borne  the  awful  load 

Of  sins,  that  none  in  heaven 
Or  earth  could  bear,  but  Qod. 

Thy  death,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 
Has  paid  the  ransom  due ; 

Ten  thousand  deaths  like  mine. 
Would  have  been  all  too  few. 

Iliv  righteousness,  O  Christ, 

Alone  can  cover  me ; 
No  righteousness  avails 

Save  that  which  is  of  thee. 

Tliy  righteousness  alone^ 

Can  clothe  and  beautify ; 
I  wrap  it  round  my  soul ; 

In  this  m  live  and  die. 

Eoratikf  Bomatr, 

400w  OEBIBTi  SiEfideiioyo& 

He  is  a  path,  if  any  be  misled ; 

He  is  a  robe,  if  any  naked  be ; 

If  any  chance«to  hunger.  He  is  bread ; 

If  any  be  a  bondman.  He,  He  is  free ; 

If  any  be  but  weak,  how  strong  is  He  I  • 
To  dead  men,  life  He  is ;  to  nek  men,  health ; 
To  blind  men,  sight;    and,  to  the  needy, 

wealth; 
A  pleasure  without  loss,  a  treasure  without 
stealth.  QiXM  Fletcher. 

401.  QHSIBT  SiggMttd. 

Earth  has  nothing  sweet  or  fair. 
Lovely  forms  or  beauties  rare, 
But  before  my  eyes  they  bring 
Christ,  of  beauty  Source  and  Spring. 

When  the  morning  paints  the  skies. 
When  the  golden  sunbeams  rise^ 
Thetk  my  E&viour^s  form  I  find 
Brightly  imaged  on  my  mind. 

When  the  day-beams  pierce  the  night, 
Oft  I  think  on  Jesu^s  light. 
Think  how  bright  that  light  wiU  be, 
Shining  through  eternity. 

When,  as  moonlight  softly  steals, 
Heaven  its  thousand  eyes  reveals, 
Then  I  think:  Who  made  their  light 
Is  a  thousand  times  more  Isight 
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When  I  see,  in  spring>tide  gay, 
Fields  their  varied  tints  display, 
Wakes  the  thrilling  thought  in  me. 
What  mast  their  Creator  oe  I 

If  I  trace  the  fountain's  source. 
Or  the  brooklet's  deyious  course, 
Straight  my  thoughts  to  Jesus  mount, 
As  the  best  and  purest  fount. 

Sweet  the  song  the  night-bird  sings. 
Sweet  the  lute,  with  quivering  stnngs ; 
Far  more  sweet  than  every  tone 
Are  the  words  '*  l^aria's  Son.'* 

Sweetness  fills  the  air  around, 
At  the  echo's  answering  sound'; 
But  more  sweet  than  echo's  f aU 
Is  to  me  the  Bridegroom's  call. 

Lord  of  all  that's  fair  to  see ! 
Come,  reveal  thyself  to  me ; 
Let  me,  'mid  Thy  radiant  li^ht, 
See  Tliine  unveiled  glories  bright 

Angdius  Bilewua^  tr,  ly  JB\  B,  Oox, 

4X1^.  0HSI8T,  Star  o£ 

When,  manshalled  on  the  nightly  plain, 

The  glittering  host  bestudthe  sky. 
One  star  alone  of  all  the  train 

Can  fix  the  sinner's  wandering  eye. 
Hark!  hark  I  to  God  the  chorus  br»iks 

From  every  host,  from  every  gem ; 
But  one  alone  die  Saviour  q>eaks : 

It  is  the  Star  of  BethleheuL 

Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode. 

The  storm  was  loud,  the  night  was  dark. 
The  ocean  vawned,  and  widefy  blowcd 

The  wina  that  tossed  my  foundering  bark. 
Deep  horror  then  my  vitab  froze ; 

Death-struck,  I  ceased  the  tide  to  stem ; 
When  suddenly  a  star  arose : 

It  was  the  Star  of  Bethl^em. 

It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all ; 

It  bade  my  dark  £[>reboding  cease ; 
And  thro'  the  storm  and  danger's  thrall 

It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 
Now  safely  moored— my  perils  o'er — 

m  sing,  first  in  night's  diadem, 
Forever  and  for  evermore, 

The  Star  I  the  Star  of  Bethlehem  t 

H,  K  White. 

403.  OHBIBT,  T«m3«  oil 

I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

Of  unseen  things  above, 
Of  Jesus  and  His  glory. 

Of  Jesus  and  Hu  love. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story. 

Because  I  know  it's  true : 
It  satisfies  my  longings 

As  nothinff  else  can  do. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story : 

'Twill  be  my  theme  in  glory 
To  tell  the  old,  old  story, 

Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 


I  love  to  tell  the  story : 

More  wonderful  it  seems 
Than  all  the  golden  fancies 

Of  all  our  golden  dreams. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story : 

It  did  so  much  for  me  I 
And  that  is  just  the  reason 

I  tell  it  now  to  thee. 

I  love  to  tell  the  story : 

'Tis  pleasant  to  repeat 
What  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it. 

More  wonderfully  sweet. 
I  love  to  tell  the  stoty : 

For  some  have  never  heard 
The  Message  of  salvation 

From  G^'s  own  holy  word. 

I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 

For  those  who  know  it  best 
Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 

To  hear  it  like  the  rest 
And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 

I  sing  the  New,  New  Song, 
'Twill  be— the  Old,  Old  Stobt 

That  I  have  loved  so  long. 

44MU  OHBIBT,  XTniim  with. 

They  love  their  blessed  Leader.    Not  more 

close 
The  branches  ding  unto  the  parent  tree 
Than  are   His   followers  bound  to  Christ. 
They  loose,  [free 

Like  Him,  their  hold  on  earthly  things.  They 
nieir  hearts  from  the  strong  bonds  of  selfish- 
ness, 
And  yield  for  general  good  their  private  weaL 
Where'er  is  want,  despondency,  distress. 
They  havo  the  hand  to  toil,  the  heart  to  f eeL 
'Tis  thus  the  Saviour  taught  them.    They  are 

one 
With  Him,  and  in  their  souls  His  image  bear. 
Rejoicing  in  the  likeness.    As  the  sun 
Doth  spread  his  radiance  through  the  fields 

of  air. 
And  kindle  in  revolving  stars  his  blaze, 
He  pours  upon  their  hearts  the  splendor  of 
His  rays.  Thamat  0.  Upham, 

4Mm  OHBISTIAHt  Emblom  of  ili«i 

Just  such  is  the  Christian ;  his  course  he  be- 
gins 
like  the  sun  in  a  mist  when  he  mounu  for 

his  sins. 
And  melts  into  tears ;  then  he  breaks  out  and 
shines. 
And  travels  his  heavenly  way ; 
But  when  he  comes  nearer  to  finish  his  race. 
Like  a  fine  setting  sun,  he  looks  richer  in 

grace. 
And  gives  a  sure  hope,  at  the  end  of  his  days, 
Of  rising  in  brighter  array. 

Imom  WaU9, 
406.  OHBISTIAir,  Peaoe  of  tho. 

Let  not  your  heart  be  faint : 
My  peaoe  I  give  to  you, — 
Such  peace  as  reason  never  planned, 
As  worldlings  never  knew. 
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not  the  noitelMB  caLn 
That  hodes  a  tempest  idj^ 
Or  lores  the  heedless  mariner 

Where  rodu  and  qnidcsands  lie. 

TIs  not  fallen  natnre^s  sleep. 
The  stopor  of  the  sonl 
That  knows  not  God,  nor  owns  His  hand. 
Though  wide  His  thnnders  rolL 

lis  not  the  sleep  of  death. 
Low  in  the  darkiBome  grave, 
Where  the  worm  spreads  its  coadi,  and 
feeds, — 
Kg  hand  put  forth  to  saye. 

It  n>eak8  a  ransomed  world, 
A  FaUier  reconciled, 
A  rinner  to  a  saint  transf  oimed, 
A  rebel  to  a  child. 


It 


It  teUs  of  jo  JB  to  come : 
It  soothes  the  troubled  breast; 
lines,  a  star  amid  the  storm, — 
The  harbinger  of  rest 


Then  mormnr  not,  nor  motnn. 
My  people  faint  and  few : 
Though  earth  to  its  f  omidation  shake, 
M7  peace  I  leave  with  yoo. 

40T«  GEBIBIIUiri  Fre^niiieDM  of  the. 

Who  is  as  the  Christian  peat ! 

Bought  and  washed  with  sacied  blood. 
Crowns  he  sees  beneath  his  feet, 

Soars  aloft  and  walks  with  Giod. 

Who  b  as  the  Christian  wisef 
He  has  nanght  for  all  hath  given ; 

Boaght  the  pearl  of  greatest  price. 
Nobly  bartered  eaith  for  heaven. 

Who  is  as  the  ChristiAa  blesB'd  t 
He  hath  found  the  long-sought  stone ; 

He  is  joined  to  Christ,  his  rest — 
He  and  happiness  are  one. 

Earth  and  heaven  together  meet, 
CKfts  in  him  and  graces  join ; 

Make  the  Gharacter  complete; 
AU  immortal,  aU  divma 


Lol  his  clothing  is  tiie 

The  bright  Sun  of  righteonsness ; 
He  hath  put  salvation  on — 

Jesus  is  his  beauteous  dress. 

Lo!  he  feeds  on  living  bread, 
Drinks  the  fountain  from  above, 

Leans  on  Jesus'  breast  his  head — 
Feasts  forever  on  His  love. 

Angels  here  his  servants  are ; 

Spread  for  him  their  golden  wings ; 
To  his  throne  of  glory  bear,  - 

Seat  him  by  the  King  of  kings. 

Who  shall  gain  that  heavenly  height  f 
Who  his  Saviour's  face  shall  see  9 

I  who  claim  it  in  His  right, 
Christ  hath  bought  it  aU  for  me. 

Oharle9  Wesley, 

7 


40§»  0HBISTIA5XXT,  Myiteiy  ot 

The  Christian's  faith  had  many  mysteries  toa ' 
The  uncreated  Holy  Three  in  One ; 
Divine  Incarnate,  Human  in  Divine ; 
The  inward  call ;  the  Sancti^ng  Dew ; 
Coming  unseen,  unseen  departing  thence ; 
Anew  creating  all,  and  yet  not  heard ; 
Compelling,  yet  not  felt :  mysterious  these ; 
Not  that  Jehovah  to  conceal  them  wished ; 
Not  that  Religion  wished.    The  Christian 

faith, 
Unlike  the  timorous  creeds  of  Pagan  priest, 
Was  frank,  stood  forth  to  view,  invited  all 
To  prove,  examine,  search,  investigate, 
And  gave  herself  a  light  to  see  her  bv. 
Mysterious  these— bemuse  too  large  for  eye 
Of  man,  too  long  for  human  arm  to  mete. 

IhUok 

409*  GHBI8TIAHITT1  Ftagnsi  o£ 

Now  with  the  cross,  as  with  the  staff,  alone. 
Religion,  like  a  pilgrim,  westward  bent, 
Knocking  at  all  doors,  ever  as  she  went 
Tet  as  the  sun,  though  forward  be  his  flight, 
Listens  behind  him,  and  follows  some  li^t, 
Till  all  depart,  so  went  the  Church  her  way. 
Letting,  while  one  foot  stept^  the  other  stay 
Among  the  eastern  nations  for  a  time. 
Till  both  removed  to  the  western  dime. 
To  Effypt  first  she  came,  where  they  did  prove 
Wonders  of  anger  onoe,  but  now  of  love. 
The  ten  commandments  there  did  flourish 

more 
Tlian  ten  bitter  plagues  had  done  before. 
Holy  Macarius,  and  great  Anthony 
Made  Pharaoh  Moses,  changing  the  history. 
Goshen  was  darkness ;  Egypt  full  of  lights ; 
Nilus  for  monsters  brought  forth  Israelites. 
Such  power  bath  mighty  Baptism  to  produce. 
For  tMngs  misshapen,  things  of  highest  use. 
Religion  thence  fled  into  Greece,  where  arts 
Gkive  her  the  highest  place  in  all  men's  hearts. 
Learning  was  posed,  philosophy  was  set, 
Bophisters  taken  in  a  fisher's  net 
Plato  'and  Aristotle  were  at  a  loss, 
And  wheeled  about  again  to  spell  Christ*s- 

crosB. 
Prayers  chased  syllo^ms  into  their  den, 
And  Ergo  was  transioimed  into  Amen. 
Though  Greece  took  horse  as  soon  as  Egypt 

did. 
And  Rome  as  both,  yet  Egypt  faster  rid, 
And  spent  her  period  and  prefixed  time 
Before  the  other.     Greece  beiug  past  her 

prime. 
Religion  went  to  Rome,  subduing  those 
Who,  that  they  might  subdue,  made  all  their 

foes. 
The  warrior  his  dear  scars  no  more  resounds. 
But  seems  to  yield  Christ  hath  the  greater 

wounds; 
Wounds  willingly  endured  to  work  his  bliss. 
Who  by  an  ambush  lost  his  Paradise. 
The  great  heart  stoops,  and  takoth  from  the 

dust 
A  sad  repentance,  not  the  spoils  of  lust ; 
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Quitting  hifl  spear,  lest  it  sbould  pieroe  again 
Him  inHis members,  Who  for  him  was  suiin. 
The  shepherd's  hook  grew  to  a  sceptre  here, 
Giyinff  new  names  and  nmnbers  to  the  year. 
Bat  £e  empire  dwelt  in  Greece,  to  comfort 

them 
Who  were  cut  short  in  Alexander's  stem. 
In  both  of  these  prowess  and  arts  did  tame 
And  tone  men's  hearts  against  the  €k)spel 

came: 
Which  using,  and  n<9t  fearing  skill  in  the  one. 
Or  strength  in  the  other,  dla  erect  her  throne. 
!Many  a  rent  and  struggling  the  empire  knew, 
(As  dying  things  are  wont,)  until  it  flew 
At  len^h  to  Germany,  still  westward  bend- 
ing. 
And  there  the  Church's  festival  attending ; 
That,  as  before  empire  and  arts  made  way, 
For  no  less  harbingers  would  serve  than  they ; 
So  they  might  stul,  and  point  us  out  the 

place, 
Where  first  the  Church  should  raise  her  down- 
cast face. 
Strength  levels  grounds,  art  makes  a  garden 

there; 
Then  showers  Religion,  and  makes  all  to  bear. 
Spain  in  the  empire  shared  with  Germany, 
But  England  in  the  higher  victory ; 
Giving  the  Church  a  crown  to  keep  her  state. 

George  Herbert, 

410.  OHSI8TIAH8;  DmA  oft 

Meeting  with  Time,  *'  Slack  thing,"  said  I, 
"Thy  scythe  is  dull:  whet  it,  for  shame." 

"  No  marvel,  mr,"  he  did  reply, 
**  If  it  at  length  deserve  some  blame. 

But  whgre  one  man  would  have  me  grind  it, 

Twenty  for  one  too  sharp  do  find  it" 

Perhaps  some  such  of  old  did  pass, 
Who  above  all  things  lov'd  his  life ; 

To  whom  thy  scythe  a  hatchet  was. 
Which  now  is  but  a  pruning  knife. 

Christ's  coming  hath  made  man  thy  debtor, 

Since,  by  the  cutting,  he  grows  better. 

And  in  His  blessing  thaa  art  blest. 

For,  where  thou  only  wert  before 
An  executioner  at  best. 

Thou  art  a  gardener  now ;  and,  more, 
An  usher  to  convey  our  souls 
Beyond  the  utmost  stars  and  poles. 

And  this  is  that  makes  life  so  long. 
While  it  detains  us  from  our  God. 

Ev'n  pleasures  here  increase  the  wrong, 
And  length  of  days  lengthen  the  rod ; 

Who  wants  the  place  where  God  doth  dwell, 

Partakes  already  half  of  helL 

Of  what  strange  length  must  that  need  be. 

Which  ev'n  Etermty  excludes  I 
Thus  far  'Hme  heard  me  patiently ; 

Then,  chafing,  said,  '*  This  man  deludes! 
What  do  I  here  before  his  door  ? 
He  dotiti  not  crave  leas  time,  but  more." 

George  Herbert, 


411.  GHBISTIAHSi  EBUatBuat  ofL 

We  leave  now  behind  us 
The  world  and  its  crowd ; 

We  set  now  before  us 
The  home  of  our  God. 

We  take  up  our  cross  now 

To  follow  the  Lamb, 
We  dose  round  His  banner, 

For  glory  or  shame. 

We  take  up  the  armor 

Our  Captain  hath  g^ven, 
The  sword  and  the  breastplate^ 

The  helmet  of  heaven. 

In  faith  thus  def yinf^ 

The  foe  and  the  sm. 
We  fight  our  lifers  battle ; 

We  fight  and  we  win. 

Horatku  B&nar. 

413.  OHSISTIAVSi  FearlMmen  9t 

Who  the  Creator  love,  created  night 
Dread  not :  within  their  tents  no  terrors  walk. 
For  they  are  holy  things  before  the  Lord, 
Aye  unprof aned,  though  earth  should  league 

with  hell ; 
God^s  eltar  grasping  with  an  eager  hand. 
Fear,    the  wild-visaged,    pale,    eye-starting 

wretch, 
Sure-refuged  hears  his  hot-pursuing  fiends 
Tell   at  a  distance.    Soon  refre&ed    from 

heaven 
He  calms  the  t)px>b  and  tempest  of  his  heart. 
His  countenance  settles.     A  soft,  solemn  bliss 
Swims  in  his  eye— his  swimming  eye  upndaed : 
And   Faith's  whole  armor  glitters  on   his 

limbs  1 
And  thus  transfigured  with  a  deathless  awe, 
A  solemn  hush  of  souls,  meek  he  beholds 
All  things  of  terrible  seeming :  yea,  unmoved 
Views  e'en  the  immitigable  ministers 
That  shower  down  vengeance  on  these  latter 

days. 
For  kindUng  with  intenser  Deity 
From  the  celestial  mercy-seat  they  come. 
And  at  the  renovating  wells  of  love 
Have  filled  their  viols  with  salutary  wrath. 
To  sickly  nature  more  medicinal 
Than  what  soft  balm  the  weeping  good  man 

pours 
Into  the  lone  despoiled  traveller's  wounds  I 

8.  T,  Coleridge. 
413.  GHBI8TIAIB1  UgbtB. 

Stars  are  of  mighty  use :  the  night 

Is  darK  and  long ; 
The  road  foul ;  and  where  one  goes  right, 
Six  may  go  wrong. 
One  twinkling  ray 

Shot  o'er  some  cloud, 
Hay  clear  much  away. 
And  guide  a  crowd. 

€k>d's  saints  are  shining  lights:  who  stays 

Here  long,  must  pass 
O'er  dark  hills,  swift  streams,  and  steep  ways 

As  smooth  as  glass; 
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Bat  thflte  all  nig^t, 

Like  candles,  shed 
Their  beams,  and  light 

Us  into  bed. 

T^Bj  are  indeed  onr  pillar-fires, 

Seen  as  we  go ; 
Tbej  are  that  city's  Sdning  spires 
We  travel  to. 
A  sword-like  gleam 

Kept  man  ^m  sin 
First  out;  this  beam 
WH  guide  him  in. 

'    Henry  Vaughn. 
414.  (lHSZ8TIA]ra»  Huu  oL 

O  Antioch,  thou  teacher  of  the  world  I 
From   out  thy  portals  passed  the  feet  of 

those. 
Who,  banished  and  despised,  hare  made  thy 

name 
The  next  in  rank  to  proud  Jerusalem. 
Within  thy  gates  the  persecuted  few 
Who  dared  to  rally  round  the  holy  cross 
And  worship  Him  whose  sacred  form  it  bore. 
Were  first  called  Christians.    In  thy  sad  con- 
ceit, 
Than,  mad'st   a   stigma  of   reproach   and 

shame, 
This  noblest  title  of  the  sons  of  earth ; 
While,  save  for  this,  thy  name  were  scarcely 

known. 
Except  among  the  mouldering  yestiges 
Of  dm  antiquity.  J.  Z.  uheiter. 

41(k  GHBIBTIABBi  VobOity  d, 

There  is  a  family  on  earth 

Whose  Father  fills  a  throne ; 
But,  though  a  seed  of  heavenly  birth, 

To  men  they're  little  known. 

Whene'er  they  meet  the  public  eye, 

Th^  feel  the  public  scorn ; 
For  men  their  fairest  claims  deny, 

And  count  them  basely  bom. 

But  ^fss  the  King  who  reigns  above, 
Who  claims  them  for  His  own ; 

The  f  avQred  objects  of  His  love^ 
And  destined  to  a  throne. 

The  honors  that  belong  to  them 

By  men  are  set  at  nought : 
Whatever  shines  not  they  contemn : 

Unworthy  of  a  thought  I 

But  ah!  how  little  they  reflect  I 

For  mark  the  unerring  word  I 
"  That  which  with  men  has  most  respect, 

Is  odious  to  the  Lord." 

Were  honors  evident  to  sense, 

Tlieir  portion  here  below. 
The  world  would  do  them  reverence, 

And  fdl  their  claims  allow. 

But,  when  the  King  Himself  was  here. 
His  claims  were  set  at  nought ; 

Would  they  another  lot  prefer  ? 
Rejected  be  the  thought  1 


Kol  they  will  tread,  while  here  below, 
The  path  their  Master  trod ; .   , 

Content  aU  honor  to  f oreffo, 
But  that  which  comes  m>m  God> 

And  when  the  King  again  appears, 

He'll  vindicate  His  claim : 
Eternal  honor  shall  be  theirs ; 

Their  foes  be  fiUed  with  sluime. 

J%anuuKdly. 

41d«  CAJUBUAIB^  FtetUn  e£ 

Rise,  my  soul !  and  stretch  thy  wings, 

Thy  better  portion  trace ; 
Rise  from  transitory  things 

Towards  heaven,  thy  native  place : 
Bun  and  moon  and  stm  decay ; 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove ; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 

To  seats  prepared  above. 

Rivers  to  the  ocean  run. 

Nor  stay  in  aU  their  course ; 
Fire,  ascending,  seeks  the  sun ; 

Both  n>eed  them  to  their  source : 
So  a  soul  that's  bom  of  €k>d, 

Pants  to  viewffis  glorious  face, 
Upward  tends  to  His  abode, 

To  rest  in  His  embrace. 

Fly  me,  riches,  fly  me,  cares. 

Whilst  I  that  coast  explore ; 
Flattering  world,  with  all  thy  snares 

Solicit  me  no  more  I 
Pilgrims  fix  not  here  their  home; 

Strangers  tarry  but  a  night ; 
When  the  last  dear  mom  is  comfl» 

They'll  rise  to  joyful  light. 

Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn, 

PrcHBS  onward  to  the  prize; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  return 

Triumphant  in  the  skies : 
Yet  a  season,  and  you  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given 
All  our  sorrows  left  below, 

And  earth  exdianged  for  heaven. 

Boibert  SdOffroM, 

417*  aHBIBTMAS,  01<xry  «£ 

A  Day,  a  Day  of  Glory  I 

A  Day  that  ends  our  woe  I 
A  Day  that  tells  of  triumph 

Against  the  vanquished  foe  I 
Yield,  summer's  brightest  sunrise, 

To  this  December  mom : 
Lift  up  your  gates,  ye  Princes, 

And  let  the  Child  be  bom  I 

With  «*  aiory  in  the  Highest,'' 

Archangels  tell  their  mirth : 
With  **  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us," 

Men  answer  upon  earth : 
And  Angels  swell  the  triumph. 

And  mortals  raise  the  horn, 
lift  up  your  gates,  ye  Princes, 

And  let  the  Child  be  bom  I 
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CTSRl&TMJLB, 


He  comes,  His  throne  the  manrar, 

He  comes,  His  shrine  the  st^ ; 
The  oz  and  ass  His  conHiers, 

Who  made  and  governs  all ; 
The  **  House  of  Bread  *'  His  birthplace, 

The  Prince  of  Wine  and  Com; 
Lift  op  your  gates,  ye  Princes^ 

And  let  the  Child  be  bom  t 

Then  bar  the  gates,  that  henceforth 

None  thus  may  passage  win. 
Because  the  Prince  of  Imel 

Alone  hath  entered  in : 
The  earth,  the^sky,  ti^e  ocean, 

His  glorious  way  adorn ; 
Lift  up  your  gates,  ye  Priikces, 

And  let  the  Child  be  bom  1 

2V.  hy  J,  M.  JSMU. 

418.  GHBIBT1[A8|  HTSia  te 

Come  hither,  ye  faithfol ; 

Triamphantly  sing ; 
Come,  see  in  the  manger 

Our  Bayioor  and  Kmg  I 
To  Bethlehem  hasten^ 

With  joyfol  accord  I 
Oh,  come  ye,  come  hither, 

To  worship  the  Lord  t 

Trae  Son  of  the  Father, 
He  comes  from  the  skies ; 

To  be  bom  of  aVirgin 
He  doth  not  despise. 

To  Bethlehem  hasten,  eta 

Hark,  hark  to  the  angels  I 

All  sing^g  in  heayen : 
'*  To  God  m  the  highest 

All  glory  be  given  I " 
To  Be&lehem  hasten,  eta 

To  Thee,  then,  O  Jesost 

This  day  of  Thy  birOiy 
Be  glory  and  honor 

Throngh  heayen  and  earth  1 
Trae  Godhead  Incarnate  1 

Onmipotent  Word  I 
Oh,  come,  let  us  hasten' 

To  worship  the  Lord  I 

From  the  LatiiL 

4111,  OHBIBTKASf  LnpovtaaM  «fi 

Who  can  forget^  never  to  be  forgot, 
The  time  that  all  the  world  in  slumber  lies, 

When  like  the  stars  the  singinff  angels  shot 
To  earth,  and  heaven  awaked  all  his  eyes 
To  see  another  sun  at  midnight  rise 

On  earth  ?    Was  ever  sight  of  equal  fame. 

For  God  before  man  like  himself  did  frame. 

But  God  Himsftlf  now  like  a  mortal  man  be- 
came. 

The  angels  carolled  loud  their  songs  of  peace ; 
The  curskL  oracles  were  stricken  dumb ; 

To  see  their  shepherd,  the  poor  shepherds 
press; 
To   see  their  King,  the  kingly  sophics 

come; 
And  then,  to  guide  unto  his  master's  home. 


A  star  comes  dancing  up  the  orient. 
That  springs  for  joy  over  the  strawy  tent ; 
When  gold,  to  make  their  prince  a  crown, 
they  all  present         uiUi  FUteker, 

490.  0HBI8TKAS)  ObiimBoe  o£ 

Hean  on  more  wood  1  the  wind  is  chill ; 

But  let  it  whistle  as  it  will. 

We'll  keep  our  Christmas  meny  stilL 

Each  age  has  deemed  the  new-bom  year 

The  fittest  time  for  festal  cheer : 

Even,  heathen  yet,  the  savage  Dane 

At  lol  more  deep  th&  mead  did  drain ; 

High  on  the  beach  his  galleys  drew, 

And  feasted  all  his  pirate  crew ; 

Then  in  his  low  and  pine-built  hall. 

Where  shields  and  axes  decked  the  wall^ 

Tliey  gorffed  upon  the  half -dressed  steer ; 

Caroused  m  seas  of  sable  beer ; 

While  round,  in  bratal  jest,  were  thrown 

The  half-gniawed  rib  and  marrow  bone, 

Or  listens,  all,  in  grim  delieht, 

While  scalds  yelled  out  the  joys  of  fight 

Then  forth  in  frenzy  would  thev  hie, 

While  wildly  loose  their  red  locks  fly. 

And  dancing  round  the  blazing  pile 

They  make  such  barbarous  mirth  the  whiles 

As  best  might  to  the  mind  recall 

The  boisterous  joys  of  Odin's  halL 

And  well  our  Christian  sires  of  old 
Loved  when  the  year  its  course  had  rolled. 
And  brought  blithe  Christmas  bade  again. 
With  all  its  hospitable  train. 
Domestic  and  religious  rite 
(3ave  honor  to  the  holy  night; 
On  Christmas  eve  the  bells  were  rung : 
On  Christmas  eve  the  mass  was  sung ; 
That  only  night  in  all  the  year, 
Baw  the  stol^L  priest  the  chalice  rear. 
The  damsel  donned  her  kirtle  sheen ; 
The  hall  was  dressed  with  holly  green ; 
Forth  to  the  wood  did  merry-men  go. 
To  gather  in  the  mistletoe. 
Then  opened  wide  the  baron's  haU 
To  vassal,  tenant,  serf,  and  all ; 
Power  laid  his  rod  of  rule  asides     « 
And  Ceremony  doffed  his  pride ; 
The  heir,  with  roses  in  his  shoes, 
That  niffht  might  village  partner  dioose ; 
The  lord,  undoogating,  snare* 
The  vulgar  game  of  "pioet  and  pair." 
All  hailed  with  uncontrolled  delight 
And  general  voice  the  happy  night 
That  to  the  cottage,  as  the  crown, 
Brought  tidings  of  salvation  down. 

The  fire,  with  well-dried  logs  supplied. 
Went  roaring  up  the  chimney  wide ; 
The  huge  hsSl  teble's  oaken  face, 
Scrabb^  till  it  shone  the  day  to  graoci 
Bore  then  upon  its  massive  board 
No  mark  to  part  the  squire  and  lord ; 
Then  was  brought  in  tne  lusty  brawn. 
By  old  blue-coated  servinff-man ; 
liken  the  fpim  boar's  head  ^wned  on  higli. 
Crested  with  bays  and  rosemary. 
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Well  can  the  green-garbed  ranger  tell 
How»  when,  and  where  the  monster  fell ; 
What  docs  before  his  death  he  tore, 
'And  all  &e  baiting  of  the  boar. 
Tlie  wassail  round,  in  good  brown  bowlS) 
Oamished  with  ribbons,  blithely  trowls, 
There  the  huge  sirloin  reeked ;  hard  by 
Plom-porridge  stood,  and  Christmas  pie, 
Nor  ffolcd  old  Scotland  to  produce, 
At  sadi  hi^  tide,  her  sarory  ^oose. 
Then  came  the  merry  maskers  m ; 
And  carols  roared  with  blithesome  din, 
If  nnmelodious  was  the  song. 
It  was  a  hearty  note  and  strong. 
Who  lists  ma^  in  their  mummmg  see 
Traces  of  ancient  mystery ; 
White  shirts  supplied  the  masquerade, 
And  smutted  cheeks  the  visors  made ; 
But,  oh !  what  maskers,  richly  diffht, 
Gan  boast  of  bosoms  half  so  light! 
Kngland  was  merry  England,  when 
Old  Christmas  brought  his  n>ort8  again. 
Twaa  Christmas  broached  toe  mightiest  ale  I 
'Twas  Christmas  told  the  merriest  tale ; 
A  Christmas  gambol  oft  would  cheer 
The  poor  man's  heart  through  half  the  year. 

Bu^  WalUr  8eotL 

491*  CHKOTElfiSi  Oflfariagi  ftr. 

We  come  not  with  a  costly  store, 

OLcndl  like  them  of  old. 
The  masters  of  the  starry  lore, 

From  Ophir*s  shore  of  g^ld ; 
No  weepings  of  the  incense-tree 

Are  with  the  gifts  we  bring ; 
No  odorous  mynh  of  Araby 

Blenda  with  our  offering. 

But  faith  and  loye  may  bring  their  best^ 

A  spirit  keenly  tried 
By  fierce  affliction's  fiery  test, 

And  seren  times  purified : 
The  fragrant  graces  of  the  mind, 

'  The  yirtues  that  delight 
To  giTe  their  perfume  out,  will  find 

Acceptance  m  Thy  sight 

4SKU  GHBIBIlCASi  BetnxnoC 

The  happy  Christmas  comes  once  more^ 
The  heavenly  Guest  ia  at  the  door : 
The  blessed  T^rds  the  shepherds  thrill, 
The  joyous  tidings :  Peace,  good- will  I 

Td  David^a  city  let  us  fiy. 
Where  angels  sing  beneath  the  sky ; 
Ihroi^  plain  and  village  pressing  near. 
And  news  from  God  with  shepherds  hear. 

Oh  I  let  U8  go  with  quiet  mind. 
The  gentle  Babe  with  shepherds  find. 
To  gase  on  Him  who  gladdens  them. 
The  loveliest  Flower  of  Jesse's  stem. 

The  lowly  Saviour  meekly  lies, 
Laid  off  the  splendor  of  the  skies ; 
Ko  crown  bedecks  his  forehead  fair, 
Ho  pearl  nor  gem  nor  silk  is  there. 


No  human  glory,  might,  and  gold. 
The  lovely  Lifant's  form  enfold ; 
The  manger  and  the  swaddlings  poor 
Are  His  whom  angels*  songs  adore. 

O  wake  our  hearts,  in  gladness  sing  1 
And  keep  our  Chiistmas  with  our  King, 
Till  living  song,  from  loving  souls, 
like  sound  of  mighty  wAters  rolls. 

O  holy  Child  I  Thy  manger  streams 
Till  earth  and  heaven  glow  with  its  beams. 
TiU  midnight  noon's  broad  light  has  won. 
And  Jacob's  Star  outshines  the  sun. 

Thou  Patriardia*  joy,  Thou  Prophets*  song, 
Thou  heavenly  Day-iqpring,  looked  for  long. 
Thou  Son  of  Han,  Incarnate  Word, 
Great  David's  Son,  great  David's  Lord  I 

Come,  Jesus,  glorious,  heavenly  Guest, 
Keep  Thine  own  Christmas  in  our  breaist  I 
Then  David's  harp-strings,  hushed  so  long, 
Shall  swell  our  Jubilee  of  song. 

2V.  from  the  DanUh  hy  Cha9.  P.  Kratdh. 

493.  OBBJfflMAa,  Bang  (A 

It  came  upon  the  midnight  dear. 

That  glorious  song  of  old^ 
From  angels  bending  near  the  earth 

To  touch  their  harps  of  gold : 
"  Peace  to  the  earth,  good- will  to  men 
.  From  heaven's  all-gracious  King  1  •" 
The  world  in  solemn  stillness  lay 

To  hear  the  angels  sing. 

Still  through  the  cloven  skies  they  come, 

With  peaceful  wings  unfurled ; 
And  still  their  heavenly  music  floats 

0*er  all  the  weary  world : 
Above  its  sad  and  lowly  plains 

They  bend  on  heavenly  wing. 
And  ever  o'er  its  Babel  sotmds 

The  blessed  angels  sing. 

Yet  with  the  woes  of  sin  and  strife 

The  world  has  suffered  long ; 
Beneath  the  angel-strain  have  rolled 

Two  thousand  years  of  wrong ; 
And  men,  at  war  with  men,  hear  not 

The  love-song  which  they  bring : 
Oh  I  hush  the  noise,  ye  men  of  stxif e, 

And  hear  the  angels  sing  t 

And  ye,  beneath  lif  e*s  crushing  load 

Whose  forms  are  bending  low; 
Who  toil  along  the  climbing  way 

With  painful  steps  and  slow, — 
Look  now !  for  glad  and  golden  hours 

Come  swiftly  on  the  wing ; 
Oh  I  rest  beside  the  weary  road. 

And  hear  the  angels  sing. 

For  lo  t  the  days  are  hastening  on. 

By  prophet-bards  foretold. 
When  with  the  eve^circling  yean 

Comes  round  the  age  of  gold ; 
When  Peace  shall  over  all  tiie  earth 

Its  ancient  splendors  fling, 
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And  the  whole  world  send  back  the  song 
Which  now  the  angels  smg. 

Bdmund  H,  Sean, 

494,  OHUBOH,  Arkofthdi 

Bent  were  at  once  the  floodgates  of  the  sky, 
And  burst  the  great  deep's  fountains.   All  was 
dark, 
Thronged  with  the  forms  of    drowning 
men:  and  hark, 
O'er  the  wide  earth  one  agonizing  cry  I 
Then  'mid  the  swelling  surge,  careering  high, 
Fraught  with  the  world's  remains,  the  Pa- 
triarch's ABK 
Went  o'er  the  waters :  for  that  wondrous 
bark 
lived  in  the  safeguard  of  JehoTah's  eye. 
Fftst  is  the  plague  I    But  still  o'er  earth  the 
flood 
Of  sin  reigns  paramount:  adll  €k>d  pro- 
yides 
An  Ark  of  health  for  those  who  walk  with 
God; 
His  power  secures    it,  and  His  wisdom 
guides. 
Fdth  clings  obedient  to  that  loved  abode, 
And  o'er  the  waves  tiie  life-fraught  vessel 
rides.  Bp,  Mara. 

499*  aHUBOE,  Amy  of  tli«i 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers, 

Marching  as  to  war. 
With  the  Cross  of  Jesus, 
"  Going  on  before. 
Chbist,  the  Royal  Master, 

Leads  against  the  foe, 
Forward  into  battle, 

See,  HIb  banners  go. 

At  the  sign  of  triumph, 

Satan's  host  doth  ^e. 
On,  then,  Christian  soldiers, 

On  to  victory. 
Hell's  foundations  quiver, 

At  the  shout  of  praise ; 
Brothers,  lift  your  voices, 

Loud  your  anthems  raise. 

Like  a  mighty  army, 

Moves  the  Church  of  God  : 
Brothers,  we  are  treading 

Where  the  Saints  have  trod; 
We  are  not  divided. 

All  one  body  we. 
One  in  hope,  in  doctrine. 

One  in  Charity. 

Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish, 
Kingdoms  rise  and  wane. 
But  the  Church  of  Jbsub 
Constant  will  remain ; 
Gates  of  Hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  Church  prevail. 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise. 
And  that  cannot  fau. 

Barinif'GauUL 


OBTURCEL 

496«  OHUBOH;  JboemUy  of  the. 

It  were  a  goodly  and  a  glorious  sight, 
The  assembled  Church  from  time's  remotest 

age! 
Priest,  patriarch,  ruler,  lawgiver,  and  sage ; 
And  they  who  soared  the  poet's  lofty  flight. 
Psalmist  or  seer ;  or  fought  the  GkMpel  fight, 
God's  truth  proclaimed,  or  stored  the  sacred 

page; 
^  With  aU  of  less  renown  who  dared  engage 
Sin,  and  were  conquerors  in  the  Saviour's 

might 
Behold  them  there.  They  stand  before  the  gate 
(In  heav'n  their  names  are  writ  I)  for  en- 
trance there 
What  time  their  Captain  comes.    Cast  off  the 
weight 
That  stays  thy  course ;  like  them  right  on- 
ward bear, 
So  shalt  thou  swell  with  them  their  Leader's 
state. 
Partake  His  triumph,   and  His    banquet 
share.  ^.  MotnL 

497.  OHUBOH,  Botraytl  of  thti 

Satan.    My  soul  forecasts 
The  shadows  of  the  future.    Is  the  cup 
Of  vengeance  sweet  f    Comrades,  it  shall  be 

ffll'd 
Full  and  forever  to  the  cruel  brim. 
Messiah  hath  espoused  a  Bride  on  earth : 
We  will  defile  that  Bride.     His  Churdi  of  old 
Fell  easily  in  our  lascivious  arms ; 
But  this  chaste  matron,  nurtured  at  the  Cross, 
And  overshadow'd  by  the  Dove,  and  school'd 
In  suffering,  will  be  far  more  rigid  found : 
Yet  not  impregnable,  we  copying  Him. 
Doth  He  work  slowly  ?  slowly  we  must  work : 
And  secretly  ?  we  must  in  secret  work : 
AndpatienUy?  we  patiently  must  work. 
And  if  at  last  within  His  temple  courts 
His  well-beloved,  by  us  betray'd,  debauched, 
Decking  herself  wiUi  scarlet,  gems,  and  gold. 
And  all  the  blandishments  of  harlotry. 
Have  dalliance  with  the  nations  and  their 

kings. 
And  offer  them  her  honey'd  cup  of  loves. 
Drunken  herself  with  sweeter  nectarine. 
The  life-blood  of  the  martyr'd  saints  of  God, 
Were  not  this  vengeance  which  might  soothe 

our  pangs 
Here,  or  in  dread  Gehenna,  to  recall  ? 

Edvoard  Henry  BidDerat&th, 

498.  OHUBOH,  %  Brido. 

Clad  in  a  robe  of  pure  and  q>otless  white, 
The  youthful  bride,  with  timid  steps,  oomes 

forth 
To  greet  the  hand  to  which  she  plights  her 
troth. 
Her  soft  eyes  radiant  with  a  strange  delight. 
The  snowy  veil  whidi  cirdes  her  around. 
Shades  the  sweet  face  from  every  gazer's 

eye. 
And  thus  enwrapt,  she  passes  calmly  by. 
Nor  casts  a  look,   but  on  the  unconscious 
ground. 


CErCTBOEC. 
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80  ahoald  fhe  Chiirch,  the  biide  elect  from 
Hearen, — 
Rememberiag  Whom  she  goeth  forth  to 

meet, 
And  with  a  tnitfa  that  camiot  brook  deceit, 
Holdiiig  the  fiuth  which  unto  her  la  ffiyen, 
Pub  through  this  world,  which  darnia  her 

for  awmle, 
Nor  cast  about  her  longing  look  nor  smile. 

Alice  B.  NmL 

4SI9.  GEUBGB,  Oondnot  la  «htt. 

When  once  thy  foot  enters  the  churdi,  be 

bare. 
Qod  la  more  there  than  thou :  for  thou  art 

there 
Only  by  His  permission.    Then  beware. 
And  make  thyself  all  reverence  and  fear. 
Kneeling  ne^er  spoil'd  silk  stockings :  quit 

thy  state, — 
AJl  equal  are  within  the  churches  gate. 

Let  vain  or  busy  thoughts  have  there  no  part : 
Bring  not  thy  plough,  thy  plots,  thy  pleasures 

thither. 
Christ  purged  His  temple,  so  must  thou  thy 

heart 
AJl  worldly  thoughts  are  but  thieves  met  to- 
gether 
To  oozen  thee.     Look  to  thy  actions  well : 
For  churdies  either  are  our  Heaven  or  Hell  1 

George  Herbert, 

430.  OHITRGH;  Beatli  ia  iha. 

Many  there  are  and  dry. 

Spread  through  the  open  vale, 
Millions  of  lif  ekss  souls  they  lie 

Within  the  Christian  pale. 
I  pass  the  diurches  through, 

The  scattered  bones  I  see, 
And  Christendom  appears  in  view 

A  hideous  Calvaiy ! 

431.  GEUBOH,  A  PajihloBabla. 

Look  on  this  edifice  of  marble  made-^ 
How  fair  it  swells,  too  beautiful  to  fade. 
See  what  fine  people  in  its  portals  crowd. 
Smiling   and   greeting,    talking,    laughing 

Koodl 
What  is  it !    Surely  not  a  gay  Exchange, 
Where  Wit  and  Beauty  social  joys  arrange; 
Not  a  grand  shop  where  late  Parisian  styles 
Attract  rich  buyers  from  a  thousand  mUes  ? 
But  step  within :  no  need  of  further  search ; 
Bdiold,  admire  a  fashionable  church ! 
Look  how  its  oriel  window  glits  and  gleams. 
Where  tinted  light  magnificently  streams 
te  the  |»roud  pulpit,  carved  with  quaint  de- 
vice. 
Where  velvet  cushions,  exquisitely  nice, 
FreBB^d  by  the    polish'd  preacher's   dainty 

hasraa, 
Hold  a  large  volume  dasp'd  by  ffoldenrbands. 

Jhrk  Ber^amiTK 

4S2.  OHTJBOH,  Oatet  of  the. 

Thpu,  too,  O  Church  t  which  here  we  see, 
Ko  easy  task  hath  builded  thee. 


Long  did  the  diisels  ring  around  t 
Long  did  the  mallet*s  blows  rebound  t 
Long  worked  the  head  and  toiled  the  hand 
Ere  stood  thy  stones  as  now  they  stand  1 
Thy  gates  a  pearly  lustre  pour ; 
Thy  gates  are  open  evermore ; 
And  thither  evermore  draw  nigh. 
All  who  for  Christ  has  dared  to  die ; 
Or  smit  with  love  of  their  dear  Lord, 
Have  pains  endured,  and  joys  abhorred. 

Breviary. 

43S.  GEUBOE  a  Ught-hosM. 

The  light-house  founded  on  a  rock, 
Caste  o'er  the  flood  its  radiant  eve. 

Firm  amidst  ocean's  heaviest  shock. 
Serene  beneath  the  stormiest  sky. 

Though  winds  and  waters  rage  and  foam, 
Though  darkness  lowers  like  Egypt's  night, 

Here  peace  and  safety  find  a  home ; 
In  this  small  Qoshen  there  is  light 

Nor  f  01^  itself  it  stands  alone ; 

The  seaman's  friend,  it  shines  from  far. 
As  though  an  angel  from  the  throne 

Came  down  to  oe  his  leading  star. 

It  warns  to  shun  the  breakers  near. 
Smooth  into  port  the  vessel  guides, 

Points  where  a  wider  course  to  steer. 
Shows  how  to  'scape  conflicting  tides. 

Thus  built  u|>on  eternal  truth, 
High  in  midoheaven,  o'er  land  and  sea, 

Christ's  church  holds  forth  to  age  and  youth 
A  beacon  and  a  sanctuary. 

Jamee  Montgomery, 

484.  OHUBOH,  Ftoril  of  the.  ^ 

Watch !  watch  I  the  subtle  peril  threats 

The  freedom  of  the  bride ; 
The  foe,  unweary,*^  ne'er  forgets 

His  spirit-snares  to  hide. 

The  watchman  on  the  walls  can  guard 
While  marshalled  armies  wait ; 

But  vain  are  sleepless  watch  and  ward, 
If  treason  opes  the  gate. 

To  arms  t  the  martial  shout  prolong. 

Unfurl  the  flag  again ; 
Give  battle  to  the  false  and  wrong ; 

Qod  needeth  earnest  men. 

W.  Morley  Pumhon. 

43ft.  OH0BOH,  Pride  at 

Some  go  to  church,  proud  humbly  to  repent, 
And  come  back  more  guilty  than  they  went : 
One  way  they  look,  another  way  they  steer. 
Pray  to  the  gods,  but  would  have  mortals 

hear; 
And  when  their  sins  they  set  sincerely  down. 
They'll  find  that  their  religion  has  been  one. 

Edioard  Young. 

430.  OEUBOHf  Sedem^om  of  the. 

A  little  flo(^  t  Yes,  even  so ; 

A  handful  among  men. 
Such  is  the  purpose  of  thy  God; 

SowillethHe;  Amenl 
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Kot  many  rich  or  noblo  called, 

Not  many  great  or  wise ; 
They  whom  God  makes  HSb  kings  and  priests 

Are  poor  in  hmnan  eyes. 

m 

A  Httle  flock!    Tis  well,  'tis  well; 

Such  be  her  lot  and  name ; 
Through  ages  past  it  has  be<m  so, 

And  now  'tis  still  the  same. 

But  the  chief  Shepherd  comes  at  length, 

Her  feeble  days  are  o'er, 
No  more  a  handful  in  the  earth, 

A  little  flock  no  more. 

No  more  a  lily  among  thorns ; 

Weary,  and  &int,  and  few. 
But  countless  as  the  stars  of  heaven. 

Or  as  the  early  dew. 

Then  entering  the  eternal  halls, 

In  robes  of  victory, 
That  mighty  multitude  shall  keep 

The  joyous  jubilee. 

TJn&ding  palms  they  bear  aloft, 

Unfaltering  songs  they  sing; 
Unending  festival  they  keep, 

In  presence  of  the  King. 

Bbraiiku  Bmar. 

437*  OEUBOH,  Spread  of  tha. 

The  Banvan  of  the  Indian  isle 

Spreads  deeply  down  its  massive  root. 
Ana  roreads  its  branching  life  abroad. 

And  bends  to  earth  with  scarlet  fruit; 
But  when  the  branches  reach  the  ground, 

They  firmlv  plant  themselves  again : 
They  rise  and  spread  and  droop  imd  root, 

An  ever-green  and  endless  chain. 

And  so  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ, 

The  blessed  Banyan  of  our  Qod, 
Fast-rooted  upon  Zion's  mount, 

Has  sent  its  sheltering  arms  abroad ; 
And  every  branch  that  m>m  it  springs. 

Id  sacrud  beauty  spieadmi;;  wide, 
Aa  low  It  txincts  to  bless  tne  earth, 

tkill  plants  another  by  its  side. 

Long  as  the  world  itself  shall  last. 

The  sacred  Banyan  still  shall  spread. 
From  dime  to  dime,  from  aoe  to  age, 

Its  sheltering  shadow  shall  be  shed. 
Nations  shall  seek  its  pillar'd  shade. 

Its  leaves  shall  for  their  healing  be : 
The  cirding  flood  that  feeds  its  life. 

The  blood  that  crimsoned  Calvary. 

488.  dHUBOH;  BtiUlity  of  tha. 

O  where  are  kings  and  empires  now. 

Of  old  that  went  and  came  ? 
But,  Lord,  thy  Church  is  praying  yet, 

A  thousand  years  the  same. 

We  mark  her  goodly  battlements, 

And  her  foundations  strong ; 
We  hear  witiiin  the  solenm  voice 

Of  hcT  unending  song. 


For  not  like  kingdoms  oi  th^  world 

Thy  holy  Church,  O  QodI 
Though  earthquake  shocks  are  threatening 
her. 

And  tempests  are  abroad; 

Unshaken  as  eternal  hills, 

Immovable  she  stands, 
A  mountain  that  shall  fill  the  earth, 

A  house  not  made  with  hands. 

A.  (7.  Com, 

430    OEUBOI^  Templo  of  thai 

And  whence,  then,  came  these  goodly  stoneB 
'twas  Israd's  pride  to  raise. 

The  glory  of  the  former  house,  the  joy  of  an- 
dent  days; 

In  purity  and  strength  erect,  in  radiant  splen- 
dor bright. 

Sparkling  with  golden  beams  of  noon,  or  nl- 
ver  smiles  of  night  ? 

From  coasts  the  stately  cedar  crowns,  each 

noble  slab  was  brought, 
In  Lebanon*s  deep  quarries  hewn,  and  on  its 

mountains  wrought ; 
There  rung  the  hammer's  heavy  stroke  among 

the  echoing  rocks. 
There  chased  the  chisd's  keen,  diarp  edge, 

the  rude^  unahapen  blocks. 

Thence  polished,  perfected,  complete^  eacb 
fitted  to  its  place. 

For  lofty  coping,  massivo  wall,  or  deep  im- 
bedded bSe, 

They  bore  them  o'er  the  waves  that  rolled 
thdr  billowy,  swdl  between 

The  shores  of  Tyre's  imperial  pride  and  Jo- 
dah's  hills  of  green. 

With  gradual  toil  the  work  went  on,  through 
days  and  months  and  years, 

Beneath  Uie  summer's  laughing  sun,  and  win- 
ter's frozen  tears; 

And  thus  in  majesty  sublime  and  noisdesa 
pomp  it  rose. 

Fit  dwelling  for  the  God  of  Peace  t  a  temple 
of  repose  I 

Brethren  in  Christ !  to  holier  things  the 


pie  type  apply ; 
Our  Gk>d  Himself  a  temple  builds,  eternal  and 

on  high. 
Of  souls  elect ;  their  Zion  there— tAa<  world 

of  light  and  bliss ; 
Their  Lebanon — ^the  place  of  t(^— of  previous 

moulding — tnu. 

From  nature's  quarries,  deep  and  dark,  with 

gradous  aim  He  hews 
The  stones,  the  spiritual  stones,  it  pleaseth 

Him  to  dioose : 
Hard,  rugged,  shapdess  at  the  first,  yet  dea- 

tinS  each  to  shine. 
Moulded  beneath  His  patient  hand  in  purity 

divine. 

Oh,  glorious  process  I  see  the  proud  grow 

lowly,  gentle,  meek ; 
See  floods  of  unaccustomed  tears  gush  down 

tiie  hardened  cheek : 
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Perchanoe  ili6  hammer's  hoayy  stroke  over- 
threw some  idol  fond ; 

Perchanoe  the  chisel  rent  in  twain  some  pre- 
cious, tender  bond. 

Behold  he  prays  whose  lips  were  sealed  in  si- 
lent scorn  before ; 

8ighs  for  the  closed s  holy  calm,  and  hails  the 
welcome  door; 

Behold  he  works  for  Jesos  now,  whose  days 
went  idly  past: 

Oh!  for  more  mouldings  of  the  hand  that 
works  a  change  so  yast ! 

Te  looked  on  one,  a  weU-wronght  stone,  a 

saint  of  God  matured, — 
What  diisellings  that  heart  had  felt,  what 

chastening  strokes  endured  I 
But  marked  ye  not  that  last  soft  touch,  what 

perf edi  grace  it  gave, 
Sre  Jesus  bore  His  senrant  home,  across  the 
•        darksome  wave  f 

Home  to  the  place  His  grace  designed  that 

diosen  soul  to  fiU, 
In  the  bright  temple  of  the  sayed,  /'  upon  His 

holy  hiU^, " 
Home  to  the  noisslessness,  the  peace  of.  those 

6W3et  shrines  aboye, 
Whose  stones  shall  neyer  be  displaced — set  in 

redeeming  loye. 

Lord,  chisel,  chasten,  polish  us,  each  blemish 
work  away, 

deanae  us  with  purifying  blood,  in  spotless 
robes  array ; 

And  thus.  Thine  image  on  ua  stamped,  trans- 
port us  to  the  shore. 

Where  not  a  stroke  was  eyer  f elt|  for  none  is 
needed  more. 

44MI.  OHnSOH,  Unily  oftha. 

One  family,  we  dwell  in  Hto, 

One  Church  aboye,  beneath, 
Though  now  diyidcd  by  the  stream, 

The  narrow  stream  of  death. 
One  army  of  the  liying  God, 

To  His  command  we  bow : 
Fart  of  His  host  has  crossed  the  flood. 

And  part  is  crossing  now. 

Ten  thouscmd  to  their  endless  home 

This  solenm  moment  fly : 
And  we  are  to  the  margin  come, 
'  And  we  expect  to  die. 
His  militant,  embodied  host. 

With  wishful  looks  we  stand, 
And  long  to  see  that  happy  coast, 

And  reach  that  heayenly  land. 

Our  old  companions  in  distress 

We  haste  again  to  see. 
And  eager  long  for  our  release 

And  f uU  felicity. 
£yen  now  by  faith  we  join  our  hands 

With  those  that  went  before. 
And  greet  the  blood-besprinkled  bands 
On  U^  eternal  shore.        Charles  Wedey. 


441«  OEUBOE,  Watoh  of  tiis. 

Is  the  Bridegroom  absent  still? 
Watch  thou  then,  O  faithful  Bridet 
Watch  and  pray. 
Till  the  day 
When  the  Bridegroom  to  thy  side 
Shall  in  loye  and  glory  oom<y 
To  find  with  thee  His  throne  and  home ; 

Not  to  depart  again. 
Nor  leaye  thee  in  thy  widowhood. 
In  darkness  and  in  solitude,  ^ 

Exposed  to  eyery  foe 
Of  earth  around  and  hell  below ; 
But  oyer  earth  to  reign  I 

Is  the  Bridegroom  absent  still  t 

Watch,  O  blood-bought  Church  of  God ; 
Seyered  from  an  eyil  world, 

Walk  thou  in  the  heayenly  road. 
Keep  thy  eorment  undjfiled. 

Of  the  flesh  abhor  each  n>ot, 
Gant  behind  thee  all  of  sell. 

Be  time's  yanitics  forgot. 
Let  the  cry  be  lieard,  *'  Hov7  long," 

Lord,  how  long  shall  eyii  reign? 
When  shall  sin  be  swept  away, 

And  this  earth  be  dean  agcJn  ? 
Lord,  how  lonff  shall  error  spread. 

Truth  be  trodden  in  the  dust, 
Hatred  flow  from  tongue  and  pcii, 

Hatred  of  the  good  and  just  I 
Hatred  of  the  Cluist  of  God, 

Of  His  true  and  holy  word ! 
Mockery  of  His  holy  crown, 

Scorn  of  His  uplifted  sword  ? 
This  the  burden  of  thy  cry : 

When  shall  end  the  age  of  wrong, 
Error,  pain,  misrule,  and  lust. 

Righteous  King  and  Lord,  how  long  ? 

Who  is  she  that  says  in  pride, 

•*  As  a  queen  I  sit  and  reign," — 
To  me  who  speaks  of  widowhood. 

Of  poyerty  and  grief  and  pain? 
She  it  is,  the  harlot-bride 

Of  the  world*8  Christ-hating  King, — 
She  it  is  who  speaks,  in  pride 

Of  her  yain  imagining ; 
She  the  true  chaste  spouse  who  mocks,— > 

Bride  of  Christ,  elect  of  God, 
Who  the  heayenly  Bridegroom  loathes ; 

Scorns,  yet  dreads  His  iron  rod. 
Decked  in  scarlet,  gems,  and  gold, 

Can  she  be  a  widow, — she 
'VVho  the  mystic  sceptre  sways. 

To  whom  millions  bow  the  knee  ? 

« 

Yet  her  day  is  nigh  at  hand, 

And  her  judgment  lingers  not 
See  the  fierce  ascending  smoke 

Of  her  yengeance,  red  and  hot. 
See  thV^mieht^  millstone  flung 

By  the  j^onous  an^el-hand ; 
Hear  the  hallelujah  nse 

From  the  white,  palm-bearing  band! 
She  is  fallen,  and  shall  not  rise. 

She  is  sunk  for  eyermore, 


106 


Hallelajah,  let  the  note 

Sound  to  every  fiuthest  shore ; 
Hallelujah,  like  the  voice 

Of  the  mighty  multitude ; 
Hallelujah,  nke  the  voice 

Of  the  roaring  waterflood ; 
Hallelujah,*  like  the  voioe 

Of  the  mighty  thundcr^roar ; 
Hallelujah,  for  the  Lord 

Reigneth  now  from  shore  to  shore. 
Let  us  then  rejoice  and  sing; 

'Tis  the  marriage  of  the  Lamb ; 
And  the  bride  is  ready ;  raise, 

Raise  the  everlasting  psalm  I 

JBbratius  Bonar, 

449,  OHUBOHTABB,  El^gy  ia  a. 

The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day ; 
The  lowing  herd  winds  slowly  o'er  the 
lea, 
The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary 
way, 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darkness  and  to 
me. 

Now  fades  the  glimmering  landscape  on  the 
sight. 
And  aU  the  air  a  solemn  stillness  holds, 
Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  droning 
flight. 
And  drowsy  tinklings   lull  the    distant 
folds; 

Save  that,  from  yonder  ivy-mantled  tower, 
The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  com- 
plain 

Of  such  as,  wandering  near  her  secret  bower. 
Molest  her  ancient-,  solitary  reign. 

Beneath  those  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's 
shade. 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  moulder- 
ing heap. 
Each  in  his  narrow  cell  forever  laid, 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hunlet  sleep. 

The  breeey  call  of  incense-breathing  mom. 
The  swallow  twittering  from  the  straw- 
built  shed. 
The  oock^s   shrill  darion,  or  the  echoing 
horn. 
No  more  shall  rouse  them  from  their  lowly 
bod. 

For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  shall 
bum. 

Or  busy  housevrif  e  ply  her  evening  care ; 
No  children  run  to  lisp  their  sire's  return. 

Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kies  to  share. 

Oft  did  the  harvest  to  their  sickle  yield, 
Tlieir  furrow  oft  the  stubborn  glebe  has 
broke; 
How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  afield  I 
How  bowed  the  woods  beneath  their  sturdy 
stroke! 

Let  not  ambition  mock  their  useful  toil. 
Their  homely  joys,  and  destiny  obscure ;     | 


Nor  grandeur  hear  with  a  disdainful  smile 
The  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor. 

The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power, 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er 
gave. 

Await  alike  the  inevitable  hour ; 
The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 

Nor  you,  ye  proud,  impute  to  these  the  fault. 
If  memory  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies 
raise. 
Where,  through  the  long-drawn  aisle  and 
fretted  vault, 
The  pealing  anthem  swells  tiie  note  of 
praise. 

Can  storied  urn,  or  animated  bust, 
I     Back  to  its  mansion  call  the  fleeting  breath  t 
Can  honor's  voice  provoke  the  silent  dust, 
Or  flattery  soothe  the  didl,  cold  ear  of 
death? 

Perhaps  in  this  neglected  spot  is  laid 
Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celestial 
flre; 
Hands  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  have 
swayed. 
Or  waked  to  ecstasy  the  living  lyre ; 

But  knowledge  iq  their  eyes  her  ample  page, 
Rich  with  me  spoils  of  time,  did  ne'er  un- 
roll ; 

Chill  penury  repressed  their  noble  rage. 
Ana  froze  the  genial  current  of  the  souL 

Full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  serene 
The  dark,  unf athomed  caves  of  ocean  bear ; 

Full  many  a  flower  is  bom  to  blush  unseen. 
And  waste  its  fragrance  on  the  desert  air. 

Some  village  Hampden,  that,  with  dauntless 
breast. 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  withstood  ; 
Some  mute,  inglorious  Milton  here  may  rest ; 
Some  Cromwell,  guiltless  of  his  country's 
blood. 

The  applause  of  listening  senates  to  com- 
mand. 

The  threats  of  pain  and  rain  to  demise, 
To  scatter  plenty  o'er  a  smiling  land. 

And  read  their  history  in  a  nation's  eyes, 

Their  lot  forbade ;  nor  circumscribed  alone 
Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes 
confined; 
Forbade  to  wade  through  slaughter   to  a 
throne. 
And  shut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind  ; 

The  struggling  pangs  of  conscious  truth  to 

To  quench  the  blushes  of  ingenuous  shame. 
Or  heap  the  shrine  of  luxury  and  pride 
With  incense  kindled  at  the  muse's  flame. 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  strife. 
Their  sober  wishes  never  learned  to  stray ; 

Along  the  cool,  sequestered  vale  of  life 
They  kept  the  noiseless  tenor  of  their  way. 
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Tet  even  these  bones  from  insnlt  to  protect, 
Borne  fnil  iftemoiial  still  erected  nigh, 

With  nncouth  rhymes  and  shapeless  scnlptnre 
decked. 
Implores  the  passuig  tribute  of  a  sigh. 


dr  name,  theur  yeazs,  spelt  by  the  nnlet- 
teredmnse, 
The  place  of  fame  and  elesy  supply ; 
And  many  a  holy  text  aroond  she  strews, 
That  teach  the  rustic  moralist  to  die. 

Par  who,  to  dmnb  f oigetfolness  a  prey, 
Tliis  pleasing,  anzions  being  e**er  resigned, 

Left  the  warm  predncts  of  the  cheerful  day, 
Nor  cast  one  longing,  lingering  look  be- 
hind! 

On  some  fond  breast  the  parting  soul  relies, 
Some  pioos  drops  the  Glosing  eye  requires ; 

S^en  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  Nature  cries. 
E'en  in  our  sahes  live  their  wonted  fires. 

For  thee,  who,  mindfol  of  the  imhonored 
d^id. 

Dost  in  these  lines  their  artless  tale  relate ; 
If  chance,  by  lonely  contemplation  led. 

Some  kindred  spirit  shall  inquire  thy  &te, 

Haply  some  hoary-headed  swain  may  say : 
*^C>ft  have  we  seen  him,  at  the  peep  of 
dawn. 

Brushing  with  hasty  steps  the  dews  away, 
To  meet  the  son  upon  the  upland  lawn. 

'*  There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech, 

That  wreathes  Its  old,  fantastic  roots  so 

high. 

His  listless   length  at  noontide  would   he 

stretch. 

And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  babbles  by. 

"Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  smiling  as  in 
scom. 
Muttering  his  wayward  fancies,  he  would 
rove; 
Now  drooping,  woful-wan,  like  one  forlorn. 
Or  crazed  with  care,  or  crossed  in  hopeless 
love. 

"One  mom  I  missed  him  on  the  customed 
hill^ 

Along  the  heath,  and  near  his  favorite  tree ; 
Another  came, — nor  yet  beside  the  rill, 

Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he ; 
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The  next,  with  dirges  due,  in  sad  array. 
Slow  through  the  church-way  path  we  saw 

him  borne; 
Approach  and  read  (for  thou  canst  read)  the 

lav 
Graved  on  the  stone  beneath  yon  aged 

thorn.'' 


Here  rests  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth 
A  youth  to  fortune  and  to  frase  unknown ; 

Fair  sdanoe   frowned  not   on   his  humble 
birth. 
And  melancholy  marked  him  f er  her  own. 


Lam  was  his  bounty  and  his  soul  sincere ; 

Heaven  did  a  recompense  as  largely  send ; 
He  gave  to  misery  (all  he  had)  a  tear, 

He  gained  from  heaven  ftwas  all  he 
wished)  a  friend. 

No  further  seek  Yob  merits  to  disclose. 
Or  draw  his  frailties   from  their   dread 
abode, — 
(There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repose,) 
The  bosom  of  his  Father  and  his  Qod. 

Thamat  Qra/y, 


Though  they,  each  tome  of  human  lore  un« 
known. 

The  brilliant  path  of  science  never  trod, 
The  sacred  volume  claimed  their  hearts  alone. 

Which  taught  the  way  to  gloiy  and  to  God. 

Here  they  from   Truth's  eternal   fountain  ' 
drew 
The  pure  and  gladdening  waters,  day  by 
clay; 
Learnt,  smce  our  days  were  evil,  fleet  and 
few, 
To  walk  in  wisdom's  bright  and  peaceful 
way. 

When  life  flowed  by,  and,  like  an  ansd,  I>eaih 
Came  to  release  them  to  the  worla  on  high, 

Praise  trembled  still  on  eadi  expiring  breath. 
And  holy  triumph  beamed  from  every  eye. 

Then  gentle  hands  their  "dust  to  dust "  con- 
sign. 
With  quiet  tears  the  simple  rites  are  said. 
And  here  they  sleep,  till,  at  the  trump  divine, 
The  earth  and  ocean  render  up  their  dead. 

'  An  Ameriean  iM. 

443.  QHTIBaHIABA  Hope  in  tli6. 

As  by  the  churchyard  yew  my  evening  way 
I  take,  and  meditate  the  sacred  muse. 
To  catch  thy  notes  my  ears  unbidden  use. 
Sweet  Elegist,  sublimely  solemn  Gray  I 
Tet  ah  I  thy  pensive  moralizing  lay 
Were  to  my  heart  more  grateful ;  if  thy 

views. 
Profusely  rich  in  earth's  autumnal  hues. 
Showed  more  of  Heaven's  enlivening  vernal 

day. 
'*  The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  smve  " — 
Lo,  from  the  grave  fresh  paths  of  ^ry  rise  I 
Reviving  thence  the  ''flower"  slum  breathe 
and  wave 
With  purer  sweetness  and  with  lovelier 
dyes; 
And  the  bright  '*  gem,"  released  from  ocean's 
cave, 
Adorn  with  sun-like  ray  its  kindred  skies. 
Bp.  Mant 

444.  GEUKOHTABD,  Taberaftdd  in  thei 

Methinks  it  is  good  to  be  here ; 
If  thou  wilt,  let  us  build— but  for  whom  ? 

Nor  Elias  nor  Moses  appear ;   '        [gloom 
But  the  shadows  of  eve  that  encompass  with 
The  abode  of  the  dead  and  the  place  of  the 
tomb. 
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Shall  we  build  to  Ambition  ?    Ah,  no  I 
Affrighted  he  shrinketh  away ; 

For  see,  they  would  pen  him  below 
In  a  small  narrow  care  and  begirt  ¥dth  cold 

clay, 
To  the  meanest  of  rsptileB  a  peer  and'a  prey. 

To  Beaaty  ?    Ah  no  I  she  f  oivets 
The  charms  which  she  wielded  before ; 

Nor  knows  the  fool  worm  that  he  frets 
The  skin  which  bat  yesterday  fools  conld 

adore, 
For  the  smoothness  it  held,  or  the  tint  which 
it  wore. 

Shall  we  boild  to  the  purple  of  Pride  f 
To  the  trappings  which  dizen  the  proud  f 

Alas  I  then  £ey  are  all  laid  aside. 
And  heroes   neitiber   dress   nor   adornment 

allowed. 
Bat  thd  long  winding-sheet,  and  the  fringe 
.   of  the  shroud. 

Torichesf    Alas, 'tis  in  vain  I 
Who  hid,  in  their  turns  have  been  hid : 
The  treasures  are  squandered  again ; 
And  here  in  the  grave  ace  all  the  metals 

forbid, 
But  the  tinsel  that  shines  on  the  dark  cofSn- 
lid. 

To  the  pleasures  which  mirth  can  afford. 
The  reyel,  the  laugh,  and  the  jeer  t 

Ah  t  here  is  a  plentiful  board  I 
But  the  guests  are  all  mute  as  their  pitiful 

cheer, 
And  none  but  the  worm  is  the  reveller  here. 

Shall  we  build  to  Affection  and  Lore  t 
Ah,  no  I  they  have  withered  and  died. 

Or  fled  with  the  spirit  above. 
Friends,  brothers,  and  sisterB  are  laid  side  by 

mde. 
Yet  none  have  saluted,  and  none  hare  replied. 

Unto  Sorrow  f — the  dead  cannot  gpieve ; 
Kot  a  sob,  not  a  sigh  meets  mine  ear, 

Which  compassion  itsdf  could  reliere. 
Ah,  sweetly  they  slumber,  nor  love,  hope,  or 

fear; 
Peace,  peace  Is  the  watchword,  the  only  one 
here. 

Unto  Detfth,  to  whom  monarchs  must  bow  ? 
Ah  no  1  for  his  empire  is  known, 

And  here  there  are  trophies  enow  1 
Beneath,  the  cold  dead,  and  around,  the  dark 

stono, 
Are  the  signs  of  a  sceptre  that  none  may 
disown. 

The  first  tabernacle  to  Hope  we  build. 
And  look  for  the  sleepers  around  us  to  rise. 
The  second  to  Faith,  that  insures  it  ful- 
filled; 
And  the  third  to  the  Lamb  of  the  great  sacri- 
fice^ 
Who  bequeathed  us  to  them  both  when  Ho 
rose  to  the  skies.    Herhert  JShowlei. 


44ft.  OIBTEBIBi  Bnksii. 

This  world  that  we  so  highly  prissy 

And  seek  so  ea^perly  its  smile^ 
What  is  it  t — vamty  and  lies ; 

A  broken  dstem  all  the  while. 

Pleasure,  with  her  delightful  song. 
That  charms  the  unwary  to  b^^ile. 

What  is  it  f — the  deceiver's  tongue ; 
A  broken  dstem  all  the  while. 

And  earthly  friendships  fair  and  gay. 
That  promise  much  with  artful  wile, 

What  are  they  t— only  treachery ; 
A  broken  dstem  aU  the  while. 

Bichesi  that  so  absorb  the  mind 
In  anxious  care  and  ceaseless  toil ; 
What  are  they  f — ^faithless  as  the  wind ; 
A  broken  dstem  all  the  whUe. 

Tes,  all  are  broken  dstems,  Lord, 
To  those  that  wander  far  from  thee  1 

The  living  stream  is  in  thy  word. 
Thou  Fount  of  Immortality  I 

4M.  OIVIIiQ^IIOV  Fteftotedi 

Bring  us  the  higher  example;  rdeaseus 

Into  the  larger  coming  time : 
And  into  Chnst^s  broad  garment  piece  us 

Rags  of  virtue  as  poor  as  crime. 
National  selfishness,  dvic  vaunting. 

No  more  Jew  or  Greek  then  taunting 
Nor    taunted;    no    more   Engund    nor 
France  I 

But  one  confederate  brotherhood,  planting 
One  flag  only,  to  mark  the  advance. 

Onward  and  upward,  of  all  humanity. 

For  fully  developed  Christianity 
Is  dvUization  perfected. 

' '  Measure  the  frontier  "  shall  be  said, 
«  Count  the  ships,''  in  national  vanity  f 
— Count  the  nation's  heart-beats  sooner. 
Eliaabeth  Barrett  Browning. 

447.  OIVIIiIZAIIOVi  Triimpli  oC 

There's  a  good  time  coming,  boys, 

A  good  time  coming ; 
We  may  not  live  to  see  the  day, 
But  earth  shall  glisten  in  the  ray 

Of  the  good  tmie  coming. 
Cannon  balls  may  aid  the  troth. 

But  thought 's  a  weapon  stronger ; 
We'll  win  the  battle  by  its  aid — 

Wait  a  little  longer. 

Theresa  a  good  time  coming,  boys, 

A  good  time  coming ; 
The  pen  shall  supersede  the  sword. 
And  Right,  not  Might,  shall  be  the  lord. 

In  the  good  time  cominff. 
Worth,  not  Birth,  shall  rme  mankindt 

And  be  acknowledged  stronger; 
The  proper  impulse  has  been  given ; 

Wait  a  little  longer. 
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There's  a  good  time  coming,  boys, 

A  f^ood  time  coming ; 
War  m  all  men^s  eyes  moM  be 
A  monster  of  iniquity 

In  the  good  time  coming. 
Nations  shall  not  qnairel  then, 

To  prove  which  is  the  stronger ; 
Kor  sfanghter  men  for  glory's  sake ; 

Wait  a  little  longer. 

There's  a  good  time  coming,  boya^ 

A  good  time  coming ; 
Hat^l  riyalries  of  creed 
Shall  not  make  their  martyrs  bleed 

In  the  good  time  coming. 
Beligion  shall  be  shorn  of  pride, 

And  flourish  all  the  stronger ; 
And  Charity  shall  trim  her  kmp ; 

Wait  a  little  longer. 

There's  a  good  time  coming,  boys^ 

A-good  time  coming ; 
The  peonle  shall  be  temperate, 
And  shall  love  instead  of  hate, 

In  the  good  time  coming. 
They  shauuse  and  not  abuse, 

And  make  all  virtue  stroi^^er; 
The  ref  onnation  has  begun ; 

Wait  a  little  longer. 

There's  a  good  time  coming,  boys, 

A  good  time  coming ; 
Let  us  aid  it  all  we  can — 
£very  woman,  every  man— 

The  good  time  coming. 
Smallest  helps,  if  rightly  given. 

Make  the  impulse  stronger : 
'Twill  be  strong  enough  one  day ; 

Wait  a  little  longer.    Oharlm  Machay, 


44§.  CLOSET,  Wtitiag  h  tiia. 

Lord,  I  have  ishut  my  door, — 
Shut  out  life's  busy  cares  and  fretting  noise  : 
Here  in  this  silence  they  intrude  no  more. 

Speak  Thou,  and  heavenly  joys 
Shall  fill  my  heart  with  music  sweet  and 
calm,— 
A  holy  psahn. 

Yes,  I  have  shut  my  door 
Even  on  aU  the  beauty  of  Thine  earth, — 
To  its  blue  ceiling  from  its  emerald  floor. 

Filled  with  spring's  bloom  and  mirth : 
From  these  Thy  worics  I  turn.  Thyself  I  seek. 
To  Thee  I  speak. 

And  I  have  shut  my  door 
On  earthly  passion, — all  its  yeaminsf  love, 
Its  tender  mend8fai])s,  all  the  priceless  store 

Of  human  ties.     Above 
All  these  my  heart  aspires,  O  Heart  divine  I 
Stoop  Thou  to  mine. 

Lord,  I  have  shut  my  door ! 
Come  Thou  and  visit  me :  I  am  alone  t 
Come,  as  when  doors  were  shut  Thou  cam'st 
of  yore. 

And  visitedst  Thine  own. 


My  Lord  1 1  kneel  with  reverent  love  and  fear ; 
For  Thou  art  here  I 

Mary  E.  Atkvuor^ 

44fl.  OI0DA  IDaiaB  of  fc 

I  bring  fresh  showers  for  the  thirsting  flowers. 

From  the  seas  and  the  streams ; 
I  bear  lieht  shade  for  the  leaves  when  laid 

In  their  noonday  dreams. 
From  my  wings  are  shaken  the  dews  that 
waken 

The  sweet  birds  every  one, 
When  rocked  to  rest  on  their  mother^s  breast, 

As  she  dances  about  the  sun. 
I  wield  the  flail  of  the  lashing  hail, 

And  whiten  the  green  plains  under ; 
And  then  again  I  cQssolve  it  in  rain ; 

And  lau^  as  I  pass  in  thunder. 

I  sift  the  snow  on  the  mountains  below. 

And  their  ^reat  pines  groan  aghast ; 
And  all  the  night  'tis  my  pillow  white. 

While  I  sleep  in  the  arms  of  the  blast 
Sublime  on  tiie  towers  of  my  skyey  bowers 

Lightning,  my  pilot,  nts ; 
Iq  a  cavern  under  is  fettered  the  thunder ; 

It  struggles  and  howls  at  flts. 
Over  earu  and  ocean,  with  gentle  motion, 

Tliis  pilot  is  guiding  me, 
Lured  by  the  love  of  the  genii  that  move 

In  the  depths  of  the  purple  sea ; 
Over  the  rills  and  the  crags  and  the  hiUs, 

Over  the  lakes  and  the  plains. 
Wherever   he   dream,  under   mountain   or 
stream. 

The  spirit  he  loves  remains ; 
And  I  all  the  while  bask  in  heaven's  blue 
smile. 

Whilst  he  is  dissolving  in  rains. 

The  sanguine  sunrise,  with  his  meteor  eyes. 

And  Ms  burning  plumes  outspread. 
Leaps  on  the  back  of  my  sailing  rack. 

When  the  morning  star  shines  dead. 
As,  on  the  jag  of  a  mountain  craff 

Which  an  earthquake  rocks  ana  swings, 
An  eagle,  alit,  one  moment  may  sit 

In  the  light  of  its  golden  wings ; 
And  when  sunset  may  breathe,  from  the  lit 
.  sea  beneath. 

Its  ardors  of  rest  snd  of  love. 
And  the  crimson  pall  of  eve  may  fall 

From  the  depth  of  heaven  above. 
With  wings  folded  I  rest  on  mine  airy  nest, 

As  still  as  a  brooding  dove. 

That  orbdd  maiden  with  white  flre  laden. 

Whom  mortals  call  the  moon. 
Glides  glimmering  o^er  my  fleece-like  floor 

Bv  the  midnight  breesses  strewn ; 
Ana  wherever  the  beat  of  her  unseen  feet. 

Which  only  the  angels  hear. 
May  have  broken  the  woof  of  my  tent's  thin 
roof. 

The  stars  peep  behind  her  and  peer; 
And  I  laugh  to  see  them  whirl  and  flee, 

like  a  swarm  of  golden  bees, 
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When  I  widen  the  rent  in  my  wind-built  tent, 
Till  the  calm  river,  lakes,  and  seas, 

like  stri^M  of  the  tkj  fallen  throngh  me  on 
high, 
Are  each  paved  with  the  moon  and  these. 

I  bind  the  emi's  throne  with  a  bnming  zone, 

And  the  moon^s  with  a  girdle  of  pearl ; 
The  volcanoes  are  dim,  and  the  stars  reel  and 
swim. 

When  the  whirlwinds  my  banner  nnfurL 
From  cape  to  cape,  with  a  bridge-like  shape. 

Over  a  torrent  sea, 
Sun1>eam-proof,  I  hang  like  a  roof, 

The  mountains  its  columns  be. 
The  triumphal  arch,  throush  which  I  march, 

With  hurricane,  fire,  and  snow. 
When  the  powers  of  the  air  are  chained  to 
my  chair. 

Is  the  million-colored  bow ; 
The  sphere-fire  above  its  soft  colors  wove. 

While  the  moist  earth  was  laughing  below. 

I  am  the  daughter  of  the  earth  and  water. 

And  the  nursling  of  the  sky ; 
I  pass  through  the  pores  of  the  ocean  and 
shores; 
I  change,  but  I  cannot  die. 
For  after  the  rain,  when,  with  never  a  stain, 

The  pavilion  of  heaven  is  bare, 
And  the  winds  and  simbeams,  with  their 
convex  gleams. 
Build  up  the  blue  dome  of  alr,-^ 
I  silently  laugh  at  my  own  cenotaph, 

And  out  of  the  caverns  of  rain, 
like  a  child  from  the  womb,  like  a  ghost 
from  the  tomb, 
I  rise  and  upbuild  it  again. 

Btrei/  Bystihe  Bhdley, 

450.  OOMFOST,  Oommoii. 

There  is  a  heaven  yet  to  rest  my  soul  on 

In  the  midst  of  all  unhappiness,  which  I 

look  on 
With  the  same  comfort  as  a  distressed  sea- 
man 
Afar  off  views  the  coast  he  would  enjoy. 
When  yet  the  seas  do  toss  his  reeling  bark 
Twixt  hope  and  danger.       Jamet  Shirley, 

451.  OOMFOBT,  Ezperlfinoe  ofi 

Fvo  found  a  joy  in  sorrow, 

A  secret  balm  for  pain, 
A  beautiful  to-morrow 

Of  sunshine  after  rain. 
Tve  found  a  branch  of  healing 

Near  every  bitter  sprins ; 
A  whispered  promise  steajong 

O'er  every  broken  string. 

Tve  found  a  glad  hosanna 

For  every  woe  and  wail, 
A  handful  of  sweet  manna 

When  grapes  from  Eshcol  faiL 
Tve  found  a  Rock  of  Ages 

When  desert  wells  were  dry ; 
And,  after  weary  stages, 

I've  found  an  £lim  nigh, — 


An  Elun,  with  its  coolness. 

Its  fountains,  and  its  shade  1 
A  blessing  in  its  fulness. 

When  buds  of  promise  fade  I 
O^er  tears  of  soft  contrition, 

Tve  seen  a  rainbow  light ; 
A  glory  and  fruition, 

So  near  I — ^yet  out  of  sight. 

My  Saviour  I  Thee  possessing, 

I  have  the  joy,  the  balm, 
The  healing  and  the  blessing. 

The  suniuiine  and  the  psaun ! 
The  promise  for  the  feaiful, 

The  Elim  for  the  faint, 
The  rainbow  for  the  tearfolf 

The  glory  for  the  saint. 

Jane  Crewdmnu 
469.  OOMFOBT,  BeUgioos. 

Sometimes  a  light  surprises 

The  Christian  while  he  sings ; 
It  is  the  Lord  who  rises 

With  healing  in  His  wings : 
When  comforts  are  declining, 

He  grants  the  soul  again 
A  season  of  clear  shining, 

To  cheer  it  after  rain. 

In  holy  contemplation. 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  €k>d*s  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new : 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow. 

We  cheerfully  can  say. 
Let  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may. 

It  can  bring  with  it  nothing, 

But  He  will  bear  us  through  ; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing, 

WiU  clothe  His  people  too : 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens, 

No  creature  but  is  fed ; 
And  He  who  feeds  the  ravens 

Will  give  His  children  bread. 

Though  vine  nor  fig-tree  neither. 

Their  wonted  fruit  should  bear. 
Though  all  the  fields  should  wither. 

Nor  fiocks  nor  herds  be  there : 
Yet  Gk)d  the  same  abiding. 

His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice, 
For  while  in  Him  confiding, 
I  cannot  but  rejoice. 

JohnKewton. 
453.  OOMFOBT,  Booroe  at 
Is  it  not  strange,  the  darkest  hour 
That  ever  dawned  on  sinful  earth 
Should  touch  the  heart  with  softer  power 
For  comfort,  tiban  an  angel's  mirth  ? 
That  to  the  Cross  the  mourner's  eye  should 

turn 
Sooner  than  where  the  stars  of  Christmas 
burnt 

Sooner  than  where  the  Easter  sun 
Shines  glorious  on  yon  open  grave, 

And  to  and  fro  the  tidings  run, 

'*  Who  died  to  heal,  i»  risen  to  save  f  " 


OOMMtTNTOir. 


Ill 


Sooner  than  where  npon  tiie  Sftvionr't  friends 
The  Tery  Comforter  in  light  and  lore  de- 
(  floendst 

Yet  BO  it  ia :  for  dnl  j  there 

The  bitter  herbs  of  earth  are  set, 
Till  tempered  by  the  Sayioor'fl  prayer 
And  with  the  BaTioar*8  life-blood  wet, 
They  torn  to  sweetneas,  and  drop  holy  babn, 
Soft  aa  imprisoned  martyr's  death-bed  calm. 


OQKFOBTt  Vab. 

So  dying  men  receive  Tain  comforts 
From  those  visitants  they  love,  when  they 
Peraoade  them  to  be  patient  at  the  loss  of  life, 
With  saying  they  are  mortal  too,  and  mean 
T*  endure  the  like  calamity ;  as  if 
To  die  were  from  good  feUowship,  from  free 
Intent  t'  accompany  departing  friends, 
When  such  last  courtesy  proceeds  not  from 
Their  will,  but  nature^s  obstinate  decree. 

4M.  OOmCAroiCBHTB,  I^ 

Thou  shalt  have  no  more  gods  but  me, 
Before  no  idol  bow  thy  knee, 
Take  not  the  name  of  Qod  in  vain, 
Kor  dare  the  Sabbath-day  profane. 
Give  both  thy*pareots  honor  due. 
Take  heed  that  thou  no  murder  do. 
Abstain  from  words  and  deeds  unclean ; 
Kor  stealf  though  thou  art  poor  and  mean ; 
Kor  make  a  wiSul  b*e,  nor  love  it 
What  is  thy  neighbor's  dare  not  covet. 

Itaae  WaU». 

4M.  (XnOCEHDAIIOH,  TSm  «fi 

Praise  a  fool,  and  slay  him ;  for  the  canvas 

of  his  vanity  is  spread ; 
Wa  bark  is  shallow  in  the  water,  and  a  sud- 
den gust  shall  sink  it : 
Praisea  wise  man  and  speed  him  on  his  way ; 

for  he  carricth  the  ballast  of  humili^. 
And  is  glad  when  his  course  is  cheered  by 

the  sympathy  of  brethren  ashore. 
The  praise  of  a  good  inan  is  good,  for  he 

holdeth  up  the  mirror  of  Truth, 
That  Virtue  may  see  her  own  beauty,  and 

delight  in  her  own  fair  face : 
The  praise  of  a  bad  man  is  evil,  for  he  hideth 

the  deformity  of  Vice, 
Casting  the  mantle  of  a  queen  around  the 

limbs  of  a  leper. 
Praise  is  rebuke  to  the  man  whose  oonsdenoe 

alloweth  it  not : 
And  where  Conscience  f eeleth  it  her  due,  no 

praise  is  better  than  a  little. 
He  that  despiseth  the  outward  s^pearance, 

desplseth  the  esteem  of  his  fellows ; 
And  ho  that  overmuch  regardeth  it,  shall 

earn  only  their  contempt : 
The  honest  commendation  of  an  equal  no  one 

can  scorn  and  be  blameless, 
Tet  even  that  fair  fame  no  one  can  hunt  for 

and  be  honored : 
If  it  come,  accept  it  and  be  thankful,  and  be 

thou  humble  in  accepting ; 


If  it  tarry,  be  not  thou  cast  down :  the  bee 
can  g^ather  honey  out  of  rue. 

With  a  friend,  praise  him  when  thou  canst ; 
for  many  a  friendship  hath  decayed. 

Like  a  plant  in  a  Crowded  comer,  for  want 
of  sunshine  on  its  leaves  : 

With  another,  praise  him  not  often, — other- 
wise he  shall  despise  thee ; 

But  be  thou  frugal  in  commending ;  so  will 
he  give  honor  to  thy  judgment. 

Wnt  thou  that  one  remember  a  thing? — 
praise  him  in  the  midst  of  thy  advice. 

Expect  not  praise  from  the  mean,  neither 
gratitude  from  the  selfish. 

M,  F.  Tupp&r. 

M7.  OOlOnnnOI,  Divlaii 

They  know,  who  thus  oppress  me, 

*Tis  hard  to  be  alone; 
But  know  not  One  can  bless  me. 

Who  comes  through  bars  and  stone : 
He  makes  my  dungeon  s  darkness  bright, 
And  fills  my  bosom  with  delight 

Thy  love,  O  Qod  t  restores  me 

From  sighs  and  tears  to  praise ; 

And  deep  my  soul  adores  Thee, 
Kor  thinks  of  time  or  place : 

I  ask  no  more,  in  good  or  iU, 

But  union  with  Thy  holy  wilL 

TIs  that  which  makes  my  treasure, 
'Tis  tiiat  which  brings  my  gain ; 

Converting  woe  to  pleasure, 
And  req>ing  }oy  from  pain. 

Oh,  *tia  enough,  whatever  befall. 

To  know  that  Gk>dis  All  m  alL 

Madama  ihiymi,  tr.  Vy  T.  (7.  Upham. 

4ft8«  OOMMUnOir,  Ezaapls  d: 

It  happened  on  a  solemn  eventide, 
Soon  after  He  that  was  our  Surety  died. 
Two  bosom  friends,  each  pensively  incUned, 
The  scene  of  all  those  sorrows  left  behind ; 
Sought  their  own  village,  busied  as  they  went 
In  musings  worthy  of  the  great  event ; 
They  spake  of  Him  they  loved,  of  Him  whose 

life, 
Though  blameless,  had  incurred  perpetual 

strife, 

Whose  deeds  had  left,  in  spite  of  hostile  arts, 
A  deep  memorial  graven  on  their  hearts. 
The  recollection,  uke  a  vein  of  ore. 
The  further  traced,  enridied  them  still  the 

more; 
They  thought  Him,  and  they  Justly  thought 

Him  One, 
Sent  to  do  more  than  He  appeared  t'  have 

done; 
To  exalt  a  people,  and  to  place  them  high 
Above  all  else,  and  wondered  He  should  die. 
Ere  yet  they  brought  their  journey  to  an  end, 
A  stranger  joined  them,  courteous  as  a  friend. 
And  asked  them  with  a  kind,  engag^g  air. 
What  their  afliiction  was,  and  begecd  a  share. 
Informed,  Ho  gathered  up  the  broken  thread. 
And,  truth  and  wisdom  gracing  all  He  said. 


113 


COM3krcrNTON'. 


COUCMXTOTON'. 


Explained,  illustrated,  and  searched  so  well 
The  tender  theme  on  which  they  chose  to 

dwell, 
That  reaching  home,  The  night,  they  said,  is 

near,  * 

We  must  not  now  be  parted,  sojomn  here — 
The  new  acqaaintance  soon  became  a  guest, 
And,  made  so  welcome  at  their  simple  feast, 
He  blessed  the  bread,  but  vanished  at  the 

word. 
And  left  them  both  exclaiming,  "  'Twas  the 

Lord  I 
Did  not  our  hearts  feel  all  He  deigned  to  say  I 
Did  they  not  bum  within  us  by  the  way  t " 
Now  theirs  was  converse,  such  as  it  behoves 
Han  to  maintain,  and  such  as  God  improves ; 
Their  views,  indeed,  were  indistinct  and  dim. 
But  yet  successful,  being  aimed  at  Him, 
Christ  and  His  character  their  only  scope. 
Their  object,  and  their  subject^  and  their 

hope, 
Thffj^  felt  what  it  became  them  much  to  feel. 
And,  wanting  Him  to  loose  the  sacred  seal. 
Found  Him  as  prompt  as  their  desire  was  true. 
To  spread  the  new-bom  glories  in  tiieir  view. 

William  Ctnopcr, 

4M.  (xnaniHiOH,  Byto. 

With  what  clear  guile  of  gradons  love  enticed, 
I  follow  for^^und,  as  Srom  room  to  room, 
Through  doors  that  open  into  light  or 
jgloom, 

To  findand  lose,  and  find  i^ain  in  Christ  I 

He  stands  and  knocks,  and  bids  me  ope  the 
door, 
Without  He  stands,  and  asks  to  enter  in : 
Why  should  He  seek  a  shelter  sad  with  sin  ? 
Will  He  but  knock  and  ask,  and  nothing 
more? 

He  knows  what  ways  I  take  to  shut  my  heart, 
j\nd  if  He  will  He  can  Himself  undo 
My  foolish  ftetenings,  or  by  force  break 
through, 

Nor  wait  till  I  fulfil  my  needless  part. 

But  nay,  He  will  not  choose  to  enter  so, — 
He  will  not  be  my  guest  without  consent. 
Nor  though  I  say '  *  Come  in, "  is  He  content ; 

I  must  arise  and  ope,  or  He  will  go. 

He  shall  not  go ;  I  do  arise  and  ope, — 
<<  Come  in,  dear  Lord,  come  in  and  sup  with 

me, 
Oh,  blessM  Guest,  and  let  me  sup  with 
Thee,"— 
Where  is  the  door  f  for  in  this  dark  I  grope. 

And  cannot  find  it  soon  enough ;  my  hand, 
8hut  hard,  holds  fast  the  one  sure  key  I 

need. 
And  trembles,  shaken  with  its  eager  heed ; 

No  other  key  will  answer  my  demand. 

The  door  between  is  some  command  undone, 
Obedience  is  the  key  that  slides  the  bar. 
And  lets  Him  in,  who  stands  so  near,  soi^; 

The  doors  are  many,  but  the  key  is  one. 


Which  door,  dear  Lord  ?  knock,  speak,  that 
I  may  know; 
Hark,  heiurt,  He  answers  with  Ks  hand  and 
voices— 

0  still  small  sign,  I  tremble  and  rejoice. 
Nor  longer  doubt  which  way  my  feet  must  go. 

Full  lief  and  soon  this  door  would  open  ton, 
If  once  my  key  might  find  the  narrow  slit 
Which,  being  so  narrow,  is  so  hard  to  hit — 

But  lo  1  one  little  ray  that  glimmers  through. 

Not   sg^  Hght,  but  lighting  to  the 

Now  steady,  hand,  for  good  speed's  sake  be 

slow. 
One  straight  right  aim,  a  pulse  of  pressure, 
so, — 
How  small,  how  great,  the  change  from  dark 
to  bright  I 

Now  He  is  here  I  seem  no  longer  here  I 
This  place  of  light  is  not  my  chamber  dim« 
It  is  not  He  wim  me,  but  I  with  Him, 

And  Host,  not  Guest,  He  breaks  the  bread  of 
cheer. 

I  was  borne  onward  at  His  greeting, — ^He 
Earthward  had  come,  but  heavenward  I 

had  gone; 
Drawing  Him  hither,  I  was  thither  drawn, 
Scarce  welcoming  Him  to  hear  Mm  welcome 
mel 

I  lie  upon  the  bosom  of  my  Lord, 

And  feel  His  heart,  and  time  my  heart 
thereby; 

The  tune  so  sweet  I  have  no  need  to  try, 
But  rest  and  trust,  and  beat  the  perfect  choid. 

A  little  while  I  lie  upon  His  heart, 
Feasting  on  love,  and  loving  there  to  f  east* 
And  then,  once  more,  the  shadows  are  in- 
creased 

Around  me,  and  I  feel  my  Lord  depart 

Again  alone,  but  in  a  farther  place, 

1  sit  with  darkness,-  waiting  for  a  sign ; 
Again  I  hear  the  same  sweet  plea  divine. 

And  suit,  outside,  of  hospitable  grace. 

This  is  His  gpiile, — ^He  makes  me  act  the  host 
To  shelter  Him,  and  lo !  He  shelters  me ; 
Asking  for  alms,  He  summons  me  to  be 

A  guest  at  banquets  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

So,  on  and  on,  through  many  an  opening  door 
That  ffladly  opens  to  the  key  I  bring, 
From  l>rightcning  court  to  court  of  Christy 
my  King, 

Hope  led,  love  fed,  I  journey  evermore. 

At  last  I  trust  these  changinff  soenes  will  oeaae; 

There  is  a  court  I  hear  where  He  abides ; 

No  door  beyond,  that  further  glory  hides. — 
My  Host  at  home,  all  change  is  changed  to 
peace.  William  O.  Wilkinsan. 

4e0.  OOMKUHIOH,  Kinds  of; 

The  wild  woods  are  my  choaen  haunt,  and 
there 
I  read  a  fairer  tome,  a  richer  page, 
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Than  pen  of  man  has  traced  with  charmtea 
Of  reason  or  of  fancy.     I  become, 
In  the  society  of  mitangfat  things, 
Draim  from  my  duller  and  my  grosser  sense, 
And  lifted  in  my  longing  and  I  leam 
How  little  there  is  grist  m  the  pursuit 
Of  riches,  or  of  hoAor,  how  the  mind. 
Let  in  the  channel  of  heroic  thought 
To  flow  in  fteedom  onward,  and  pervade 
The  purer  regions  of  philosophy. 
And  tasteful  and  impassioned  poesy — 
How  mind  alone  is  the  true  worth  of  man. 
And  that  wliich  raises  him  above  the  sense 
Of  meaner  creatures,  and  pennits  a  hope 
Of  nnembodied  being,  in  a  high 
And  holy  dwelling,  hfted  far  above 
The  reach  of  tempest,  with  essential  light 
Bttcircled,  and  with  fairest  wings  of  love 
Overshadowed,  the  reward  and  restinff-plaoe 
Of  audi  as  hold  their  journey  patiently, 
Kor  pause  nor  faint  upon  their  weaiy  way. 

The  recollection  of  one  upward  hour 
Hath  more  in  it  to  tranouUUze  snd  cheer 
The  darknefifl  of  desponoency,  than  yean 
Of  gayety  and  pleasure.    Then,  alone 
We  wimaer  not  in  solitude,  but  find 
YnsskdB  in  all  things  around  us,  for  the  heart 
Smks  not,  and  in  its  sinking  bends  the  mind 
From  its  true  lofty  region,  where  it  lives 
Rejoicing  in  bright  energy ;  and  so 
All  things  are  op^  to  the  searching  eye 
Of  an  unclouded  intellect,  and  bring 
Their  several  treasures  to  it,  and  unfold 
l^eir  fabric  to  its  scrutiny.    All  life. 
And  all  inferior  orders,  in  the  waste 
Of  being  spread  before  us,  are  to  him 
Who  lives  in  meditation,  and  the  search 
Of  wisdom  and  of  beauty,  open  books. 
Wherein  he  reads  the  QodJbead,  and  the  wavs 
He  works  through  His  creation,  and  the  links 
That  &sten  us  to  all  things,  with  a  sense 
Of  fellowship  and  a  feeling,  so  that  we 
Look  not  upon  a  doud,  or  falling  leaf. 
Or  flower  new  blown,  or  human^^tee  divine^ 
But  we  have  caught  new  lif e^  and  wider 

thrown 
Hie  door  of  reason  open,  and  have  stored 
In  memory^s  secret  chamber,  for  dark  years 
Of  age  and  weariness,  the  food  of  thought, 
And  thus  extended  mind,  and  made  it  young, 
When  the  thin  hair  turns  gray,  and  feeling 

dies. 

But  this  communion  with  inferior  things 
Shall  leave  a  void  behind  it,  and  we  seek 
The  kindred  thoughts  of  other  men,  and 

bend 
Attentive  o'er  their  written  souls,  wherein 
We  see  their  better  moments,  when  they  cast 
The  slough  of  earth  aside,  and  tried  a  flight 
On  an  ascending  pinion,  and  renewed 
Their  purer  being,  as  the  insect  bursts 
The  walls  that  bound  it  in  its  second  state, — 
It  might  be  a  gilded  prison-house. 
But  yet  it  was  a  prison :  when  its  wings 
Unfolded,  and  it  knew  the  bliss  of  air, 
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And  free  and  rapid  motion,  it  had  life, 

And  floated  as  a  spirit  floats  away. 

And  wandered   gayly  on    from   flower  to 

flower. 
And  was  so  light  and  so  ethereal,  man 
Selected  it  the  symbol  of  the  soul. 
And  its  free  flight  through  ether,  on  a  wing 
That,  movinff  through  eternity,  will  ever 
Be  active  ana  unwearied,  and  as  bright 
In  its  unruffled  plumage,  after  years 
Have  gathered  into  ages,  and  have  gone 
Beyond  the  eldest  memory  of  time. 

But  yet  the  pen  of  Genius  cannot  cheer 
And  hdghten,  like  the  spirit-speaking  eye ; 
And  so  we  seek  the  living,  and  we  find 
That  there  are  spirits  that  commune  with  ours. 
As  if  they  were  our  kindred,  and  were  formed 
In  the  same  mould ;  and  when  we  meet  with 

them. 
Wo  ding  with  diildlike  fondness,  as  if  life  - 
Had  not  a  charm  without  them,  and  the  skj 
With  its  ethereal  beauty,  and  the  earth 
Flowering  or  fading,  and  the  fairest  flow 
Of  pure  and  tranquil  waters,  and  the  words 
Of  tne  departed  with  their  might  of  thought. 
Could  be  to  us  no  solace,  and  have  power 
To  lend  no  high  conception,  nor  subdue 
The  spirit  unto  meekness;  so  we  lean 
On  an  accordant  bosom,  and  we  love 
The  beating  of  a  heart  that  beats  as  ours, 
Theiroeakingof  an  eye  that  tells  us  thoughts 
Whidi  harmonize  with  what  we  feel,  and  all 
llie  light  of  beauty,  passion,  tenderness. 
And  purity,  and  love  of  great,  and  fair. 
And  fitly  &shioned  things,  until  we  deem 
A  sole  existence  is  a  wilderness, 
That  yieldeth  <mly  terror,  and  a  curse. 

Jamei  OaU9  I^rcwdL 

461*  OOKPAIIOHfl;  Ohoioe  o£ 

Not  with  the  light  and  vain. 

The  man  of  idle  feet  and  wanton  eyes; 
Not  with  the  world*s  gay,  ever-smiling  train; 

My  lot  be  with  the  grave  and  wise. 

Not  with  the  trifler  gay. 

To  whom  life  seems  but  sunshine  on  the 
wave; 
Not  with  the  empty  idler  of  the  day ; 

My  lot  be  with  the  wise  and  grave. 

Not  with  the  Jesting  fool. 

Who  knows  not  what  to  sober  truth  is  due, 
Whose  words  fly  out  without  or  aim  or  rule  I 

My  lot  be  with  the  wise  and  true. 

Not  with  the  man  of  dreams,  [lio% 

In  whose  bright  words  no  truth  nor  wisdom 

Dazzling   the  fervent  youth   with    mystic 
gleams; 
My  lot  be  with  the  simply  wise. 

With  them  Pd  walk  each  day,  [learn 

'^Toux  them  timers  solemn  lessons  would  I 
That  false  from  true,  and  true  from  false  I 
may 
Each  hour  more  patiently  discern. 

HorcAiui  Bbnar. 
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OOMDPAITION'S. 


OOTVTPIjAJnsrT. 


409.  OOMPAHIOIB  Gone. 

'Tis  the  last  rose  of  summer, 

Left  blooming  alone : 
All  her  lovely  companions 

Are  faded  and  gone ; 
Kg  flower  of  her  kindred, 

No  rosebad,  is  nigh 
To  reflect  back  her  blushes, 

Or  giye  sigh  for  sigh  1 

Fll  not  leave  thee,  thon  lone  one  t 

To  pine  on  the  stem ; 
Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping, 

€k>,  sleep  thou  with  them  I 
Thus  kindly  I  scatter 

Thy  leaves  o'er  the  bed 
Where  thy  maies  of  the  garden 

Lie  scentless  and  dead. 

So  soon  may  /follow, 

When  friendships  decay. 
And  from  love's  shining  cbrde 

The  gems  drop  away  I 
When  trae  hearts  lie  withered, 

And  fond  ones  are  flown. 
O,  who  would  inhabit 

This  bleak  world  alone  I 

t7u>nuu  Moore. 

4M.  OOXPAIT,  Qhflioe  A 

Some  love  the  glow  of  outward  show, 

Some  love  mere  wealth  and  try  to  win  it ; 
The  house  to  me  may  lowly  be, 

If  I  but  like  the  people  in  it. 
What's  all  the  gold  that  glitters  cold. 

When  linked  to  hard  or  haughty  feeling  t 
Whate'er  we're  told,  the  nobler  gold 

Is  truth  of  heart  and  manly  dealing ! 
Tlien  let  them  seek  whose  minds  are  weak, 

Here  fiishion's  smile,  and  try  to  win  it; 
The  house  to  me  may  lowly  be, 

If  I  but  like  the  people  in  it  I 

Charles  Swain, 

4M.  OOHPAJnr,  Yidocm. 

Avoid  a  villain  as  you  would  a  brand. 
Which,  lighted,  bums,  extinguished^  smuts 
the  band.  OriimtdL 

465«  OOMFBHBATIOH,  Uw  oL 

The  poor  man  counteth  not  the  cost  at  which 
such  wealth  hath  been  purchased ; 

Hie  would  be  on  the  mountain's  top  without 
the  toil  and  travail  of  the  climbing. 

But  equity  demandeth  recompense ;  for  high- 
place,  calumny  and  care ; 

For  state,  comfortless  splendor  eating  out  the 
heart  of  home ; 

For  warrior  fame,  dangers  and  death ;  for  a 
name  among  the  learned,  a  spirit  over- 
strained. 

For  honor  of  all  kinds,  the  goad  of  ambition ; 
on  every  acquirement  the  tax  of  anx- 
iety. 

He  that  would  change  with  another,  must 
take  the  cup  as  it  is  mixed. 

Poverty,  with  largeness  of  heart;  or  a  full 
piuse,  with  a  sordid  spirit : 


Wis^m,  in  an  ailing  body ;  or  a  common 

mind,  with  health : 
(Godliness,  wit^  man's  scorn ;  or  the  welcome 

of  the  mighty,  with  guilt ; 
Beauty,  with  a  ndde  heart ;  or  plainness  of 

face,  with  affection. 
For  so  hath  Providence  determined,  that  a 

man  shall  not  easily  discover 
Unmingled  cood  or  evil,  to  quicken  his  envy 

or  abhorrence. 
A  bold  man  or  a  fool  must  he  be,  who  would 

change  his  lot  with  another. 
It  were  a  fearful  bamiin,  and  mercy  hath 

lovingly  refused  it     M.  F,  Thtpper. 

4M.  OOMFEHSATIOV,  XortL 
Just,  and  strong,  and  opportune  is  the  moral 

rule  of  (SxL ; 
Ripe  in  its  times,  firm  m  its  judgments, 

equal  in  the  measure  of  its  gifte. 
Yet  men,  scanning  the  surface,  count  the 

wicked  happy, 
Nor  heed  the  compensating   peace,  which 
gladdeneth  the  good  in  his  afliicti<Mis. 
They  see  not  the  frightful  dreams  that  crowd 

a  bad  man's  pillow, 
Like  wreathed  adders  crawling  round  his 

midnight  conscience ; 
They  hear  not  the  terrible  suggestions  ftist 

knock  at  the  portal  of  his  will. 
Provoking  to  wipe  away  from  life  the  one 

weak  witness  of  the  deed ; 
They  know  not  the  torturing  suspicions  tJiat 

sting  his  panting  breast. 
When  the  clear  eye  of  penetaition  quietly 

readeth  off  the  truth. 
Likewise  of  the  good  what  know  they?  the 

memories  bringing  pleasure, 
Shrined  in  the  heart  of  the  benevolent  and 

glistening  from  his  eye. 
Th»  calm,  self-justifying  reason  that  estab- 

lisheth  the  upright  in  his  purpose ; 
The  warm  and  gushing  bliss  .that  floodeth  all 
the  thoughts  of  the  relisious. 

jfc  F.  Tapper. 

467.  OOMFEHBATIOK  Beqnixed. 
Nothing  comes  free-cost  here.    Jove  will  not 

krt 
His  g^ifts  go  from  him,  if  not  bought  with 
sweat.  Bobert  Marrick. 

46§«  OOKFLAOrr,  OomrtaBt. 
Ever  complaining, 

Nothing  is  right ; 
Daylight  is  dreary — 
Wearisome  night : 
Ever  rejecting, 

Quick  to  destroy 
The  little  that's  left 
For  our  life  to  enjoy  I 

Shame  on  the  nature 

Thankless  and  vain, 
Shame  on  the  temper 

Eager  to  pain  I 
Hearts  that  m  selfishness 

Only  are  cast ; 
Darkening  the  present 

With  clouds  of  the  past  I 


115 


8ad  that  the  rammer 

Of  life  should  be  spent 
In  blighting  the  roses 

For  happiness  sent ; 
Sad  that  affection 

So  often  should  griere 
Over  natures  that  seem 

Only  bom  to  deoeiye  I 

Charlei  Swain. 

4M.  CXSHFLAIIT;  QfMBdlM 
I  tliiiik  we  are  too  ready  with  complaint 
In  this  fair  world  of  Qod^s.    Had  we  no 

hope 
Indeed  beyond  the  zenith  and  the  slope 
Of  yon  gray  bank  of  sky,  we  might  be  faint 
To  muse  upon  eternity's  constraint 
Bound  our  aspirant  souls.    But  if  the  scope 
HusI  widen  early,  is  it  well  to  droop 
For  a  few  days  consumed  in  loss  and  taint  ? 
O  puflillanimous  Heart,  be  comforted, 
And,ilike  a  cheerful  traveller,  take  the  road, 
Sinc^   beside  the  hedge.    What  if  the 

oread 
Be  bitter  in  the  hm,  and  thou  unshod 
To  meet  the  flints  t — ^At  least  it  may  be  said, 
*' Because  the  way  is  ^ort,  I  thank  Thee, 

Ood  I  '^  B.R  Browning. 

47«.  GOMFLAUT,  Imna  a, 

A  {iflgrini,  bound  to  MJecca^  (juite  away  Ids 

sandals  wore, 
And  on  the  desert's  blistering  sand  his  feet 

grew  very  sore. 
"To  let  me  scdSer  thus,  great  Allah,  is  not 

kind  nor  just. 
While  in  his  service  I  confront  the  painful 

heat  and  dust»" 
He  murmured  in  complaining  tone;  and  in 

this  temper  came 
To  where,  around  the  Caaba,  pilgrims  knelt 

of  every  name: 
And  there  he  saw,  while  pity  and  remorse  his 

bosom  beat, 
A  pilgrim  who  not  only  wanted  shoes,  but 

feeL      Oriental,  tr.  Iff  W.  B.  Alger. 

471m  COMFLAUTi  Ion  by. 

To  tell  thy  mis'ries  will  no  comfort  breed ; 
Men  help  thee  most  that  think  thou  hast  no 

need; 
But  if  the  world  once  thy  misfortunes  know, 
Thou  soon  shalt  lose  a  friend  and  find  a  foe. 

Thonuu  Banddph. 

47SI.  COlDHJMESJAt  Tne. 

Throughout  the  world  if  it  were  sought. 
Fair  words  enough  a  man  shaU.  find ; 
They  be  good  d^p,  they  cost  right  nought, 
Their  substance  is  but  only  wind ; 
But  well  to  say  and  so  to  mean. 
That  sweet  accord  is  seldom  seen. 

Sir  Thma$  WyaU. 

473.  OOVGBIT,  Appeanmoe  ofi 

There  are  a  sort  of  men,  whose  visages 
Do  cream  and  manUe  like  a  standing  pond ; 
And  do  a  wilful  stillness  entertain. 


With  purpose  to  bedress'd  in  an  opinion 
Of  wisdom,  gravity,  profound  conceit ; 
As  who  should  say,  '* I  am  Sir  Oracle, 
And,  when  I  ope  my  lips,  let  no  dog  bark  I " 

I  do  know  of  these. 
That  therefore  only  are  reputed  wise. 
For  saying  nothing ;  who,  I  am  very  sure. 
If  they  would  speak,  would  almost  diunn 

those  ears. 
Which,  hearing    them,    would    call   their 

brothers  fools.  Shakeipeare. 

474.  OOVOEHTKATKnr,  FiiuO. 

Many  things  having  full  reference 
To  one  consent,  may  work  contrariously ; 
As  many  arrows,  loosed  several  ways, 
Fly  to  one  mark ; 

As  many  several  ways  meet  in  one  town ; 
As  many  fresh  streams  run  in  one  self  sea ; 
As  many  lines  dose  in  the  dial's  centre ; 
So  many  a  thousand  actions,  once  $foot, 
End  in  one  purpose,  and  be  all  well  borne 
Without  defeat  Shaketpeare. 

47ft.  OOIBSXHAnOV,  Baooid  oft 

And  since  in  Qod*s  recording  book 
Our  sins  are  written,  every  one, — 
The  crime,  the  wrath,  the  wandering  look, 
The  good  we  knew  and  left  undone, — 

Lord,  ere  the  last  dread  trump  be  heard. 
And  ere  before  Thy  face  we  stand. 
Look  Thou  on  each  accusing  word, 
And  blot  it  with  Thy  bleeding  hand. 

C.  F.  Alexander. 

47II.  OCOFBSSIOI,  Eunbto. 

Qod  of  mercy,  €k>d  of  grace. 
Hear  our  sad  repentant  songs ; 

O  restore  Thy  rappliant  race. 
Thou  to  whom  our  praise  belongs. 

Deep  regret  for  f 6llies  past. 
Talents  wasted,  time  misspent, 

Hearts  debased  by  worldly  cares. 
Thankless  for  the  blessings  lent. 

These  and  every  secret  fault, 
Filled  with  grief  and  shame,  we  own, 

Humbled  at  Thy  feet  we  lie, 
Seeking  pardon  from  Thy  throne. 

J.  Taylor. 

477.  OOHFESSIOV,  fiomiBh. 

* 

A  parent  ask'd  a  Priest  his  boy  to  bless, 

Who  forthwith  diarged  him — ^he  must  first 
confess. 

*' Wdl,"  said  the  boy,  ''rappose,  sir,  I  am 
willing, 

What  ia  your  charge  ?  "  "  To  you  'tis  but  a 
shilling!" 

"  Must  all  men  pay,  and  all  men  make  con- 
fession f" 

'*  Yes,  every  man  of  Catholic  profession." 

"And  who  do  you  confess  tot"  "Why, 
the  Dean." 

"  And  do  the  Deans  confess  ?  "  "Yes,  boy 
they  do. 

Confess  to  Bishops,  and  pay  smartly  too  1  '* 
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**  Do  Bishops,  sir,  confess  ?  if  so,  to  whom  f  " 
«*  Why,  they  do  confess,  and  pay  the  Church 

of  Rome.*' 
"Well,"  quoth  the  boy,  all  this  is  mighty 

odd: 
"  And  does  the  Pope  confess  ? "    "  Oh  yes,  to 

God." 
"  And  does  God  charge  the  Pope  ? "    "  Ko," 

quoth  the  Pii^ 
"  God  charges  nothing."     "  Oh,  then  Gk>d  is 

best; 
God  is  able  to  forgive,  and  always  willing ; 
To  Him  I  shfdl  confess,  and  save  my  smll- 
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4T8*  OOHFIDEIOE,  Ohiiiilan. 

I  know  not  if  the  dark  or  bright 

Shall  be  my  lot ; 
If  that  wherein  my  soul  delight 

Be  best  or  not. 

It  may  be  mine  to  drag  for  years 

Toil's  heavy  chain ; 
Or  day  and  night  my  meat  be  teara 

Oa  bed  of  pain« 

Dear  faces  may  surround  my  hearth 

With  smiles  and  glee ; 
Or  I  may  dwell  alone,  and  mirth 

Be  strange  to  me. 

Hy  bark  is  wafted  to  the  strand 

By  breath  divine. 
And  on  the  helm  there  rests  a  hand 

Other  than  mine. 

One  who  has  known  in  storms  to  sail 

I  have  on  board ; 
Above  the  raging  of  the  gale 

I  hear  my  Lord. 

He  holds  me  with  the  billow's  might — 

I  shall  not  fall ; 
If  sharp,  'tis  short ;  if  long,  'tis  light ; 

He  tempers  alL 

Safe  to  the  land — safe  to  the  land. 

The  end  is  tMs : 
And  then  with  Him  go  hand  in  hand 

Far  into  bliss. 

Dean  of  OanUrbv/ry. 

479.  OOHTIBIiHCB,  Oomfortiag. 

I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives ; 
What  comfort  this  sweet  sentence  ffives  I 
He  lives,  He  lives,  who  once  was  dead. 
He  lives,  my  ever-living  Head  I 

He  lives  triumphant  from  the  grave ; 
He  lives  etemi&ly  to  save ; 
He  lives  all  glorious  in  the  sky ; 
He  lives  exaKed  there  on  high. 

He  lives  to  bless  mo  with  His  love ; 
He  lives  to  plead  for  me  above ; 
He  lives  my  hun^^  soul  to  feed ; 
He  lives  to  help  m  time  of  need. 

He  lives  to  gnxA  me  rich  supply ; 
He  lives  to  guide  me  with  His  eye ; 


ooNSorBNCE. 

He  lives  to  comfort  me  when  faint ; 
He  lives  to  hear  my  soul's  complaint. 

He  lives  to  silence  all  my  fears; 
He  lives  to  stoop  and  wipe  my  tears ; 
He  lives  to  calm  my  troubled  heart ; 
He  lives  all  blesdngs  to  impart. 

He  lives,  my  kind,  wise,  heavenly  Friend; 
He  lives  and  loves  me  to  the  end ; 
He  lives,  and  whUe  He  lives  I'll  sin^, 
He  lives,  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  Kmg. 

He  lives,  and  grants  me  daily  breath ; 
He  lives,  and  I  shall  conquer  death ; 
He  lives  my  mansion  to  prepare  ; 
He  lives  to  bring  me  safely  there. 

He  lives,  all  glory  to  His  Name; 
He  lives,  my  Jesus,  still  the  same ; 
Oh,  the  sweet  joy  this  sentence  gives, 
I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives. 

4§0«  OOVBOIEHOB,  Aoooastlons  oil  * 

It  is  a  dang'rous  thing ; 
It  makes  a  man  a  coward  ;  a  man 
Cannot  steal  but  it  accuseth  him ;  a  man 
Cannot  swear,  but  it  checks  him. 
'Tis  a  blushing  shame-fac'd  spirit,  that 
Mutinies  in  a  man's  bosom ;  it  fills 
One  full  of  obstacles.    It  made  me  once 
Restore  a  purse  of  gold,  that  by  chance  I 
Found.    It  beggars  any  man  that  keeps  it. 
It  Ib  turned  out  of  towns  and  cities  for 
A  dang'rous  thing ;  and  every  man  that  means 
To  live  well,  endeavors  to  trust  himself. 
And  Uve  without  it.  Shakespeare. 

481.  00V80IEH0E,  Aagry. 
No ;  'tis  the  tale  which  angry  oonsdence  tella, 
When  she  with  more  than  tragic  horror  swells 
Each  circumstance  of  guilt ;  when  stem,  but 

true, 
She  brings  bad  actions  forth  into  review. 

And,  like  the  dread  handwriting  on  the  wall. 
Bids  late  remorse  awake  at  reason's  call ; 
Armed  at  all  points,  bids  scorpion  vengeance 

pass, 
And  to  the  mind  holds  up  reflection's  glass — 
The  mind,  which  starting,  heaves  the  heart- 
felt groan. 
And  hates  that  form  she  knows  to  be  her 
own.  CharleB  ChurehUL 

48d.  00V8GIBHGE,  OkmTiotiiui  oL 

There  is  no  power  in  holy  men, 
Nor  charms  in  prayer,  nor  purifying  form 
Of  penitence,  nor  outward  look,  nor  fast, 
Nor  agony,  nor,  greater  than  all  these,^ 
The  innate  tortures  of  that  deep  despair, 
Which  is  remorse  without  the  fear  of  heU, 
But  all  in  all  sufficient  to  itself. 
Would  make  a  hell  of  heaven — can  exorcise, 
i^om  out  the  unboundid  spirit,  the  quick 

sense 
Of  its  own  sins,  wrongs,  sufferance,  and  re- 
venge 
Uponitselt  Lord  Syren. 


ooxTSOXKircB:. 
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48S»  (XfSBOSEStJB,  Oomrt  oC 

For  though  the  judge,  Ooii8cieiioe»  makes  no 
show, 

But  dlesitlj  to  her  dark  session  comes, 
Not  as  red  law  does  to  arraignment  go. 

Or  war  to  execution,  with  loud  drams. 

Though  she  on  hills  sets  not  her  gibbets 
high, 
Where  frightful  Inw  sets  hen;  nor  bloody 
seems, 
like  war  in  colors  spread,  yet  secretly 
She  does  her  w(»k,  and  many  men  con- 
demns; 

Chokes  in  the  seed  what  law,  tQl  ripe,  ne^er 


"What  law  would  punJsh,  Conscieaoe  can 

prevent; 
And  so  the  world  from  many  mischiefB  frees ; 
Known  by  her  cures,  as  law  by  puidsh- 

ment  WilUam  Davmanti 

4S4U  OOISaiEVOE,  Dwtrajiiig. 

Nature  has  placed  thee  on  a  changeful 

tide, 
To  breast  its  waves,  but  not  without  aguida ; 
Yet,  as  the  needle  will  f  oiget  its  aim, 
Jaired  by  the  fury  of  the  Metric  flame, 
As  ths  true  current  it  will  falsely  feel 
Waiped  from  its  axis  by  a  freight  of  steel ; 
Bo  will  thy  consoibngb  lose  its  balanced 

troth, 
If  passion^s  lightning  fall  upon  thy  youth; 
So  the  pure  effluence  quit  its  sacred  hold. 
Qaxt  round  too  deeply  with  magnetic  gold. 

€k>  to  yon  tower,  Vhere  busy  sdenoe  plies 
Her  vast  antemus,  feeling  through  the  skies ; 
Tbat  little  Temier  on  whose  slender  lines 
The  midiiiffbt  tidier  trembles  as  it  shines, 
A  silent  index,  tracks  the  planets'  march 
In  all  their  wanderings  through  the  ethereal 

arch, 
Tdls  through  the  mist  where  dazzled  Miercury 

bums, 
And  marks  the  spot  where  Uranus  returns. 

So,  till  by  wrong  or  negligence  effaced. 
The  living  index  which  thy  Maker  traced 
Repeats  the  line  each  starry  virtue  draws 
Through  the  wide  circuit  of  creation's  laws ; 
Still  tracks  unchanged  the  everlasting  ray 
Where  the  dark  shadows  of  temptation  stray ; 
But,  once  defaced,  forgets  the  orbs  of  light. 
And  leaves  thee  wanderingo'er  the  expanse 
'  ot  night        (HwerWendeU  Holmes. 

485.  OOVBGIEiaE;  Diaiy  ot 

0  treacherous  conscience  1  whOe  she  seems  to 

sleep 
On  rose  and  myrtle,  lulled  witli  syren  song  I 
While  she  seems»  nodding  o'er  her  charge,  to 

drop 
On  headlong  appetite  the  slackened  rein, 
And  give  us  up  to  license,  unrecalFd, 
Unmarked; — see,  from  behind   her  secret 

stand. 


The  sly  informer  minutes,  every  fault. 
And  her  dread  diary  with  horror  fills. 
Not  the  gross  act  alone  employs  her  pen  : 
She  reconnoitres  fancy's  airy  band, 
A  watchful  foe  1  The  formidable  spy. 
Listening,    o'erhears   the  whispers  of    our 

camp, 
Our  dawning  purposes  of  heart  explores. 
And  steals  our  embryos  of  iniquity. 
As  all-rapadous  usurers  conc^ 
Their  doomsday  book   from  all-consuming 

heirs; 
Thus,  with  indulgence  most  severe,  she  treats 
Us  spendthrifts  of  inestimable  time ; 
Unnoted,  notes  each  moment  misapplied ; 
In  leaves  more  durable  than  leaves  of  brass 
Writes  our  whole  history;  which  death  shall 

read 
In  every  pale  delinquent's  private  ear ; 
And  juagment  publish— publish  to  more 

worlds 
Than  this — and  endless  age  in  groans  re- 
sound. SdtoarJLTimng. 

4IM*  00I80ISV0B,  Judgmsst  o£ 

Sceptic,  whoe'er  thou  art,  tell,  if  thou  knowest, 
Why  every  nation,  every  clime,  though  all 
Li  laws,  in  rights,  in  manners  disagree. 
With  one  consent  expect  another  world 
Where  wickedness  shall  weep  ?    Why  in  each 

breast 
Is  placed  a  friendly  monitor,  that  prompts. 
Informs,  directs,  encourages,  forbids? 
Tell,  why  on  unknown  e^  grief  attends, 
Or  joy  on  secret  good?    Why  Conscience 

acts 
With  tenfold  force,  when  sickness,  age,  or 

pain 
Stands  tottering  on  the  precipice  of  death  ? 
Or  why  such  horrors  gnaw  the  guilty  soul 
Of  dying  sinners,  while  the  ^ood  man  sleeps 
Peaceful  and  cslm,  and  with  a  smile  ex- 
pires ?  Eobert  Glynn, 

487*  CN)BBOIEHOE,  Power  ot 

CJonsdence,  what  art  thou  ?  thou  tremendous 

power  I 
Who  dost  inhabit  us  without  our  leave ; 
And  art  within  ourselves  another  self, 
A  master-self,  that  loves  to  domineer. 
And  treat  the  monarch  frankly  as  the  slave  : 
How  dost  thou  light  a  torch  to  distant  deeds  ? 
Make   the   x>ast,  present,    and   the   future 

frown? 
How,  ever  and  anon,  awake  the  soul. 
As  with  a  peal  of  thunder,  to  strange  hor- 
rors, 
In  this  long,  restless  dream,  which  idiots  hug. 
Nay,  wise  men  flatter  with  the  name  of  life! 

E,  Toung. 
4§8«  OOIBOIBVOE,  Bonotie  ot 

The  mind  that  broods  o'er  g^ty  woes 

1a  like  the  scorpion  girt  by  fire 
In  drde  narrowmg  as  it  glows. 
The  flames  around  their  captive  dose, 
Till  inly  search'd  by  thousand  throes, 
And  maddening  m  her  ire. 
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One  and  sole  relief  she  knows : 
The  sting  she  nonrish'd  for  her  foes, 
Whoso  yenom  never  yet  was  vain, 
Gives  but  one  pang,  and  cures  all  pain, 
And  darts  into  her  desperate  brain. 

80  do  the  dark  in  soul  expire, 
Or  live  like  scorpion  girt  with  fire ; 
80  writhes  the  nund  remorse  has  riven. 
Unfit  for  earth,  imdoom'd  for  Heaven. 
Darkness  above,  despair  beneath. 
Around  it  flmne,  witoin  it  death. 

Lord  DyrcTk 

490.  OOIBOnarOE,  Btiags  «£ 

How  awfnl  is  that  hour,  when  conscience 

stings 
The  hoary  wretdi  who  on  his  death-bed 

hears. 
Deep  in  his  soul,  the  thundering  voice  that 

rings. 
In  one  dark,  damning  moment,  crimes  of 

years, 
And  screaming  like  a  vulture  in  his  ears. 
Tells,  one  by  one,  his  thoughts  and  deeds  of 

shame; 
How  wild  the  fury  of  his  soul  careers  I 
His  swart  eye  flashes  with  intenaest  flame, 
And  like  the  torturers  rack  the  wrestllnff  of 

his  frame.  J,  (?.  BsrekaL 

4M«  OOHBOIEHO^  Wtniagi  o£ 

But  conscience,  ip  some  awful,  silent  hour. 
When  captivating  lusts  have  lost  their  power, 
Periiaps  when   sickness,  or    some    fearful 

dream. 
Reminds  him  of  religion,  hated  theme  I 
Starts  firom  the  down  on  which  she  lately 

slept. 
And  tells  of  laws  despised,  at  least  not  kept ; 
Shows  with  a  pointing  fin^,  but  no  noise, 
A  pale  procession  of  past  sinful  joys. 
All  witnesses  of  blessmgs  foully  scorned. 
And  life  abused,  are  not  to  be  suborned. 

491.  OOHSEORATIOH,  Oall  to. 

When  shall  Thy  love  constrain, 
And  force  me  to  Thy  breast  ? 
When  shall  my  soul  return  again 
To  her  etemal  rest  9 

Aht  what  avails  my  strife. 
My  wandering  to  and  fro  f 
Thou  hast  the  words  of  endless  life : 
Ah  I  whither  should  I  go  ? 

Thy  condescending  graoe 
To  me  did  freely  move : 
It  calls  me  still  to  seek  Thy  face, 
And  stoops  to  ask  my  love. 

Lord,  at  thy  feet  I  faU; 
I  groan  to  be  set  free : 
I  fain  would  now  obey  the  call. 
And  give  up  all  for  Thee. 

To  rescue  me  from  woe 
Thou  didst  with  all  things  part ; 
Didst  lead  a  suffering  life  below, 
To  gain  my  wortmess  heart 


My  worthless  heart  to  gain, 
The  God  of  all  that  breathe 
Was  found  in  fashion  as  a  man. 
And  died  a  cursM  death. 

Charles  Wesley, 

4M»  OOHSEOSATIOir,  Oovaaut  o£ 

My  whole  though  broken  heart,  O  Lord ! 

From  henceforth  shall  be  Thine ; 
And  here  I  do  my  vow  record,^ — 

This  hand,  these  words,  are  mine ; 
All  that  I  have,  without  reserve, 

I  offer  here  to  Thee : 
Thy  will  and  honor  all  shall  serve 

That  Thou  bestow*dst  on  me. 

AH  that  exceptions  save  I  lose ; 

All  that  I  lose  I  save : 
The  treasures  of  Thy  love  I  choose, 

And  Thou  art  all  I  crave. 
My  God,  Thou  hast  my  heart  and  hand ; 

I  idl  to  Thee  resign : 
Fll  ever  to  this  covenant  stand. 

Though  flesh  hereat  repine. 

I  know  that  Thou  wast  willing  first, 

And  then  drew  my  consent : 
Having  thus  loved  me  at  the  worst. 

Thou  wilt  not  now  repent 
Now  I  have  quit  all  self-pretence, 

Take  charse  of  what^s  Thine  own : 
My  life,  my  health,  and  my  defence. 

Now  lie  on  Thee  alone. 

Biehard  JBOcBter, 

493.  OOIHEG&ATIOH,  Entin. 

Vilest  of  the  sinful  race, 

Lol  I  answer  to  Thy  call: 
Meanest  vessel  of  Thy  graoe, 

Grace  divinely  free  for  all ; 
Lo  I  I  come  to  do  Thy  will. 
All  Thy  counsel  to  folfiL 

If  so  poor  a  worm  as  I 

May  to  Thy  great  glory  live. 
All  my  actions  sanctify. 

All  my  words  and  thoughts  receive ; 
Claim  me  for  Thy  service,  daim 
All  I  have,  and  all  I  am. 

Take  my  soul  and  body's  powers ; 

Take  my  memory,  mind,  and  will ; 
All  my  ffoods,  and  all  my  hours ; 

All  I  know,  and  aU  I  feel ; 
All  I  think,  or  speak,  or  do ; 
Take  my  heart,  but  make  it  new. 

Now,  O  God,  Thine  own  I  am ; 

Now  I  give  Thee  back  Thine  own ; 
Freedom,  friends,  find  health,  and  fanie^ 

Consecrate  to  Thee  alone : 
Thine  I  live,  thrice  happv  1 1 
Happier  still  if  Thine  Xoie. 

Charles  Wesleif, 

4M*  OOHSBOSATIOV,  Qflbiag. 

Come,  bring  thy  gift    If  bleesingB  were  as 

slow 
Afl  men^s  returns,  what  would  become  of 

fooUt 
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What  hast  tbou  there?  a  hearit  bat  is  it 

pure? 
Seoich  well  and  see ;  for  hearts  have  many 

holesL 
Yet  one  pore  heart  is  nothing  to  bestow : 
In  Christ  two  natores  met  to  be  thy  cnrOi 

Bat  all  I  fear  is  lest  thy  heart  displease, 
As  neither  good,  nor  one :  so  soft  diyisians 
Thy  loBts  haye  made,  and  not  thy  lasts  alone ; 
Thy  paanons  also  have  their  set  partitions. 
Hiese  parcel  out  thy  heart:  recoyer  these. 
And  thoa  may'st  offer  many  gifts  in  one. 


Here  is  a  balsam,  or  Indeed  a  blood 
Dropping  from  heaven,  which  doth  both 

cleanse  and  dose 
All  sorts  of  wonnds ;  of  sach  strange  f  oroe 

it  is. 
Seek  out  this  All-heal,  and  seek  no  repose 
Until  thon  find;  and  nse  it  to  thy  good: 
Then  bring  thy  gift ;  and  let  tiiy  hymn  be 
this: 

Since  my  sadness 
Into  gladness 
Lord,  Thoa  dost  oonyert, 
O  accept 

What  Thoa  hast  k^ 
As  Thy  dne  desert 

Had  I  many. 

Had  I  any, 
(For  this  heart  is  none^) 

All  were  Thine^ 
Sorely  Thine  alone. 

Yet  Thy  favor 

May  give  savor 
To  tbis  poor  oblatioin ; 

And  it  raise 

To  be  Thy  piaise. 
And  be  my  salvation. 

Oeorge  Mtriert. 

4M«  OOISEGBATIOVi  "BmiguL 

I  place  an  offering  at  Thy  shrine^ 
From  taint  ana  blemish  dear. 

Simple  and  pore  in  its  design. 
Of  all  that  I  hold  dear. 

I  yidd  Thee  bade  Thy  gifts  again, 
Thy  gifts  whidi  most  I  prize; 

Desiroas  only  to  retain 
The  notice  of  Thine  eyes. 

Bat  if  by  Thine  adored  decree 

That  blessing  be  denied, 
Be8u;ned,  and  anrdactan^  see 

U^  every  wish  sabside. 

Thy  will  in  all  things  I  approve^ 

Exalted  or  cast  down ; 
Thy  will  in  every  state  I  love, 
And  even  in  Thy  frown. 
Jiadame  Cfuyan,  tr»  hy  T.  0,  Upha9fK 

4M.  OCHraEORATIOVi  BttL 

Lord,  in  the  strength  of 
W^tkgl&dL  heart  and 


OOlSr&OTAAmON. 

Mysdf  ,  my  residne  of  days, 
1  consecrate  to  Thee. 


119 


Thy  ransom'd  .servant,  I 

Restore  to  Thee  Thine  own ; 
And  from  this  moment  Uve  or  die, 
To  serve  my  Qod  alone. 

OkarlM  Wed&y. 
4lWm  OQVBZESBIOYi  Ttnibt 

Thoa  mast  be  tiae  thysdf, 
If  thoa  the  tratfa  woaldst  teadi ; 

Thy  soal  most  overflow,  if  thoa 
Another^s  soal  woaldst  readL 

It  needs  the  overflow  of  heart 
To  give  the  lips  full  speedL 

Think  truly,  and  thy  thooghts 
Shall  the  world^s  famine  feed ; 

Speak  truly,  and  each  word  of  thine 
Shall  be  a  fraitfol  seed ; 

live  traly,  and  thy  life  shall  be 
A  great  and  noble  creed. 

«M.  ODIBOLATIOV,  Ohilitiaa. 

Soon  and  forever  I 

Sadi  promise  oar  trust 
Thoagh  ashes  to  ashes 

And  dost  anto  dast ; 
Soon — and  forever 

Oar  union  diall  be 
Made  perfect,  oar  glorious 

Redeemer,  in  Thee. 
When  the  sins  and  the  sorrows 

Of  time  shall  be  o'er ; 
Its  pangs  and  its  partings 

Kememberedno  more; 
When  life  cannot  fail, 

And  when  death  cannot  sever. 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be 

Soon— and  forever. 

Soon — and  forever 

Tlie  breaking  of  dav 
Shall  drive  all  the  dark  douds 

Of  sorrow  away. 
Soon — and  forever 

We'll  see  as  we're  seen. 
And  learn  the  deep  meaning 

Of  things  that  have  been. 
When  fightings  without  us, 

And  fears  fix>m  within, 
ShaU  weary  no  more 

In  the  war&re  of  sin. 
Where  tears,  and  where  fears. 

And  where  death  shall 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be 

Soon — and  forever. 

Soon — and  forever 

The  work  shall  be  done. 
The  warfare  accomplished, 

The  victory  won. 
Soon — and  forever 

The  soldier  lay  down 
His  sword  for  a  harp, 

And  his  cross  for  his  crofm. 
Then  droop  not  in  sorrow, 

Despond  not  in  fear. 
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I  A  fflorions  to-morrow 

&  brightening  and  near ; 
When, — ^blessed  reward 

Of  each  f aithfal  endeavor. 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be 
Soon — and  forever 

J.  S.  R  MonBeCL 

4M.  OOiroOLATIOH,  Ohrlst'i. 

In  the  floods  of  tribulation, 

While  the  billows  o'er  me  roll, 
Jesus  whispers  consolation, 

And  supports  my  sinking  soul : 
Thus  "  the  lion  yields  me  honey ; 

Trom  the  eater  food  is  given :" 
Strengthened  thus,  I  still  press  forward, 

Singing,  on  my  way  to  heaven — 
Sweet  auction  I  sweet  affliction  I 

That  brings  Jesus  to  my  soul  1 

^IGd  the  gloom,  the  vivid  lightnings 

With  increased  brightness  play ; 
'Kid  the  thorn-brake,  beauteous  flowsrets 

Look  more  beautiful  and  gay ; 
So,  in  darkest  dispensations, 

Doth  my  faithf liil  Lord  appeari 
With  His  richest  consolations. 

To  reanimate  and  cheer. 
Sweet  affliction !  sweet  affliction  I 
.    Thus  to  bring  my  Saviour  near ! 

BMree, 

§Wk  00I80LATI0V»  Oompesmioiy. 

So,  Christian !  though  gloomy  and  sad  be 
thy  days, 
And  the  tempest  of  sorrow  encompass  thee 
black; 

Hiougfa  no  sunshine  of  promise  or   hope 
sheds  its  rays 
To  illumine  and  cheer  thy  life's  desolate 
track; 

Though  thy  soul  writhes  in  anguish,  and  bit- 
ter tears  flow 
O'er  the  wreck  of  fond  joys  from  thy  bleed- 
ing heart  riven. 

Check  thy  murmuring  sorrows;  thou  lorn  onfl^ 
and  know 
That  the  chastened  on  earth  are  the  purest 
for  heaven : 

And  remember,  though  gloomy  the  present 
maybe, 

That  **  the  Master  is  coming,"  and  coming  to 
thee.  &  D.  BsUenm. 

Ml.  OOHBOLATIOi;  Hynrn  oft 

As't  pleases  Gk>d,  so  it  pleases  me; 

Kor  am  I  led  astray — 
Though  heavy  clouds  are  o'er  my  way. 
And  biting  smoke  confound  my  eyes, ' 

And  all's  obscure-^ 

Tet  I  am  sure 
That  God  doth  clearly  see  it ; 

As  He  may  send. 

So  must  it  end ; 
If  t  must  be— then,  so  be  it ! 

As't  pleases  God,  I  am  content, 
X  care  not  for  the  rest  I 


What's  not  to  be—why,  let  it  go— 

Th'  obedient  heart  is  blest 

Although  my  mind 

Be  scarce  resigned. 
His  mce  will  grant  assistance, 

I  firmly  trust — 

What  must  be,  must — 
Gainst  €k>d  there's  no  resistance  I 

As't  j^eases  €k>d,  so  let  it  pass; 

The  birds  may  take  my  sorrow ; 
If  Fortune  shuns  my  house  to-day, 
rU  wait  until  to-morrow  t 

The  eoods  I  have 

I  stilf  may  save, 
Or  if  some  pfu:t  forsake  me. 

Thank  God,  who's  just  I 
.    What  must  be,  must ; 
Good  luck  may  still  o'ertake  me ! 

As't  pleases  Gk>d,  so  I  accept, 

For  patience  oxily  pray ; 
'^  He  alone,  whose  arm  can  help, 

Can  reach  me,  tiiough  I  lay 

In  anguish  sore, 

At  death's  dark  door; 
Tliere's  rescue  for  the  sinner ; 

\  am  but  dust ; 

What  must  be,  must ; 
So  be  it!  Still  Tm  wumer. 

Jean  FridAriA. 
M9.  OOIBOLATXOH,  Tia»*B. 

And  when  Time  sweet  opiates  flings 
From  his  swift,  invisible  wings. 
Bearing  from  the  heart  away 
Some  uight  anguish  day  by  day ; 
Grief,  tluough  Memory's  medium  scanned. 

Mellow,  sweet,  and  soft  appears ; 
Though  no  smile  the  Past  demand, 

Still  it  does  not  ask  for  tears. 

And  when  better  still  than  this, 

Comes  Religion's  soothing  kiss, 

Breathing  on  the  wound^  heart 

Balm  no  other  can  impart^ 

Grief  thenceforth  is  grief  no  more ; 
All  its  power  on  earth  shall  cease^ 

But  shall  give,  when  life  is  o'er, 
Birth  to  deathless  joy  and  peace. 

J.  H.  CUneh. 

M8.  00H80LAXI0H,  Trae. 

One  adequate  support 
For  the  calamities  of  mortal  life 
Exists,  one  only ; — an  assured  belief 
That  the  procession  of  our  fate,  howe'er 
Sad  or  disturbed,  is  ordered  by  a  Beixig 
Of  infinite  benevolence  and  power, 
Whose  everlasting  purposes  embrace 
All  accidents,  converting  them  to  good. 

The  darts  of  anguish  nz  not,  where  the  seat 
Of  suffering  hath  been  thoroughly  fortified 
By  acquiescence  in  the  will  supreme. 
For  time  and  for  eternity ; — ^by  faith. 
Faith  absolute  in  God,  including  hope, 
And  the  defence  that  lies  in  boundless  love 
Of  His  perfections;  with  habitual  dread 
Of  aup^t  unworthily  conceived,  cndur«d 
Impatiently,  ill-done,  or  left  tmdone, 
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To  the  dishonor  of  His  holy  name. 
Soul  of  onr  souls,  and  Safcgnard  of  Ihe  woiid, 
Bustain — ^Thou  only  canst — ^the  sick  of  heart ; 
Restore  their  languid  spirits,  and  recall 
Their  lost  afEecHons  onto  Thee  and  Thine! 

Gome  Labor,  when  the  wom-oni  frame 
reqidrea 
Perpetnal  sabbath  :  come  disease,  and  want. 
Ana  sad  exclusion  through  decay  of  sense : 
But  leave  me  unabated  trust  in  Thee, 
And  let  Thy  f aror  to  the  end  of  life 
Inspire  me  with  ability  to  seek 
Repose  and  hope  among  eternal  things, — 
Father  of  heaven  and  earth  I  and  I  am  rich, 
And  will  possess  my  portion  in  content ! 
And  what  are   thmgs   eternal  ff    Powers 
depart, 
Possessions  vanish,  and  opinions  change. 
And  passions  hold  a  fluctuating  seat : 
But,  by  the  storms  of  drcnmstimce  unshaken, 
And  subject  neither  to  edipse  nor  wane, 
Duty  exista — immutably  surnres  t 
What  more  that  may  not  perish  f  Thou,  dread 

Source, 
Prime,  self -existing  cause  and  end  of  all. 
That,  in  the  scale  of  being  fill  their  place, 
Above  our  human  region  or  below, 
Set  and  sustained;  Thou,  who  didst  wrap  the 

doad 
Of  infancy  around  us,  that  Thyself, 
Therein,  with  our  simplicity  a  while 
IDght'st  hold,  on  earth,  communion  undis- 
turbed— 
Who  from  the  anarchy  of  dreaming  sleep, 
(hr  from  its  death-like  void,  with  punctual 

care. 
And  touch  as  gentle  as  the  morning  light, 
Restor'st  ns,  daily,  to  the  powers  of  sense. 
And  reason's  stead&st  rule — ^Thou,  Thou  alone 
Art  everlasting  I  WUUam  WortUworth, 

M4.  OQHBTAIOT,  Friendly. 

In  bower  and  garden  rich  and  rare 

There^s  many  a  cherished  flower. 
Whose  beauty  fades,  whose  fragrance  flits 

Within  the  flitting  hour. 
Not  so  the  simple  forest  leaf. 

Unprized,  unnoticed,  lying — 
The  same  through  all  its  littiTe  lif^^* 

It  dianges  but  in  dying. 
Be  such,  and  only  sudi,  my  friends ; 

Once  mine  and  mine  forever ; 
And  here's  a  hand  to  dasp  in  theirs,* 

That  flhall  desert  them  never. 
And  thou  be  such,  my  gentle  love, 

Time,  chance,  the  world  defying ; 
And  tflJce,  'tis  all  I  have,  a  heart 

That  dianges  but  in  dyii^. 

&.  W,  Doom. 

M5.  OOHBTAIGT,  Tirtaoai. 

Who  is  the  honest  man  ? 
He  that  doth  still  and  strongly  good  pursue. 
To  Qod,  his  ndghbor,  andhimse&  most  true  : 

Whom  nd&er  force  nor  fawning  can 
Unpin,  or  wrench  from  giving  all  their  due. 


Whose  honesty  is  not 
So  loose  or  easy,  that  a  ruffling  wind 
Can  blow  away,  or  glittering  Took  it  blind : 

Who  rides  his  sure  and  even  trot, 
While  the  world  now  rides  by,  now  lags 

behind. 

Who^  when  great  taials  come, 
N<Mr  seek,  nor  shuns  them,  but  doth  calmly  stay. 
Till  he  the  thing  and  the  example  weigh :     . 

All  being  brought  into  a  sum. 
What  place  or  person  calls  for,  he  doth  pay. 

Whom  none  can  work  or  woo. 
To  use  in  anything  a  tridc  or  ddght ; 
For  above  all  this^  he  abhors  decdt : 

His  words  and  works  and  facthion  too 
All  of  a  piece,  and  idl  are  dear  and  straight 

Who  never  mdts  or  thaws 
At  dose  temptations :  when  the  day  is  done. 
His  goodness  sets  not,  but  in  dark  can  run : 

The  sun  to  others  writeth  laws. 
And  is  their  virtue ;  virtue  is  his  sun. 

Who  when  he  is  to  treat 
With  sick  folks,  women,  those  whom  passions 

sway. 
Allows  for  that,  and  keeps  his  constant  way ; 

Whom  others*  faults  do  not  defeat ; 
But  though  man  foil  him,  yet  his  part  doth 

play- 

Whom  nothinff  can  niocure. 
When  the  wide  world  runs  oias,  from  hift  will 
To  writhe  his  limbs,  and  share,  not  mend,  the 
ilL 
This  is  the  marksman,  safe  and  sure, 
Who  still  is  right,  and  prays  to  be  so  stilL 

George  Herbert, 

Mil.  OOITEXFLATIOV,  Elfrating. 

How  great  (while  yet  we  tread  the  kindred 

dod. 
And  every  moment  fear  to  sink  beneath 
The  dod  we  tread,  soon  trodden  by  our  sons). 
How  great,  in  the  wild  whirl  of  time's  pur- 
suits. 
To  stop  and  pause ;  involved  in  high  presage. 
Through  the  long  vista  of  a  thousand  years, 
To  stand  contemplating  our  distant  selves,    . 
As  in  a  magnifying  minor  seen. 
Enlarged,  ennobl^  devate,  divine  I 
To  prophesy  our  own  futurities  1 
To  gaze  in  thought  on  what  all  thought 

transcends  I 
To  talk,  with  fellow  candidates,  of  joys 
As  far  beyond  conception  as  desert, 
Oursdves  the  astoniwed  talkers  and  the  tale  I 

EdAOcvrd  Young, 

M7«  OOITBIIFLATIOH,  Totaxy  ofi 

He  sat  within  a  silent  cave,  apart 

From  men,  upon  a  chair  of  diamond  stone ; 

Words  he  had  not,  companions  he  had  none, 
But  steadfastly  pursued  his  thoughtful  art ; 
And  as  he  mused  he  pulled  a  slender  string 

Which  evermore  within  his  hand  he  held ; 

And  the  dim  curtain  rose  which  had  con- 
cealed 
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His  thoughts,  the  city  of  the  immortal  King : 
There,  pictured  in  its  solemn  pomp,  it  lay, 
A  glorious  country  stretching  round  about, 
And  through  its  golden  gates  passed  in  and  out 
Men  of  all  nations,  on  their  heavenly  way. 
On  this  he  mused,  and  mused  the  whole  day 

long. 
Feeding  his  feeble  faith  till  it  grew  strong. 

Oeorge  OroUy. 

M§«  OOHTBHTJCER,  Ooaliait  c£ 

Ten  poor  men  sleep  in  peace  on  one  straw 

heap,  as  Saadi  sings. 
But  the  immensest  empire  is  too  narrow  for 

twokinin.    *  OrimUdL 


M9«  OOHTEHTMEITf  OnHbatiaif. 

If  we  cannot  have  aU  we  wish  upon  the  earth, 
Let  us  try  to  be  happy  with  less  if  we  can ; 

If  wealth  be  not  always  the  gnenlon  of  worth. 
Worth,  sooner  than  weallh,  makes  the  hap- 
pier man. 

Is  it  wise  to  be  anxious  for  pleaauree  afar — 
And  the  pleasures  around  us  to  slight  or 
decry? 
Asking  Night  for  the  sun, — asking  Day  for 
the  start 
Let  us  conquer  such  faults,  or  at  least  1st 
us  try. 

If  the  soil  of  a  garden  be  worthy  our  care. 
Its  culture  delightful,  though  ever  so  small ; 

Oh  then  let  the  heart  the  same  diliffenoe  share. 
And  the  flowers  of  affection  wiU  riral  them 
alL 

There  ne^er  was  ddusioii  more  constantly 
shown. 
Than  that  veaUh  every  charm  of  existence 
can  buy; 
As  lonff  as  love,  friendship,  and  truth  are 
ufe*8  own. 
All  hearts  may  be  happy,  if  aU  hearts  tPtU 
try!  OharUi  Swrin. 

nOii  OQHTBmBIT  ChUasd. 

Hy   conscience    is    my   crown,    contented 

thoughts  my  rest, 
My  heart  is  nappy  in  itself  my  bliss  is  in  my 

breast 
Enough  I  reckon  wealth :  a  mean  the  surest 

lot. 
That  lies  too  high  for  base  contempt,  too  low 

for  enyy^s  shot 
My  wishes  are  but  few,  all  easy  to  fulfil, 
I  make  the  limits  of  my  power  the  bonds 

unto  my  wilL 
I  have  no  hopes  but  one,  which  is  of  hear- 

enly  reign; 
Effects  attained,  or  not  desired,  all  lower 

hopes  refraiii* 
I  fed  no  care  of  coin,  well*doing  is  my 

wealth. 
My  mind  to  me  an  empire  is,  while  grace  af- 

foordath  health.      Mobert  SoutkwdL 


ntm  OOWTEWSWEST,  Qfowtk  oL 

O  years  gone  down  into  the  past ; 

What  pleasant  memories  come  to  me 
Of  your  untroubled  days  of  peace, 

And  hours  of  almost  ecstasy  I 

Yet  would  I  have  no  moon  stand  still. 
Where  lifers  most  pleasant  valleys  Ue ; 

Nor  wheel  the  planet  of  the  day 
Back  on  his  pathway  through  Hbe  sky. 

For  though,  when  youthful  pleasures  died, 
Mj  youth  itself  went  with  them,  too ; 

To-day,  aye !  even  this  very  hour. 
Is  the  DGst  hour  I  ever  loiew. 

Not  that  my  Father  gives  to  me 
More  blessings  thim  in  days  gone  by, 

Dropping  in  my  uplifted  hands 
All  things  for  which  I  blindly  cry ; 

But  that  His  plans  and  purposes 
Have  grown  to  me  less  stnmge  and  dim; 

And  where  I  cannot  undmtand, 
I  trust  the  iBsues  unto 


And  spite  of  many  broken  dreams, 
This  have  I  truly  learned  to  say — 

Prayers  which  I  thought  unanswered  once 
Were  answered  in  Qod^s  own  best  way. 

And  though  some  hopes  I  cherished  once, 
Perishea  untimely  m  their  birth. 

Yet  have  I  been  beloved  and  blest 
Beyond  the  measure  of  my  worth. 

Phaibe  Carey, 

519.  OOHTEHTMEST,  ProiliMiion  «£ 

I  weigh  not  f ortune^s  frown  or  smile ; 

I  Joy  not  much  in  earthly  joys ; 
I  seek  not  state,  I  seek  not  style ; 

I  am  not  fond  of  fancy^s  toys ; 
I  rest  so  pleased  with  what  I  have, 
I  wish  no  more,  no  more  I  crave. 

I  ouake  not  at  the  thunder's  crack ; 

I  tremble  not  M  noise  of  war ; 
I  swound  not  at  the  news  of  wrack ; 

I  shrink  not  at  a  blazing  star; 
I  fear  not  loss,  I  hope  not  gain, 
I  envy  none,  I  none  disdain. 

I  see  ambition  never  pleased ; 

I  see  some  Tantals  starved  in  store ; 
I  see  gold's  dropsy  seldom  eased ; 

I  see  e'en  ItfidiEis  gape  for  more : 
I  neither  want,  nor  yet  abound — 
Enough's  a  feast,  content  is  crowned* 

I  feign  not  friendship,  where  I  hate ; 

I  fawn  not  on  the  great  in  show ; 
I  prize,  I  praise  a  mean  estate — 

Neither  too  lofty  nor  too  low: 
This,  this  is  all  my  choice,  my  cheer — 
A  mind  content,  a  conscience  dear. 

Joshua  Sylvester. 

nZ.  OOITSHTMSHT,  VoUlity  ct 

Even  I— -but  I  can  laugh  and  mng, 
Though  f  etter'd  and  confined, — 
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My  mind  I  may  to  f  ortane  bring, 
Not  f  ortone  to  my  mind. 

How  seldom  is  our  good  enjoy'd. 

Our  iU  how  hardly  borne, 
When  all  oar  teicieB  are  employ'd^ 

To  kick  against  the  thorn  I 

Bat,  aniey  oonelTea  aright  to  see 
iVae  wisdom  well  may  bear  : 

ms  nobly  great  to  dare  to  be 
No  groEiter  than  we  are. 

Samud  WuHey^Jr. 

614.  OMTEBnCEHT,  VstotL 

Whatever  the  passion,  knowledge,  fame,  or 

pelf, 
Not  one  will  change  his  neighbor  with  him- 
self. 
The  learned  is  hi^py  natare  to  explore, 
The  fool  is  happy  that  he  knows  no  more; 
The  rich  is  happy  in  the  plenty  given, 
Tha  poor  contents  him  with  the  care  of 

Heaven. 
See  the  blind  beggar  dance,  the  cripple  sing, 
The  sot  a  hero,  lunatic  a  king, 
Tbs  starving  chemist  in  his  golden  views 
Supremely  bless'd,  the  poet  in  his  mose. 

Alexander  I\fpe, 

515.  OOBTEHTHEHT,  SioliM  oil 

In  vain  do  men 
The  heavens  of  their  fortunes*  fault  accuse, 
Sith  they  knew  best  what  is  the  best  of  them ; 
For  they  to  eadi  such  fortune  do  diffuse 
As  they  do  know  each  can  most  aptly  use. 
For  not  that  which  men  covet  most  is  best, 
Nor  that  thing  worst  whidi  men  do  most 
refuse; 
Bat  fittest  is,  that  all  contented  rest 
With  that  they  hold;  each  hath  his  fortune 
in  his  breast 

It  is  the  mind  that  maketh  good  or  ill. 

That  maketh  wretch  or  happy,  rich  or  poor ; 
For  some  that  hath  abundance  at  his  wul. 

Hath  not  enough;  but  wants  in  greater 
store; 

And.  other,  that  hath  little,  asks  for  more, 
But  in  that  Httle  is  both  rich  and  wise ; 

For  wisdom  is  most  riches:  fools  therefore 
Hiey  are  which  fortune  do  by  vows  devise, 
Sith  each  unto  himself  his  life  mav  fortunize. 

JEdmuna  Bpemer. 

5M.  OOVTBinOV,  latBi 

If,  gracious  Qod,  in  lifers  green,  ardent  year, 

A  thonsand  times  Thy  patient  love  I  tried ; 
With  reckless  heart,  with  consdenoe  hard 
and  sere. 

Thy  gifts  perverted  and  Thy  power  defied : 
*0  grant  me,  now  that  wintry  snows  appear 

Around  my  brow,  and  youth^s  bright  prom- 
ise hide — 
Grant  me  with  reverential  awe  to  hear 

Thy  holy  voice,  and  in  Thy  word  confide  I 
Blot  from  my  book  of  life  its  early  stain  I 

Since  days  misspent  will  never  more  retam, 


My  fature  paith  do  Thoa  in  mercy  trace; 

So  cause  my  sonl  with  pious  zeal  to  bum. 
That  all  the  trust  which  in  Thy  name  I  place 

Frail  as  I  am,  may  not  prove  wholly  vain. 

IHetroBimbo. 

M7«  (X>BTJULT1UA|  Pow«r  o£ 

All  powerful  is  the  penitential  sigh 
Of  true  contrition ;  like  the  placid  wreaths 
Of  incense,  wafted  from  the  righteous  shrine 
Where  Abel  ministered,  to  the  Ideat  seat 
Of  Mercy,  an  accepted  sacrifice. 
Humiliation's  conscious  plaint  ascends. 

SamudEayes. 

U8»  OUHTJtlTlOV,  Ynjm  is.' 

Wretched,  helpless,  and  distressed, 

Ahl  whither  shall  I  fly? 
Ever  panting  after  rest, 

I  cannot  find  it  nigh : 
Naked,  dck,  and  poor,  and  blind, 

Bound  in  sin  and  misery, 
Friend  of  sinners,  let  me  find 

My  help,  my  all  in  Thee  I 

In  the  wilderness  I  stray. 

My  foolish  heart  is  blind ; 
Nothing  do  I  know ;  the  way 

Of  peace  I  cannot  find; 
Jesus,  Lord,  restore  my  sight, 

T^e,  oh,  take  the  veil  away ; 
Turn  my  darkness  into  light, 

My  mid^ght  into  day. 

Naked  of  Thine  image.  Lord, 

Forsaken,  and  alone. 
Unrenewed  and  unrestored, 

I  have  not  Thee  put  on ; 
Over  me  Thy  mantle  spread. 

Send  Thy  likeness  from  a]x>Te ; 
Let  thv  goodness  be  displayed, 

And  wrap  me  in  Thy  love. 

Poor,  alast  Thou  knowesti  am, 

And  would  be  poorer  still ; 
See  my  nakedness  and  shame. 

Ana  all  my  vileness  feel ; 
No  good  thing  in  me  resides, 

Ail  my  soul  an  achinff  void, 
TOl  Thy  Spirit  there  abides, 

And  I  am  filled  with  Gtod. 

Jesns,  full  of  truth  and  grace, 

In  Thee  is  all  I  want ; 
Be  the  wanderer's  resting-place, 

A  cordial  to  the  faint ; 
Make  me  rich,  for  I  am  poor; 

In  Thee  may  I  Eden  find ; 
To  the  dying  health  restore, 

And  eyesight  to  the  blind  t 

Clothe  me  with  Thy  holiness, 

Thy  meek  humility ; 
Put  on  me  Thy  glorious  dress, 

Endue  my  soul  with  Thee ; 
Let  Hune  image  be  restored. 

Let  me  now  Thy  nature  prove ; 
With  Thy  fulness  fill  me.  Lord, 

And  perfect  me  in  love. 

CharleH  Wedey. 


124 


610«  OOMTKITlOVf  Betponii  tOi 

All  night  the  lonely  sappliant  pnjedi 
AU  night  his  earnest  crying  made; 
1111,  standing  by  his  side  at  mom, 
The  tempter  said,  in  bitter  sootn, 
'*  Oh  I  peace,  what  profit  do  you  gain 
From  empty  words  and  babblings  vain  t 
•  Come,  Lord— oh,  come  I '  you  cry  alway ; 
You  poor  your  heart  out  night  and  day| 
Yet  still  no  murmur  of  leplj — 
Ko  voice  that  answers,  *  Here  am  L^  ** 

Then  sank  that  stricken  heart  in  dast| 
That  word  had  withered  all  its  trust ; 
No  strength  retained  it  now  to  pray, 
For  faith  and  hope  had  fled  away ; 
And  ill  that  mourner  now  had  f^tred, 
Thus  by  the  Tempter^s  art  ensnared, 
But  that  at  length  beside  his  bed 
His  sorrowing  angel  stood  and  said, 
'*  Doth  it  repent  thee  of  thy  lore, 
That  never  now  is  heard  at>ove 
Thy  prayer,  that  now  not  any  more 
It  knocks  at  heaven^s  gate  as  before  I  ^ 
"  I  am  cast  out,  I  find  no  place, 
Ko  hearing  at  the  throne  of  grace ; 
'Come,  Lord,  oh,  come  I '  I  err  alway ; 
Ipour  my  heart  out  night  ana  day, 
Yet  never  until  now  have  won 
The  answer,  '  Here  am  I,  my  son.'  '^ 

Oh,  dull  of  heart  t  enclosed  doth  lie 

In  each  ''Come,  Lord,"  a  "Here am  L*' 

Thy  love,  thy  longinfl  are  not  thine^ 

Reflections  of  a  love  divine. 

Thy  very  prayer  to  thee  was  given. 

Itself  a  messenger  from  heaven. 

Whom  Qod  rejects  they  are  not  so ; 

Strong  bands  are  round  them  in  their  woo ; 

Their  hearts  are  bound  with  bands  of  brass, 

That  sighs  or  crying  cannot  pass. 

All  treasures  did  the  Lord  impart 

To  Pharaoh,  s&ve  a  contrite  heart ; 

All  other  gifts  unto  His  foes 

He  freely  gives,  nor  grudging  knows ; 

But  lovers  sweet  smart  and  costly  pain 

A  treasure  for  His  friends  remain. 

Oriental,  tr,  hy  S.  C,  IVeiuL 

5M.  OOHTBrnOlTi  Tean  ot 
Drop,  drop,  slow  tears, 

Aiid  bathe  those  beauteous  feet 
Which  brought  from  heaven 

The  news  and  Prince  of  Peace ! 
Cease  not,  wet  eyes. 

His  mercies  to  entreat  I 
To  cry  for  vengeance 

Bin  doth  never  cease ; 
In  your  deep  floods 

Drown  all  my  faults  and  fears ; 
•  Nor  let  His  eye 

See  sin,  but  through  my  tears. 

P.  Fletcher. 
5dl«  OOHTBinOV,  Tme. 

My  sins,  my  sins,  my  Savioub  I 
They  take  such  hold  on  me, 

I  am  not  able  to  look  up. 
Save  only,  Chbist,  to  Thee ; 


In  Thee  is  all  f oigiveness, 

In  Thee  abundant  grace, 
My  shadow  and  my  sundiine 

The  brightness  of  Thj  face. 

My  sins,  my  sins,  my  Savtoub  ! 

How  sad  on  Thee  they  fall. 
Seen  through  thy  gentle  patience^ 

I  tenfold  feel  them  aU; 
I  know  they  are  forgiven ; 

But  still  their  pain  to  me 
Is  all  the  ^ef  and  anguish 

They  laid,  my  Lord,  on  Thee  I 

My  sins,  my  sins,  my  Savioub  I 

llieir  guilt  I  never  knew 
Till,  with  Thee  in  the  desert 

I  near  Thy  Passion  drew ; 
Till,  with  Thee,  in  the  garden 

I  heard  Thy  pleading  prayer, 
And  saw  the  sweat-drops  bloody, 

That  told  Thy  sorrow  there. 

Therefore  my  songs,  my  SivxouB, 

E'en  in  tins  time  of  woe. 
Shall  tell  of  all  Thy  goodness, 

To  suffiering  man  wlow ; 
Thy  goodness  and  Thy  &vor. 

Whose  presence  frcmi  above 
Rejoice  those  hearts,  my  Savioub, 

That  live  in  Tliee  and  love. 

John  8.  R  MdMsH 

M9»  00IVEB8AII0H,  Ghazm  ofi 

And  we  talked — oh,  how  we  talk'd !  her  voice 
so  cadenc'd  in  the  talking 

Made  another  singing  of  the  soul !  a  music 
without  ban — 

While  the  leafy  sounds  of  woodlands,  hum- 
ming round  where  we  were  walking. 

Brought  interposition  worthy,  sweet, — as  skies 
about  the  stars. 

And  she  spake  such  good  thoughts  natural, 

as  if  she  always  thought  them — 
And  had  sympathies  so  rapid,  open,  free  as 

bird  on  branch. 
Just  as  ready  to  fly  east  as  west,  which  ever 

way  bcsouglit  them, 
In  the  birchen-wood  a  chirrup,  or  a  cock-crow 

in  the  grange. 

In  her  utmost  rightness  there  is  truth — and 
often  she  speaks  lightly, 

Has  a  grace  in  bemg  gay,  which  even  mourn- 
ful souk  approve. 

For  the  root  of  some  grave,  earnest  thought 
is  under-struck  so  rightly, 

As  to  Justify  the  foliage  and  the  waving 
flowers  above. 

And  she  talked  on — tod  talked,  rather  I  iq>on 

all  tlinga — substance— shadow — 
Of  the  sheep  toBit  browsed  the  grasses — of  the 

reapers  in  the  com ; 
Of  the  little  children  from  the  schools,  seen 

winding  through  the  meadow. 
Of  the  poor  rich  world  beyond  them,  still 

kept  poorer  by  its  scorn. 
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So  of  men,  uid  so  of  letters-— books  are  men 

of  higher  stature, 
And  the  only  men  that  speak  aloud  for  fatnre 

times  to  hear ; 
80,  of  mankind  in  the  abstract,  which  grows 

slowly  into  natore, 
Yet  will  lift  the  ay  of  ''progress,"  as  it  trod 

from  sphere  to  n>here. 

EUtuibtth  BarreU  Browumff. 
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ftM.  OOHVEB8AII0H,  IhIm  ftr. 

In  thy  disooorse,  if  thon  desire  to  please ; 
All  snch   is   conrteoos,  nsefal,  new,  or 
wilty : 
Usefulness  comes  by  labor,  wit  by  ease ; 

Courtesy  grows  in  conrt ;  news  in  the  dtv. 
Get  a  good  stock  of  these,  then  draw  the  card; 
That  suits  him  best^  of  whom  thy  speech  is 
heard. 

Entice  all  neatly  to  what  thcj  know  best ; 

For  so  thou  dost  thyself  and  him  a  pleasure ; 
(But  a  proud  ignorance  will  lose  his  rest. 
Rather  than  show  his  cards;)  steal  ^m 
his  treasure 
What  to  ask  farther.    Doubts  well  raised  do 

lock 
The  speaker  to  thee,  and  preserre  thy  stock. 

If  thou  be  master-gunner,  spend  hot  all 
That  thou  canst  speak,  at  once ;  but  hus- 
band it. 
And  give  men  turns  of  speech;  do  not  fore- 
staU 
By  larishneM^  thine  own  and  others*  wit, 
As  if  thou  madest  thy  wilL    A  dyil  guest 
Will  no  more  talk  all  than  eat  all  the  feast 

Charge  Herbert, 

M4L  OaUVKBaiOH,  Oomiptifln  tfUr, 

When  first,  to  make  my  heart  His  own, 
The  Lord  revealed  His  mighty  grace, 

Self  reigned,  like  Dagon,  on  the  throne, 
But  could  not  long  maintain  its  place. 

It  fell,  and  owned  the  power  divine 
(Grace  can  with  ease  the  victory  gain) ; 

But  soon  this  wretched  heart  of  mine 
Contrived  to  set  it  up  again. 

Again  the  Lord  His  name  proclaimed. 
And  brought  the  hateful  idol  low ; 

Then  Self,  bke  Dagon,  broken,  maimed, 
Seemed  to  receive  a  mortal  blow. 

Tet  Self  is  not  of  life  bereft, 
Nor  ceases  to  oppose  His  will: 

Though  but  a  maimdd  stump  be  left, 
'Us  Dagon^'tis  an  idol  stilL 


Lord,  must  I  always  guilty  prove, 
And  idols  in  my  heart  havie  room  ? 

O  let  the  fire  of  heavenly  love 
The  very  stump  of  self  consume  I 

John  IfmeUnn 

535.  GOWEBSIOH,  Eftot  ot 

Creator  I  let  thy  Spirit  shine 
The  darkness  of  our  souls  within, 


And  lead  us  by  Thy  gnoe  divine 
From  the  forbidden  paths  of  sin ; 

And  may  that  voice  which  bade  the  earth 
From  chaos  and  the  realms  of  night, 

From  doubt  and  darkness  call  us  forth, 
To  Qod^s  own  libaiy  and  light  I 

Thus  made  partskers  of  Thy  love, 
The  baptism  of  the  Spirit  ours, 
Our  grateful  hearts  shsll  rise  above. 
Renewed  in  purposes  and  powers ; 
And  songs  of  joy  again  shall  ring 
.  Triumphant  through  the  arch  of  heaven. 
The  glonous  songs  which  angels  sing, 
Exulting  over  souls  forgiven ! 

W.  H.  Burleigh. 

ft M.  OOIVIEKSIQIf  Tigan  d, 

A  Lord  I  had; 
To  Km  I  brought  a  dish  of  fruit  one  day. 
And  in  the  middle  placed  my  heart    But 

He  (I  sigh  to  say) 
Look'd  on  a  servant,  who  did  know  His  eve 
Better  than  you  know  me,  or  (which  is  one) 
Than  I  mysdf .    The  servant  instantly, 
Quitting  the  fruit,  seized  on  my  heart  alone. 
And  throw  it  in  a  font,  wherein  did- fall 
A  streafQ  of  blood,  which  issued  from  the 

side 
Of  a  great  rock.    I  well  remember  all, 
And  nave  good  cause.    There  it  was  dipt 

andc^ed, 
And  wash'd,  and  wrung:  the  very  wringing 

yet 
Enforoeth  tears.     "Your  heart  was  foul,  I 

fear.** 
Indeed  *tis  true.    I  did  and  do  commit 
Many  a  fault  more  than  my  lease  will  bear ; 
Tet  still  ask'd  pardon,  and  was  not  denied. 

George  Herbert, 
597*  00WSB8I(niy  Gate  o£ 

I  stood  outside  the  gate, 

A  poor,  wayfaring  child ; 
Within  my  heart  there  beat 

A  tempest,  loud  and  wild. 
A  fear  oppressed  my  soul, 

That  I  might  be  too  late; 
And  oh  I  I  trembled  sore, 

And  prayed  outside  the  gate. 

••  Mercy  I "  I  loudly  cried : 

'*  Oh !  give  me  rest  from  sin  t '' 
••I  will,"  a  voice  replied: 

And  Mercy  let  me  in. 
She  bound  my  bleeding  wounds : 

She  soothed  my  aching  head ; 
She  eased  my  burdened  soul. 

And  bore  the  load  instead. 

In  Mercy^s  guise,  I  knew 

The  Saviour  long  abused ; 
Who  often  sought  my  heart. 

And  wept  when  I  refused. 
Oh  I  what  a  blest  return 

For  ignorance  and  sin  I 
/stood  outside  the  |^te. 

And  Jesus  let  me  m  I 

Joeephine  JhUard, 


126 


OOX  V  JSRSIOK". 


OO'N  VlCX'iOIT. 


ff 9§«  OOHVEBSIOaf  Veedea. 

I  need  a  cleansing  change  within : 
M J  life  must  once  again  beffin ; 
New  hope  I  need,  and  youth  renewed. 
And  more  than  human  fortitude ;       • 
Kew  faith,  new  loye,  and  strength  to  cast 
Away  the  fetters  of  the  past 

Mdrtley  OoUridge. 

9M«  OOHVEBT,  An  Ag«d. 

Faint^  and  worn,  and  aged. 
One  stands  knocking  at  tiie  gate ; 

Though  no  light  shines  in  the  casement^ 
Knockinfi^  tiiough  so  late. 

It  has  strudc  eleven 

In  the  courts  of  hearen. 
Yet  he  still  doth  knock  and  wait 

• 

While  no  answer  cometh 

From  the  heavenly  hiU, 
Blessed  angels  wonder 

At  his  earnest  wilL 
Hope  and  fear  but  quickeii, 
Wmle  the  shadows  thicken ; 

He  is  knocking,  knoddng  itilL 

Grim  t&e  gate  unopened 

Stands  with  bar  and  lode ; 
Yet  within  the  unseen  porter 

Hearkens  to  the  knock. 
Doing  and  undoing, 
Faint  and  yet  pursuing, 

This  man^s  feet  are  on  the  Bock. 

With  a  cry  unceasing, 

Enocketh,  prayeth  he: 
''  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me^ 

When  I  cry  to  Thee !  " 
With  a  knock  unceasing, 
And  a  cry  increasing, 

«  O  my  Lord,  remember  me!  ** 

Btill  the  porter  standeth. 

Love-constrained  he  standeth  near. 
While  the  cry  increaseth 

Of  that  love  and  fear : 
"Jesus,  look  upon  me— 
Christ,  hast  thou  foreffone  me! 

If  I  perish,  I  perish  nere  1 " 

Faint  the  knocking  oeaseth, 

Faint  the  cry  and  call; 
Is  he  lost,  indeed,  forever, 

Shut  without  the  wall  f 
Mighty  arms  uphold  him — 
Tender  arms  surround  him. 

Held,  withheld,  and  borne  through  alL 

O  celestial  mansion. 

Open  wide  the  door ; 
Grown  and  robe  of  whiteness, 

Stone-inscribed  before, 
Flocking  angels  beur  them. 
Stretch  thy  hand  and  weiur  them; 

Sit  thou  down  f oreveimore. 

5M«  OOWEBT,  HsppiflMi  of  tha. 

O  how  happy  are  they. 
Who  the  ^viour  obey, 


And  have  laid  up  their  treasure  above  I 

Tongue  can  never  express 

The  sweet  comfort  and  peace 
Of  a  soul  in  its  earliest  love. 

That  sweet  comfort  was  mine, 

When  the  favor  divine 
I  received  through  the  blood  of  tiie  Lamb ; 

When  my  heart  first  b^eved. 

What  a  joy  I  received — 
What  a  heaven  in  Jesus's  name  t 

'Twas  a  heaven  below. 

My  Redeemer  to  know. 
And  the  angels  could  do  nothing  more, 

Than  to  &11  at  His  feet, 

And  the  story  repeat, 
And  the  Lover  of  sinners  adore. 

Jesus  an  the  day  long 

Was  my  joy  and  my  song: 
Oh  that  idl  His  salvation  might  see ! 

He  hath  loved  me,  I  cried. 

He  hath  suffered  and  died. 
To  redeem  even  rebels  like  me. 

On  the  wings  of  IQs  love 

I  was  carried  above 
All  sin  and  temptation  and  pain ; 

I  could  not  believe 

That  I  ever  should  grieve, 
That  I  ever  should  suffer  again. 

I  rode  on  the  sky, 

Freely  justified  1 1 
Kor  envied  Elijah  his  seat ; 

My  soul  mounted  higher, 

In  a  chariot  of  fire. 
And  the  moon  it  was  under  my  feet 

Oh,  the  rapturous  height 

Of  that  holy  delight 
Which  I  felt  in  the  life-giving  blood  1 

Of  my  Saviour  possessed, 

I  was  perfectly  Dlest, 
As  if  fiU'd  with  the  fulness  of  God. 

0.  Wedey. 

581.  OCmvmXSS  Badftod. 

In  the  silent  midnight  watches, 

List, — ^thy  bosom  door  I 
How  it  knocketh,  knocketh,  knocketh, 

Knocketh  evermore ! 
Say  not  'tis  thy  pulse  is  beating : 

'Tis  thy  heart  of  sin : 
'Us  thy  Saviour  Imocks,  and  crieth, 

Rise,  and  let  Me  inl 

Death  comes  down,  with  reckless  footstep, 

To  the  hall  and  hut : 
Think  you  Death  will  stand  a-knocking 

Where  the  door  is  shut  ? 
Jesus  waiteth,  waiteth,  waiteth ; 

But  thy  door  is  fast  I 
Grieved,  away  thy  Saviour  goeth : 

Death  breaks  in  at  last 

Then  'tis  thine  to  stand  entreating 
Christ  to  let  thee  in ; 
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At  the  ^te  of  heaven  beating, 

Waibng  for  thy  sin. 
Kay,  alas  I  thon  foolish  virgin, 

Hast  thon  then  f  oi^t  f 
Jesos  waited  long  to  know  thee^ 

Bat  He  knows  thee  not  1 

A,  CUtdand  Coxe, 

m.  CDIVIOfliOV,  SIrilb  ia. 

How  shall  my  cold  and  lifeless  prayer  ascend, 
Father  of  Mercies  I  to  Thy  seat  on  high, 
Hy  while  my  lips  for  Thy  deliverance  call. 
My  heart  against  that  liberty  contend  ? 
Do  Thon,  who  knowest  all.  Thy  rescne  send. 
Though  every  power  of  mine  the  help  deny. 
Sternal  GkMll  oh,  pardon  that  I  went 
Ening  so  longl  whence  have  my  eye*  been 

smit 
l^th  darkness,  nor  the    good   from    evil 

known. 
To  spare  offenders,  being  penitent, 
Is  even  onrs;  to  drag  them  from  the  pit, 
Themselves  resisting.  Lord,  is  Thine  alone  I 

Ariosto^ 

U8»  OOHVIOTIUJI,  EhizrtadBr  iOb 

m  give  my  heart  to  Jesus, 

"lis  all  the  gift  He'U  prize; 
A  broken  and  a  contrite  heart 

Tm  sure  He*ll  not  despise. 

ril  give  my  heart  to  Jesns ; 

Pve  nothing  else  to  give 
That  would  be  worthy  to  bestow, 

Or  Jesus  would  receive. 

Tve  nothing  else  to  give  Him ; 

No  gold,  nor  eems  of  wortii. 
And  what  would  these  be  unto  Him, 

The  Lord  of  all  the  earth? 

0  take  my  heart,  dear  Saviour, 

And  make  it  wholly  Thine, 
That  'mid  the  jewels  in  Thy  crown 

Forever  it  may  shine. 

jMepfms  Bo^ard, 

ftS4»  OOHYIOnOVi  Tme. 

My  crimes  awake,  and  hideous  fear 

Distracts  my  restless  mind ; 
Guilt  meets  my  eye  with  horrid  glare. 

And  hell  pursues  behind. 

Almighty  vengeance  frowns  on  high. 

And  flames  array  the  throne ; 
While  thunder  mmmurs  round  the  sky. 

Impatient  to  be  gone. 

Where  shall  I  hide  this  noxious  head? 

Can  rocks  or  mountains  save  ? 
Or  shall  I  wrap  mc  in  the  shade 

Of  midnight  and  the  grave  ? 

Is  there  no  shelter  from  the  eye 

Of  a  revenging  God  ? 
Jesus,  to  Thy  dear  wounds  I  fly ; 

Bedew  me  with  Thy  blood. 

haae  Watts, 
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They  that  have  power  to  hurt  and  will  do 
none, 
That  do  not  do  the  thing  fhey  most  do 
show, 
Who,  moving  others,  are  themselves  of  stone, 

Unmoved,  cold,  and  to  temptation  slow; 
They  riffhtlv  do  inherit  Heaven's  graces, 
Aiid  nusband  Nature's   riches   from 


pense; 
They  are  the  lords  and  owners  of  their  faces. 

Others  but  stewards  of  their  excellence. 
The  summer's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet, 

Though  to  itself  it  only  live  and  die ; 
But  if  tioat  flower  with  bue  infection  meet» 

The  besest  weed  outbraves  his  dignity ; 
For  sweetest  things  turn  sourest  by  their 

deeds; 
Lilies  that  fester  smell  fer  worse  than  weeds. 

SAakegpear^. 

6M.  OOmtUFnOHi  Eztnt  «fi 

Corruption  is  a  tree,  whose  branches  are 
Of  an  unmeasurable  length ;  they  spread 
Everywhere;  and  the  &w  that  drops  from 

thence 
Hath  infected  some  chairs  and  stools  of  au- 
thority. Sir  John  BeaunumL 

687.  OQR&UPnO¥,  Lutifstiai  e£ 

Satan.  Let  Baalim  his  empire  raise  supreme, 
Or  empires  out  of  ruin'd  empires  build,   . 
Eadi  greater  than  the  last  (for  who  can  doubt 
That  God  will  cross  our  counsels?  vain  at- 

.    tempt). 
Each  worse,  — a  worae  must  still  be  possible,  — 
Our  scale  of  greatness.    Let  Apollyon  whet 
The  keen  edge  of  intestine  feuds  and  wars. 
Let  Ashtarou  in  chains  of  love  or  lust 
Lead  forth  his  groups  of  willing  prisoners, 
Gay  captives,  ffarlanded  with  fading  flowers, 
Behind  our  chariot  wheels.     Let  Mammon 

heap 
Fuel  for  Are  on  stubborn  hearts,  and  there 
Foster  the  secret  flame  unquendiable. 
And  last,  though  loftiest  enterprise,  be  thou, 
O  Moloch,  as  a  god  to  men,  and  grasp 
Their  consdenoe  with  the  iron  gnpe  of  fate. 
We  need  your  banded  strength.    Nothing,  O 

peers, 
Nothing  is  done  while  aught  remains  to  do. 

Earth  once  our  trophy,   we  shall  conquer 

peace. 
And  soon  bdiold  the  regions  under  earth 
Abandoned  by  their  Maker,  nothing  loath. 
Being  wo  leave  the  walls  of  heaven  unsealed. 
Earth,  earth  must  first  be  ours.    But,  friends, 

for  this 
We  must  defile  mankind  ere  we  destroy : 
Evil  must  go  before  us,  death  behind. 
Gk>d  has  not  yet  forsaken  man,  nor  yet 
Suffers  that  we  assail  the  fleshly  tent 
Of  his  short  pUgrimage.    Herein  beware. 

Henceforth,  O  peers, 
If  men  will  worship,  let  them  worship  us, 
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Despite  the  everlastixig  interdict 

Which  seven  things  unseen  and  seen.    Why 

not? 
Let  them  make  images  of  wood  and  stone, 
Brass,  iron,  sUyer,  gold,  and  call  them  gods, 
Adoring  ns  in  them  by  countless  names. 
My  comisel  moves  your  laughter.     But  if 

once 
The  Almighty,  jealons  of  His  name  blas- 
phemed, 
Bwear  in  His  wrath  that  He  disowns  mankind. 
Oar  work  is  done,  the  empire  is  our  own.      ^ 

B.  m  Biekeriteth. 

58§«  OOBBUFTIOV,  Power  ofi 

Justice  herself,  that  sitteth  whimpled  'bout 
The  eyes,  doth  it  not  because  she  will  take 
Ko  goldi,  but  that  she  would  not  be  seen 

blushing 
When  she  takes  it ;  the  balances  she  holds 
Are  not  to  weigh  the  rights  of  the  cause,  but 
The  weight  of  the  bribe :  she  will  put  up  her 
Naked  sword,  if  thou  offer  her  a  golden 

scabbard.  John  GU/y, 

ft39«  OOBBUPnOV,  FriM  oC 

'Tis  pleasant  purchasinff  our  fellow-creatures, 
And  all  are  to  be  sold,  if  you  consider 
Their  passions,  and  are  dext'rous;  some  by 

features 
Are  bought  up,  others  by  a  warlike  leader ; 
Some  by  a  place,  as  they  tend  their  years  or 

natures; 
The  most  by  ready  cash — ^but  all  have  prices. 
From  crowns  to  kicks,  acoordinff  to  their 

vices.  LordBifr&n. 

MO,  OORBUFHOV,  ViAnH^ 

As  some  of  us,  in  trust,  have  made 
The  one  hand  with  the  other  trade : 
Qain'd  vastly  by  their  joint  endeavor, 
The  right  a  thief,  the  left  receiver : 
And  what  the  one,  by  tricks,  forestalled, 
The  other,  by  as  sly,  retaiPd. 

Bemud  BftUer. 

Ml.  (XmEUFnOV,  Bswtid  oil 

O  that  estates,  d^iprees,  and  offices 

Were  not  derived  oormptlyl  and  that  dear 

honor 
Were  purchased  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer  t 
How  many  then  should  cover,  that  stand 

bare! 
How  many  be  commanded,  that  command  I 
How  much  low  peasantry  would  then  be 

gleaned 
From  the  true  seed  of  honor!    And  how 

much  honor 
Picked  from  the  chaff  of  ruin  of  the  times, 
To  be  new  gamish*d  I  Bhaketpmre. 

MSL  OOmrSELS,  Vtriou. 

Not  80  quickly,  fretted  sphit. 

Lest  thy  speed  but  run  to  waste : 
He  is  steadfast  who  believeth. 
He  who  trusteth  makes  no  haste. 
For  the  God  on  whom  we  call 
Will  cany  us  through  idl; 


No  plan  of  His  can  fail. 
Not  a  wish  but  must  prevail. 
He  is  mighty.  He  alone ; 
Let  His  work  be  calmly  done. 

Not  so  slowly,  sluggish  spirit. 
As  if  God  and  time  would  stay 

For  thee,  the  loiterins  dreamer. 
Flinging  hours  and  days  away. 
Up  and  toil  with  all  thy  might. 
Noon  is  fading  into  night ; 
Like  the  ever-moving  wave. 
We  are  rushing  to  the  grave ; 
Like  the  swiftly  rising  dew. 
Earth  is  passing  from  our  view. 

Not  so  gayly,  buoyant  spirit; 
Temper  mirth  with  gentle  fear ; 

Hoses  wither,  leaves  are  falling, 
'Tis  not  always  summer  here. 
'Tis  a  brittle,  hollow  worid. 
With  its  brav'ry  all  unfurled. 
Its  banners  streaming  high. 
And  shouts  of  revel^. 
Its  day  is  coming  fast. 
And  its  madness  cannot  last. 

Not  so  darkly,  gloomy  spirit ; 
Here  are  things  of  sprightlier  hue. 

Here  are  suns,  and  stars,  and  rainbows, 
And  a  glorious  arch  of  blue. 
Earth  is  not  all  tears  and  woe, 
There  are  bright  things  here  below. 
There  is  verdure  on  our  hiUs. 
There  is  music  in  our  rills, 
There  is  fragrance  in  our  air ; 
In  our  homes  the  dear  and  fair. 

Not  so  lightlv,  jesting  spirit ; 
Do  not  trine  so  wim  sin ; 

The  gate  of  life  is  narrow. 
There  are  few  who  enter  in. 
Betting  God  before  thine  eyes. 
Be  boldly  good  and  wise ; 
Cherish  grave  and  manly  thought, 
Buy  the  truth  and  sell  it  not ; 
To  thyself  and  truth  be  true. 
To  thy  friend  be  faithful  too. 

Not  so  sternly,  haughty  spirit; 

Lay  thy  loftmess  aside ; 
From  thy  forehead  smooth  the  furrow, 
From  thy  heart  pluck  out  the  pride. 

Deal  gentle  words  to  all ; 

Thou,  too,  mayest  err  and  fall ; 

Be  pitiful  and  kind. 

Leave  nigged  words  behind. 

Learn  meekly  to  reprove ; 

They  win  who  speak  in  love. 

Not  so  fondly,  sanguine  spirit ; 

There  is  judgment  in  yon  dcHid, 
There  is  peril  in  yon  tempest. 
And  the  trumpet  speaks  fdoud 
Gk>d  is  coming  in  His  wrath. 
And  the  lightning  ploughs  BQs  path ; 
There  is  tciTor  on  ue  earth. 
And  the  ruin  rushes  forth; 
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There  is  bodinff  in  yon  sky, 
The  Jndge  is  drawing  nigh. 

Not  80  hopeless,  dixx^ing  spirit ; 
Yon  clouds  at  length  will  rise ; 
And,  beyond  them,  in  the  distanoe, 
Spreads  a  realm  of  sunny  skies. 
€k)d's  promise  standeth  fast» 
And  the  ^lory  breaks  at  last ; 
Peace  is  rising  out  of  strifOi 
Death  is  dying  into  life ; 
Up  springs  the  eternal  sun ; 
Heaven  imd  earth  will  soon  be  one. 

HonsHua  Bonar. 

M3»  G0T7HTB7,  Eobm  in  th^. 

Qood-by,  proud  world !  Fm  going  home : 
Thou  art  not  my  friend,  and  Pm  not  thine. 

Long  through  tiiy  weary  crowds  I  roam ; 
A  rlyer^ark  on  the  ocean  brine, 

Long  Fye  been  tossed  like  the  ckiven  foam ; 

But  now,  proud  wcxrld  I  Pm  going  home. 

Good-by  to  Fhittery*s  fawning  face ; 

To  Grandeur  with  bis  wise  grimace ; 

To  upstart  Wealth's  averted  eye ; 

To  supple  office,  low  and  high ; 

To  crowded  halls,  to  court  and  street;' 

To  frozen  hearts  and  hasting  feet; 

To  those  who  go,  and  those  who  come ; 

Good-by,  proud  world!  Pm  going  home. 

Pm  going  to- my  own  hearth-stone^ 
Bosomedin  yon  green  hills  alone, — 
A  secret  nook  in  a  pleasant  land, 
Whose  groves  the  £olic  &iries  planned : 
Where  arches  goreen,  the  livelong  day, 
Echo  the  blackbird^s  roundelay, 
And  vulgar  feet  have  never  trod 
A  spot  that  is  sacred  to  thought  and  €k)d. 

0,  when  I  am  safe  in  my  sylvian  home, 
I  tread  on  the  pride  of  Greece  and  Rome ; 
And  when  I  am  stretched  beneath  the  pines, 
Where  the  evening  star  so  holy  shines, 
I  laugh  at  the  lore  and  the  pride  of  man. 
At  the  sophist  schools,  and  the  learned  clan ; 
For  what  are  they  all,  in  their  high  conceit. 
When  man  in  the  bush  with  Grod  may  meet  ? 

B,  W,  Emerson, 

MA.  OQUBIGE,  Oha]l0nge  of; 

I  s^d  to  sorrow's  awful  storm. 

That  beat  against  my  breast, 
"Ri^^  ont  Thou  may'st  destroy  this  form, 

And  lay  it  low  at  rest ; 
But  still  the  spirit  that  now  brooks 

Thy  tempest  raging  high, 
Undaunted  on  its  fury  looks 

With  steadfast  eye. 

I  said  to  pcnnry^s  meagre  train, 

Come  on  I  your  threats  I  brave ; 
My  last  poor  life-drop  you  may  drain, 

And  crush  me  to  the  grave ; 
Yet  still  the  spirit  that  endures 

Shall  mock  your  force  the  while. 
And  meet  each  cold,  cold  grasp  of  yours 

With  bitter  snnle; 

9 


I  said  to  cold  neglect  and  scorn,. 

Pass  on  1  I  heed  you  not; 
Ye  may  pursue  me  till  my  f  onn 

And  being  are  forgot ; 
Yet  still  the  spirit  which:  yon  see,. 

Undaunted  oy  your  wiles, 
Draws  from  its  own  nobility 

Its  high-born  smiles. 

I  said  to  friendship's  menaced  blow; 

Strike  deep!  my  heart,  shall  bear;. 
Thou  canst  but  aad  one  bitter  woe 

To  those  ahready  there; 
Yet  still  the  spirit  that  sustains 

This  last  severe  distress. 
Shall  smile  iqpon  its  keenest  pains,. 

And  scorn  redress; 

I  said  to-  death^s  uplifted  dart,. 

Aim  sure  I     Oh  I  why  delay  I 
Thou  wilt  not  find  a*  fearful  heart-^ 

A  weak,  reluctant  prey ; 
For  still  the  spirit,  firm  and  free, 

Unruffled  by  this  last  dismay, 
Wrapt  in  its  •wn  eternity, 

Shall  pass  away."    Limnia  Stoddttrdi 

545,  OOUBAQEi  OhziitlaB. 

Stand  but  your  ground,  your  ghostly  foes 

wiU  fly,— 
Hell  trembles  at  a  heaven-directed  eye ; 
Choose  rather  to  defend  than  to  assail^ — 
Self-confidence  will  in  the  conflict  fail : 
When  you  are  challenged,  you  may  dangers 

meet, — 
True  courage  is  a  ^xed,  not  sudden  heat ;. 
Is  always  humble,  lives  in  self-distrust, 
And  will  itself  into  no  danger  thrusts 
Devote  yourself  to  God,  and  you  wiU  find 
(jk>d  fights  the  battles  of  a  will  resigned. 
Love  Jesus  I  love  will  no  base  fear  endure ; 
Love  Jesus  t  and  of  conquest  rest  secure. 

Jjp.  J£en. 

MS.  OOUBAaE  Defined; 

The  brave  man  is  not  he  who  feels  no  fear. 
For  that  were  stupid  and  irrational ; 
But  he,  whose  noble  soul  its  fear  subdues. 
And  bravely  dares  the  danger  nature  shrinks 

from. 
As  for  your  youth^  whom  blood  and  blows 

delight, 
Away  with  them  I  there  is  not  in  their  crew 
One  valiant  spirit.  Joanna  BaUlie, 

547.  GOUBAQEi  Demand  for. 

Thy  life  's  a  warfare,  thou  a  soldier  art, 
Satan's  thy  f oemon,  and  a  faithful  heart 
Thy  two-edged  weapon;    patience    is  thy 

shield. 
Heaven  is  thy  chieftain,  and  the  world  thy 

field 
To  be  afraid  to  die,  or  wish  for  death, 
Are  words  and  passions  of  despairing  breath. 
Who  doth  the  first,  the  day  doth  faintly 

yield; 
And  who  the  second,  basely  files  the  field 

PraneU  Qtiarlos, 
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549,  OOUSAGB,  Field  «£ 

Kot  to  the  ensanguined  field  of  death  alone, 
Is  valor  limited ;  she  sits  serene 
In  the  deliberate  conncil,  sagely  scans 
The  source  of  action ;  weighs,  prevents,  pro- 
vides; 
And  scorns  to  count  her  glories,  from  the 

feats 
Of  brutal  force  alone.         TMas  SmoUett, 

M^m  OOXJKkQiE,  Humble. 

In  the  good  man's  breast, 
Justice  and  piety,  with  valor,  reign ; 
He,  though  the  fabric  of  the  shaken  world 
Should  burst  in  thundering  ruin  o'er  his  head, 
Calm  and  unawed  would  view  the  crushing 

wreck, 
Nor  shudder  at  destruction ;  but  to  brave 
The  wrath  of  Heaven,  or  rashly  to  intrude. 
Spotted  with  guilt,  into  his  Maker's  sight ; 
Oir  lift  for  mercy  a  rebellious  hand 
Dyed  with  a  brother's  gore,  he  justly  fean; 
Tet,  in  himself  collected,  will  defy 
The  taunt  of  malice,  or  that  grouncUess  right, 
The  weakest,  lightest  of  mankind  assume 
To  brand  with  mfamy  his  injured  name, 
And  scorn  the  coward,  daring  to  forgive. 

0.  P.  LoLyofrd. 

MMIw  OOUEikaB,  IGUtMj. 

Half  a  league,  half  a  leagne. 

Half  a  league  onward. 
All  in  the  vaUey  of  Death, 

Bode  the  six  hundred. 

*'  Forward,  thq  Light  Brigade  I 

"  Charge  for  the  guns  I  "  ne  said : 
Into  the  valley  of  Death 

Bode  the  six  hundred. 

"  Forward,  the  Li^ht  Brigade," 
Was  there  a  man  cUsmayed  ? 
Not  tho'  the  soldier  knew 

Some  one  had  blunder'd : 
Theirs  not  to  make  reply. 
Theirs  not  to  reason  why. 
Theirs  but  to  do  and  die : 
Into  the  valley  of  Death 

Bode  the  six  hundred. 

Cannon  to  the  right  of  them, 
Cannon  to  the  left  of  them, 
Cannon  in  front  of  them 

Yolley'd  and  thunder'd ; 
Stormed  at  with  shot  and  shell. 
Boldly  they  rode  and  well. 
Into  ti^e  jaws  of  Death, 
Into  the  mouth  of  HeU, 

Bode  the  six  hundred. 

Flaah'd  all  their  sabres  bare 
Flash'd  as  they  tum'd  in  air. 
Sabring  the  gunners  there, 
Charging  an  army,  while 

All  the  world  wonder'd : 
Plunged  in  the  batteiy-smoke 
Bight  thro'  the  line  they  broke: 
CoSsadc  and  Bussian 


Beel'd  £rom  Hie  sabre-stroke, 

Shatter'd  and  sunder'd. 
Then  they  rode  back,  but  not — 

Not  the  six  hundred. 

Cannon  to  the  right  of  them. 
Cannon  to  the  left  of  tfaem. 
Cannon  behind  them 

VoUcn^'d  and  thunder'd : 
Stormed  at  with  shot  and  flihell 
While  horse  and  hero  fell. 
They  that  had  fought  so  well 
Came  thro'  the  jaws  of  Death, 
Back  from  the  mouth  of  Hell, 
All  that  was  left  of  them. 

Left  of  six  hundred.  ^ 

When  can  their  glory  fade  f 
O  the  wild  charge  they  made  I 

All  the  world  wondier'd. 
Honor  the  charge  they  made  t 
Honor  the  Light  Brigade, 

Noble  six  hundred  I 

M^HA  Tennyion, 

551.  OOTTRAaE,  Ffttilotlo. 

No  fearing,  no  doubting,  thy  soldier  shall 

know. 
When  here  stands  his  country,  and  yonder 

her  foe ; 
One  look  at  the  bright  sun,  one  prayer  to  tiie 

sky, 
One  glance  where  our  banner  floats  glorious 

on  high : 
Then  on,  as  the  young  lion  bounds  on  his 

prey; 
Let  the  sword  flash  on  high,  fling  the  scab- 
bard away; 
Boll   on,  like   the   thunderbolt   over    the 

plain  I — 
We  come  back  in  gloiy,  or  come  not  again. 

I%<nna»  Qray^  Jr. 

559.  OOUBTEST,  OnoeftiL 

Study,  with  care,  politeness,  that  must  teach 
The  modish  forms  of  gesture  and  of  speech : 
In  vain  formality  with  matron  mien. 
And  pertness  apes  with  her  familiar  grin : 
They  against  nature  for  applauses  strain. 
Distort  themselves,  and  give  all  others  pain : 
She  moves  with  easy  though  with  measured 

pace. 
And  shows  no  part'of  study  but  the  grace. 

Benjamin  StiUin^ifleeL 

M^  00UBTE8T,  InMiisistent 

Who  wrap  destruction  up  in  gentle  words,  ^ 
And  bows  and  smiles  more  &tal  than  their 

swords, 
Who  stifle  nature  and  subsist  on  art. 
Who  coin  the  face,  and  petrify  the  heart : 
All  real  kindness  for  the  show  discard, 
As  marble  polish'd  and  as  marble  hard : 
Who  do  for  gold  what  Christians  do  thro* 

grace, 
*  *  With  open  arms  their  enemies  embrace  : " 
Who  give  a  nod  when  broken  hearts  lepineb 
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"  The  tbumest  food  on  wbicb.  a  wiefecli  can 

dine." 
Or,  if  they  aorre  yon,  aerve  yon  disinclined : 
Andy  in  their  height  of  kincuieBs,  are  nnlrffMi. 

Edward  Toung^ 

ftM.  OOUKTAfI,  PlitdBi^ 

Above  all  thinos  raillery  decline ; 
Katore  bnt  few  does  for  tSiat  tadc  design. 
Tb  in  the  ablest  hands  a  dangerous  tool, 
But  neyer  fails  to  wonnd  the  meddling  fool ; 
Fbr  all  mnst  grant  it  needs  no  common  art 
To  keep  men  patient  when  we  make  them 

smart. 
No  wit  alone,  nor  humor's  self,  will  do. 
Without  good-nature  and  much  prudence  too. 
To  judge  aright — of  persons,  place,  and  time ; 
For  taste  decrees  whaf  s  low,  and  what^s  sub- 
lime; 

And  what  might  charm  to-day,  or  o'er  a 
gUug, 

Perhaps  at  court,  or  next  day,  would  not 

pass. 
Would  yon  both  please  and  be  instructed 

too. 
Watch  well  the  rage  of  shining,  to  subdue ; 
Hear  every  man  upon  his  favorite  theme. 
And  ever  be  more  knowing  than  you  seem ; 
The  lowest  genius  will  afford  some  light. 
Or  give  a  hint  that  had  escaped  your  sight. 

Benjamin  BtUUngfleet. 

6M*  00UBI8HIP,  Sstooa  •£    . 

Women  are  angels  wooing ; 
Things  won  are  done,  Joy's  soul  lies  in  ue 

doing : 
That  she  bdov'd  knows  nought,  that  knows 

not  this, — 
Xen  prixe  the  thing  imgain'd  tuore  than  it  is. 

6M»  OOUXISHIP,  QxBtify  o£ 

Yes  I  I  answered  yon  last  night ; 

No  t  this  morning.  Sir,  I  say. 
Colors  seen  by  cancue-light 

Will  not  look  the  same  by  day. 

When  the  viols  played  their  best^ 
Lamps  above,  and  laugh  below — 

Ltme  me^  sounded  like  a  jest. 
Fit  for  7m,  or  fit  for  No. 

Call  me  fiilse,  or  call  me  free — 
Vow,  whatever  lights  may  shine, 

No  man  on  your  face  shall  see 
Any  grief  for  change  on  mine. 

Tet  tiie  sin  is  in  us  both — 
lime  to  dance  is  not  to  woo— 

Wooing  light  makes  fickle  troth — 
Boom  01  me  recoils  on  you : 

Learn  to  win  a  lady's  faith 
Nobly,  as  the  thing  is  high ; 

ftravel  V,  as  for  life  and  death — 
With  loyal  gravity. 

Lead  her  from  the  festive  boards, 
.    Point  her  to  ihe  starry  skies, 
Guard  her,  by  your  truthful  words 
Pure  from  oourtship^s  flatteries. 


By  your  tmth  she  shall  be 
Ever  true  as  wives  of  yore— 

And  her  Tea^  once  said  to  you, 
BoALL  be  Tes  f orevermore. 

MiMobeth  Barrett  Browning. 

My.  OOYBVAIT;  Uga  «f  ths. 

So  willingly  doth  Ck>d  remit  IStB  ire. 
Though  late  repenting  Him  of  man  deprav'd, 
Oriev'd  at  His  heart,  when  looking  down  He 

saw 
The  whole  earth  fill'd  with  violence,  and  all 

flesh 
Corrupting  each  their  way ;  yet  those  remov'd. 
Such  grace  shall  6ne  just  man  find  in  His 

sight, 
That  He  relents,  not  to  blot  out  mankind. 
And  makes  a  covenant  never  to  destroy 
The  earth  again  by  flood,  nor  let  the  sea 
Sorpass  his  bounds,  nor  rain  to  drown  the 

world 
WiXtk  man  therein,  or  beast;  but  when  He 

brings 
Over  the  earth  a  doud,  will  therein  set 
His  triple-colpr'd  bow,  whereon  to  look 
And  call  to  mind  His  covenant;  day  and 

night, 
Seed-time  and  harvest,  heat  and  hoary  frost 
Shall  hold  their  course,  till  fire  purge  all 

things  new. 
Both  hcav'n  and  earth,  wherein  the  just  shall 

dwelL  John  Milton. 

M§.  00VET0U8VS88,  AhMrpdn  fO. 

The  churl  who  holds  it  heresy  to  thinh. 
Who  loves  no  music  but  the  dollar's  clink, 
Who  laughs  to  scorn  the  wisdom  of  the 

schools. 
And  deems  the  first  of  poets  first  of  fools, 
Who  never  found  what  good  from  science 

grew, 
Save  the  grand  tmth,  that  one  and  one  make 

two, — 
'Tis  he,  across  whose  brain  scarce  dares  to 

creep 
Aught  but  thrift's  parent  pair — ^to  get,  to 

keep  1  Oharlea  Bpragne. 

M9.  OOVETOUSIESS,  AKrionltarsL 

Woe  to  the  worldly  man,  whose  covetous 
Ambition  labors  to  join  house  to  house. 
Lay  field  to  field,  till  their  incloeure  edge 
The  plain,  girdling  a  country  with  one  hedge : 
They  leave  no  place  unbought,  no  piece  of 

earth 
Which  they  will  not  engross;    TnRVing   a 

dearth 
Of  all  inhabitants ;  until  they  stand 
Unneighbored  as  unblest  within  the  land. 

Bp.  King. 

5li0«  OOVETOUBIESS,  Degiadatioii  o£ 

Money,  thou  bane  of  bliss,  and  source  of  woe, 
Whence  comest  thou,  that  thou  art  so  fresh 
and  fine  t 

I  know  thy  parentage  is  base  and  low, 
Man  found  thee  poor  and  dirty  in  a  mine. 
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ORKATIOIT. 


Sore  tboa  didst  so  littlo  contribute 
To  this  great  kiiigdom,  which  thou  now 
hast  got, 

That  he  was  fain,  when  thou  wast  destitute, 
To  dig  thee  out  of  thy  dark  cave  and  grot. 

Then  forcing  thee,  by  fire  he  made  thee  bright : 

Nay,  thou  hast  got  the  face  of  man ;  for  we 

Have  with  otir  stamp  and  seal  transferred  our 

right: 

Thou  art  the  man,  and  man  but  Jross  to 

thee. 

Man  calleth  thee  his  wealth,  who  made  thee 

rich ; 
And  while  he  digs  out  thee,  falls  in  the  ditch. 

George  Herbert 

561.  OOV£TOT78HE88|  Inflaenoe  o£ 

0  life  misspent !  O  foulest  waste  of  time  I ' 
No  time  has  he  his  groyelling  mind  to  store 
With  history^s  truths,  or  philosophic  lore. 
No  diarms  for  him  has  Ck>d's  all-blooming 

earth; 
His  only  question  this:    '*What  are  they 

worth  ? " 
Art,  nature,  wisdom,  are  no  match  for  gain ; 
And  e^en  religion  bids  him  pause  in  yain. 

Thomas  Ward, 

563.  OOWASDIOE,  Humiliated. 

Hamlet.  Am  I  a  coward  ? 

Who  colls  me  villain  9  breaks  my  pate  across  ? 
Plucks  ofT  my  beard  and  blows  it  in  my  face? 
Tweaks  mo  by  the  nose  t  gives  me  the  lie  i' 

the  throat. 
As  deep  as  to  the  lungs  t  Who  does  me  this? 

Hal 
Why,  I  should  take  it ;  for  it  cannot  be, 
But  I  am  pigeon-liver^d,  and  lack  gall 
To  make  oppression  bitter ;  or,  ere  this, 

1  should  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites 
With  this  slaveys  offal.  Shakespeare, 

M3.  COWABDIOE,  Safety  of. 

Those  that  fly  may  flsht  again, 

WhicJi  he  can  never  do  that's  slain. 

Hence  timely  running  *s  no  mean  part 

Of  conduct,  in  the  martial  art, 

By  which  some  glorious  feats  achieve, 

As  citizens  by  breaking  thrive. 

And  cannons  conquer  armies  while 

They  seem  to  draw  off  and  recoil ; 

Is  held  the  gallant'st  course  and  bravest, 

To  great  exploits,  as  well  as  safest. 

That  spares  th'  expense  of  time  and  pains 

And  dangerous  beiating  out  of  brains ; 

And  in  the  end,  prevails  as  certun 

As  those  that  never  trust  to  fortune ; 

But  make  their  fear  do  execution 

Beyond  the  stoutest  resolution. 

As  earthquakes  kill  without  a  blow, 

And  only  trembling,  overthrow. 

Samud  Butler, 

564.  OKEATIQHr,  AnimaL 
OrieL    But  now  the  fourth  day  dosed. 
And  at  God's  word 
The  waters  teem'd  with  life,  with  life  theair ; 


Mostly  new  types  of  living  things,  iliougb 

some 
From  past  creations,  Imried  deep  beneath 
Seas  or  the  strata  of  incumbent  soils, 
Borrowed  their  form.     Innumerable  tribes 
Of  fishes,  from  the  huge  Leviathan 
Roaming  alone  the  solitary  depths 
To  myriad  minnows  in  their  sunny  creeks, 
The  ocean  pathways  swam.    Nor  less  the 

birds. 
Some  of  entrancing  plumage,  some  of  not^ 
More  trancing  still,  awoke  the  sleeping  woods 
To  gayety  and  music.     Others  perch'd 
Upon  the  beetling  clif^  or  walk'd  the  shore. 
Or  dived  or  floated  on  the  waves  at  will, 
Or  skimm'd  with  light  wing  o'er  their  dash- 
ing foam. 
Free  of  three  elements, — earth,  water,  air. 
And,  as  the  fifth  day  to  the  sixth  gave  place, 
We  gazed  in  eager  expectation  what 
Might  crown  our  Great  Creator's  work. 

But  first 
All  living  creatures  of  the  earth  appeared: 
Insects  that  crept  or  flew  as  liked  them  best, 
In  hosts  uncounted  as  the  dews  that  hung 
Upon  the  herbs  their  food ;  and  white  flocks 

browsed. 
Herds  grazed,  and  generous  horses  paw'd  the 

ground; 
And  fawns  and  leopards  and  young  antelopes 
Gamboird  together.    Every  moment  seem'd 
Fruitful  of  some  new  marvel,  new  delight. 
Until  at  last  the  Great  Artificer 
Paused  in  His  mighty  labors. 

Edward  Henry  BUHcersteth, 

565.  OBEA.TIOV,  Attraction  of. 

Joyous  and  far  shall  our  wanderings  be, 
As  the  fiight  of  birds  o'er  the  wan^rin^  sea: 
To  the  woods,  to  the  dells  where  violets  blow 
We  will  bear  no  memory  of  earthly  woe. 

But  if  by  the  forest-brook  we  meet 
A  line  like  the  pathway  of  former  feet, 
If,  'midst  the  hills,  in  some  lonely  spot, 
We  reach  the  gray  ruins  of  tower  or  cot : 

If  the  cell  where  a  hermit  of  old  hat&  prayeo 
lift  up  its  cross  through  the  solemn  shade ; 
Or  if  some  nook,  where  the  wild  flowers  wave, 
Bear  token  sad  of  a  mortal  grave, — 

Doubt  not  but  there  will  our  st^  be  stayed. 
There  our  quick  spirits  awhile  delayed ; 
There  will  thought  flx  our  impatient  eyes. 
And  win  back  our  hearts  to  their  sympathies. 

For  what  though  the  mountains  and  skies  be 

fair. 
Steeped  in  soft  hues  of  the  summer  air, 
'Tis  the  soul  of  man,  by  its  hopes  and  dreams, 
That  lights  up  all  nature  with  living  gleams. 

Where  it  hath  suffered  and  nobly  striven. 
Where  it  hath  poured  forth  its  vows  to  heaven. 
Where  to  repose  it  hath  brightly  past, 
O'er  this  green  earth  there  is  glory  cast* 
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And  by  that  soul,  amidst  groves  and  rills, 
And  flocks  that  feed  on  a  thousand  hills. 
Birds  of  the  forest,  and  flowers  of  the  sod, 
We^  only  ««,  may  be  linked  to  Gk>d ! 

Mr$.  Fdida  D.  Hemam. 

Ue.  OBEATIOV,  Bl^ht  of; 

Bat  these  y  oong  scholius  who  invade  our  hills 
Bold  as  the  engineer  who  fells  the  wood, 
And  tray elling  often  in  the  cut  he  makes, 
Lo?e  not  the  flower  they  pluck,  and  know  it 

not. 
And  all  their  botany  is  Latin  names. 
The  old  men  studied  magic  in  the  flowers, 
And  human  fortunes  in  astronomy, 
And  an  omnipotencis  in  chemistry, 
Preferring  tlungs  to  names,  for  these  were 

men. 
Were  unitarians  of  the  united  world. 
And  wheresoever  their  clear  eye-beams  fell. 
They  caught  the  footsteps  of  the  saxbl    Our 

eyes 
Are  armed,  but  we  are  strangers  to  the  stars, 
And  strangers  to  the  mystic  beast  and  bird. 
And  strangers  to  the  plant  and  to  the  mine. 
The  injur^  elements  say,  '*  Not  in  us  ;*' 
And  night  and  day*  ocean  and  contment. 
Fire,  pmnt,  and  mineral  say,  "Not  in  us,'* 
And  haughtily  return  us  stare  for  stare. 
For  we  invade  them  impiously  for  gain ; 
We  devastate  them  unreligiously. 
And  coldly  ask  their  pottage,  not  their  love. 
Therefore  they  shove  us  from  them,  yield  to  us 
Only  what  to  our  griping  toil  is  due ; 
But  the  sweet  affluence  of  love  and  song, 
The  rich  results  of  the  divine  consents 
Of  man  and  earth,  of  world  beloved  and 

lover, 
Tlie  nectar  and  ambrosia  are  withheld ; 
And  in  the  midst  of  spoils  and  slaves,  we 

thieves 
And  pirates  of  the  universe,  shut  out 
Daily  to  a  more  thin  and  outward  rind. 
Turn  pale  and  starve.    Therefore,  to  our  sick 

eyes. 
The  stunted  trees  look  Ad^   the  summer 

short, 
doads  shade  the  sun  which  will  not  tan  our 

hay, 
And  nothing  thrives  to  reach  its   natural 

term; 
And  life,  shorn  of  its  venerable  length, 
Even  at  its  greatest  space  is  a  defeat. 
And  dies  in  anger  that  it  was  a  dupe ; 
And,  in  its  highest  noon  and  wantonness, 
Is  early  frugal  like  a  beggar^s  child ; 
Even  in  the  hot  pursuit  of  the  best  aims 
And  prizes  of  ambition,  checks  its  hand. 
Like  Alpine  cataracts  firozen  as  they  leaped. 
Chilled  with  a  miserly  comparison 
Of  the  toy's  purchase  with  the  length  of  life. 

R,  W.  SmerMTU 

M7.  OBBATIOHi  Oatfaedral  oL 

Tour  voiceless  lips,   O  flowers,  are  living 
preachers^ 
Each  cup  a  pulpit,  every  leaf  a  book, 


Supplying  to  my  fancy  numerous  teadiers 
From  loneliest  nook. 

'Neath  cloister'd  boughs  each  floral  bell  that 
swingeth. 
And  tolls  its  perfume  on  the  passing  air, 
Hakes  Sabbath  m  the  flelds,  ana  ever  ringeth 
A  call  to  prayer, — 

Not  to  the  domes  where  crumbling  arch  and 
colunm 
Attest  the  feebleness  of  mortal  land. 
But  to  that  fane  most  catholic  and  solemn 
Which  €k>d  hath  planned, — 

To  that  cathedral,  boundless  as  our  wonder. 
Whose  quenchless  lamps  the  sun  and  moon 
supply. 
Its  choir  the  winds  and  waves,  its  organ 
thunder. 
Its  dome  the  sky. 

There,  amid  solitude  and  shade,  I  wander 
Through  the  green  aisles,  and,  stretched 
upon  the  sod, 
Amid  the  silence  reverently  ponder 
The  ways  of  God. 

M,  W.  LonQfdlow, 

M9.  OBEATIOFi  OIiaIii  of: 

Look  round  our  world;  behold  the  chain  of 

love 
Combining  all  below  and  all  above, 
See  plastic  nature  working  to  this  end. 
The  single  atoms  eadi  to  other  tend. 
Attract,  attracted  to,  the  next  in  place. 
Formed  and  impelled  its  neighbor  to  embrace. 
See  matter  next,  with  various  life  endued. 
Press  to  one  centre  still,  the  generajl  goodl 
See  dying  vegetables  life  sustain, 
See  life  oissoTving  vegetate  again : 
All  forms  that  perish  other  forms  supply 
(By  turns  we  catch  the  vital  breath  and  die) ; 
Like  bubbles  on  the  sea  of  matter  borne. 
They  rise,  they  break,  and  to  that  sea  return. 
Noti[iing  is  foreign ;  parts  relate  to  whole ; 
One  all-extending,  all-preserving  Soul 
Connects  each  bemg,  greatest  with  the  least ; 
Hade  beast  in  aid  of  man,  and  man  of  beast; 
All    served,    all   serving;    nothing   stands 

alone ; 
The  chain  holds  on,  and  where  it  ends,  un- 
known. 
Has  God,  thou  fool,  worked  solely  for  thy 
good. 
Thy  joy,  thy  pastime,  thy  attire,  thy  food  ? 
Who  for  thy  table  feeds  the  wanton  fawn, 
For  him  as  kindly  spread  the  flowery  lawn. 
Is  it  for  thee  the  lark  ascends  and  sings  ? 
Joy  tunes  his  voice,  joy  elevates  his  wings. 
Is  it  for  thee  the  linnet  pours  his  throat  ? 
Loves  of  his  own/md  raptures  swell  the  note. 
The  bounding  steed  you  pompously  bestride 
Shares  with  his  lord  the  pleasure  and  the 

pride. 
Is  thine  alone  the  seed  that  strews  the  plain  t 
The  birds  of  heaven  shall  vindicate  their 
grain. 
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Thine  the  fall  harvest  of  the  golden  year? 
Part  pays,  and  jnstly,  the  descrying  steer : 
The  hog  that  ploughs  not,  nor  obeys  thy  call, 
Lives  on  the  labors  of  this  lord  of  alL 

Enow,  nature's  children  all  divide  her  care ; 
The  fur  that  warms  a  monarch  warmed  a 

bear. 
While  man  exclaims,  "See  all  things  for  my 

use  I" 
**  See  man  for  mine  V^  replies  a  pampered 

goose ; 
And  just  as  short  of  reason  he  must  fall 
Who  thinks  all  made  for  one,  not  one  for  all. 
Grant  that  the  powerful  still  the  weak 

control ; 
Be  man  the  wit  and  tyrant  of  the  whole : 
Nature  that  tyradt  checks ;  he  only  Imows, 
And  helps,  another  creature's  wuits  and  woes. 
Say  will  the  falcon,  stooping  from  above, 
Sinit  with  her  varying  plumage,  spare  the 

dove? 
Admires  the  jay  the  insect^s  gilded  wings  ? 
Or  hears  the  hawk  when  Philomela  sings  ? 
Han  cares  for  all :  to  birds  he  gives  his  woods, 
To  beasts  his  pastures,  and  to  fish  Ms  floods ; 
For  some  his  mterest  prompts  him  to  provide, 
For  more  his  pleasure,  yet  for  more  his  pride, 
All  feed  on  one  vain  patron,  and  enjoy 
The  extensive  blessing  of  his  luxury. 
That  very  life  his  learned  hunger  craves. 
He  saves  from  famine,  from  the  savage  saves ; 
Kay,  feasts  the  animal  he  dooms  his  feast, 
And,  till  he  ends  the  being,  makes  it  blest ; 
Which  sees  lio  more  the  stroke,  or  feels  the 

pain, 
Than  favored  man  by  touch  ethereal  slain. 
The  creature  had  his  feast  of  life  before ; 
Thou  too  must  perish  when  thy  feast  is  o'er ! 

Alexander  B^pe, 

669.  OBEATIOi;  Ohsoi  at 

Before  the  seas,  and  this  terrestrial  ball. 
And  heaven's  high  canopy,  that  covers  all, 
One  was  the  face  of  nature,  if  a  face ; 
Bather  a  rude  and  indigested  mass : 
A  lifeless  lump,  unf ashion'd,  and  unfram'd, 
Of  jarring  seeds  and  justly  chaos  nam'd* 
No  sun  was  lighted  up  the  world  to  view ; 
No  moon  did  yet  her  blunted  horns  renew : 
Nor  yet  was  earth  suspended  in  the  sky ; 
Nor,  pois'd,  did  on  her  own  foundations  lie : 
Nor  seas  about  the  shores  their  arms  had 

thrown ; 
But  earth,  and  air,  and  water,  were  in  ona 
Thus  air  was  void  of  light,  and  earth  un- 
stable, 
And  water's  dark  abyss  tmnavlgable. 
No  certain  form  on  any  was  imprest ; 
All  were  confused,  and  each  oisturbed  the 

rest. 
For  hot  and  cold  were  in  one  bodyfix'd. 
And  soft  with  hard,  and  light  with  heavy, 

mix'd. 
But  God,  our  Nature,  wfaHe  they  thus  con- 
tend. 
To  these  intestine  disoords  puts  an  end. 


Then  earfli  from  air,  and  seas  from  earth 

were  driven. 
And  grosser  air  sank  from  ethereal  heaven. 

Ovidj  tr,  hy  John  Drydetu 

9W.  OBEATIOV,  Onuwrfitiim  A 

With  what  an  awful  world-revolviaff  power 
Were  first  the  unwiddy  planets  Xaundied 

along 
The  illimitable  void  I    Thus  to  remain. 
Amid  the  flux  of  many  thousand  years, 
That  oft  had  swept  the  toiling  race  of  men 
And  all  their  labored  monuments  away. 
Firm,  unremitting,  matchless,  in  thdr  coune : 
To  the  kind-tempered  change  of  night  and 

day. 
And  of  the  seasons,  ever  stealing  round 
Minutely  faithful ;  such  the  All-perfect  Hand, 
That  poised,  impels,  and  rules  the  steady 

whole.  Jamee  Thornton. 

571.  OSEATIOH,  Beforiptiim  of  the. 

Meanwhile  the  Son 
On  His  great  expedition  now  appeared. 
Girt  witn  omnipotence,  with  raoianoe  crown'd 
Of  majesty  divme ;  sapience  and  love 
Immense,  and  all  His  Fathez  in  Him  shone. 
About  His  chariot  numberless  were  pour'd 
Cherub  and  seraph,  potentates  and  thrones, 
And  virtues,   wmg'd   spirits,  and  chariots 

wing'd 
From  th^  armory  of  God,  where  stand  of  old 
Myriads  between  two  brazenjnountains  lodg'd 
Against  a  solemn  day,  hamess'd  at  hand. 
Celestial  equipage ;  and  now  came  forth 
Spontaneous,  for  within  them  spirits  liv'd. 
Attendant  on  their  Lord :  heaven  open'd  wide 
Her  ever-during  gates,  Harmonious  sound 
On  golden  hinges  moving,  to  let  forth 
The  Kin^  of  Glory  in  His  powerful  word 
And  spirit  coming  to  create  new  worlds. 
On  heavenly  ground  they  stood,  and  from 

the  shore 
They  viewed  the  vast  immeasurable  abyss, 
Outrageous  as  a  sea,  dark,  wasteful,  wild. 
Up  from  the  bottom  tum'd  by  furious  winds 
And  surging  waves,  as  mountains,  to  assault 
Heav'n's  height,  and  with  the  centre  mix  the 

pole. 
Siloice,  ye  troubled  waves,  and  thou  deep, 

peace. 
Said  then  th'  omniflc  Word,  your  discord 

end; 
Nor  stay'd,  but  on  the  wings  of  cherubim 
Uplift^  in  paternal  glory  rode 
Far  into  Chaos,  and  the  world  unborn. 
For  Chaos  heard  His  voice:  Him  all  Histraiii 
Follow'd  in  bright  procession  to  behold 
Creation,  and  the  wonders  of  His  might. 
Then  stay'd  the  fervid  wheels,  and  in  His 

hand 
He  took  the  golden  compasses,  prepared 
In  God's  eternal  store,  to  drcumscribe 
This  universe,  and  all  created  things : 
One  foot  He  centred,  and  the  other  turned 
Round  tlurowh  the  vast  profundity  obsoonv 
And  said,  'Hius  far  extend,  thiu  far  tfay 

bounds^ 
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nSB  be  thy  jmt  dicamf  erenoe,  O  world. 
Tims  Qod  the  heav^  created,  thus  the  earth. 
Matter  anf  onn*d  and  void ;  darkness  profound 
Covered  th*  abyss :  bat  on  the  watery  cahn 
His  brooding  inngs  the  Spirit  of  Qod  ont- 

fspma. 
And  Tital  Tirtne  mfoB'd,  and  yital  warmth 
Thron^ont  the  floid  mass,  but  downward 

pnrg'd 
The  black,  tartaiwoa  cold,  mfiwnal  dregs, 
Adrorae  to  life;  then  founded,  that  con- 

^lob'd 
Like  things  to  like,  the  rest  to  several  place 
IMspaited,  and  between  span  out  the  air. 
And  earth  self-balanced  on  her  centre  hnnff. 
Let  there  be  light,  sud  Qod,  and  forthwith 

light 
Ethereal  first,  of  things,  quintessence  pnre, 
Bpmag  from  the  de^,  and  from  her  natiye 

east 
To  journey  the  airy  gloom  began. 
Sphered  in  a  radiant  dond,  for  yet  the  son 
Was  not;  she  in  a  dondy  tabernacle 
Sojourned  the  while.    God  saw  the  light  was 

good; 
And  light  from  darkness  by  the  hemisphere 
Divided ;  light  the  day,  and  darknww  night 
He  nam^d.    Thus  was  the  first  day  ey'n  and 

mom, 
Kor  past  uncelebrated,  nor  unsung 
By  the  celestial  choirs,  when  orient  light 
Exhaling  first  from  darkness  they  beheld ; 
Birthday  of  heav'n  and  earth ;  with  joy  and 

shout 
The  hollow  universal  orb  they  fill'd. 
And  toudied  their  golden  harps,  and  hymn- 
ing praised 
God  and  His  works,  Creator  Him  they  sung, 
Botii  when  first  evening  was,  and  when  &st 

mom« 
Anin,  God  said,  let  there  be  firmament 
Amid  the  waters,  and  let  it  divide 
The  waters  from  the  waters :  and  God  made 
The  firmament,  expanse  of  liquid,  pure, 
Tran^MireDt,  elemental  air,  difius'a 
In  circuit  to  the  uttermost  convex 
Of  this  great  round;  partition  firm  and  sure, 
The  waters  underneath  from  those  above 
Dividing ;  for  as  earth,  so  He  the  world 
Built  on  drcumfiuous  waters  calm,  in  wide 
Crystalline  ocean,  and  the  loud  misrule 
Of  Chaos  far  removed,  lest  fierce  extremes 
Contiguous  might  distemper  the  whole  frame. 
And  heav'n  He  named  the  firmament :  so  even 
And  morning  chorus  sung  the  second  day. 

The  earth  was  formed,  but  in  the  womb  ss  yet 
Of  waters,  embryon  immature  involv*d, 
Appear'd  not:  over  all  the  face  of  earth 
luun  ocean  flowed,  not  idle,  but  with  warm 
Prolific  humor  softening  all  her  globe, 
Fermoited  the  great  mother  to  conceive. 
Satiate  with  genial  moisture,  when  God  said. 
Be  gathor'd  now,  ye  waters  under  heav'n, 
bito  one  place,  and  let  dry  land  appear. 
Immediately  the  mountains  huge  appear 
Emergent,  and  their  broad  bare  backs  iq>heave 


Lito  the  douds,  their  tops  sscend  the  sky ; 
So  high  as  heaved  the  tumid  hills,  so  low 
Down  sunk  a  hollow  bottom  broad  and  deep, 
Capadous  bed  of  waters :  thither  they 
Hasted  with  fflad  predpitance,  uproU*d 
As  drops  on  dust  conglobing  from  the  dry ; 
Part  rise  in  crystal  wall,  or  ridge  direct, 
For  haste:  such  fiight  the  great  command 

impressed 
On  the  BiHft  floods :  as  armies  at  the  call  1 
Of  trumpet  (for  of  armies  thou  hast  heard) 
Troop  to  their  standard,  so  the  wat'ry  throng. 
Wave  rolling  after  wave^  where  way  they 

found. 
If  8teq>,  with  torrent  rapture,  if  through 

plain. 
Soft-ebbing;   nor  withstood  them  rode  or 

hm. 
But  they,  or  under  ground,  or  drcnit  wide 
With  serpent  error  wandering,  found  their 

way, 
And  on  the  washy  ooze  deep  channels  wore ; 
Easy,  ere  God  had  bid  the  ground  be  dry, 
All  but  within  those  banks,  where  rivers  no^ 
Stream,   and  perpetual   draw  their  humid 

train. 
The  dry  land,  earth,  and  the  great  receptacle 
Of  congregated  waters  he  called  seas : 
And  saw  that  it  was  good,  and  said.  Let  th' 

earth 
Put  forth  the  verdant  grass,  herb  yielding 

seed. 
And  fruit-teee  vielding  fruit  after  her  Idnd, 
Whose  seed  is  m  hersdf  upon  the  earth. 
He  scarce  had  said,  when  the  bare  earth,  till 

then 
Desert  and  bare,  unsightly,  unadom'd. 
Brought  forth  the  tender  grass,  whose  verdure 

dad 
Her  universal  face  with  pleasant  green. 
Then  herbs  of  every  leaf,  that  sudden  flow^r*d 
Opening  their  various  colors,  and  made  gay 
Her  bosom,  smelling  sweet :  and  these  scarce 

blown. 
Forth  fiourish'd  thick  the  dust^ring  vine, 

forth  crept 
The  smelling  gourd,  up  stood  the  corny  reed 
Embattled  in  her  field ;  and  th'  humble  shrub, 
And  bush  with  frizzled  hair  impUdt ;  last 
Rose  as  in  dance  the  statdy  trees,  and  spread 
Their  branches  hung  with  copious  fruit,  or 

gemmed 
Their  Uossoms :  with  high  woods  the  hills 

were  crowned. 
With  tufts  the  valley  and  each  fountain  side. 
With  borders  long  the  rivers :  that  earth  now 
Seemed  like  to  heaven,  a  seat  where  gods 

might  dwdl 
Or  wander  with  delight,  and  love  to  haunt 
Her  sacred  shades :  though  God  had  yet  not 

rained 
Upon  the  earth,  and  man  to  till  the  ground 
None  was,  but  from  the  earth  a  dewy  mist 
Went  up  and  watered  all  the  ground^  and  each 
Plant  of  the  field,  which  ere  it  was  in  th'  earth 
God  made,  and  every  herb,  before  it  grew 
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On  the  green  stem;  Cfod  saw  that  it  was 

good: 
So  ev'n  and  morn  recorded  the  third  day. 
Again  the  Almighty  spake,  Let  there  be 

lights 
High  in  th*  expanse  of  heaven  to  divide 
The  day  from  night;  and  let  them  be  for 

signs, 
For  seasons,  and  for  days,  and  circling  years, 
And  let  them  be  for  lights  as  I  ordain 
Their  office  in  the  firmament  of  heav'n 
To  give  light  on  the  earth ;  and  it  was  so. 
And  God  made  two  great  lights,  great  for 

their  use 
To  man,  the  greater  to  have  rule  by  day. 
The  less  by  night  altem :  and  made  the  stars. 
And  set  them  in  the  firmament  of  heaven' 
T*  illuminate  the  earth  and  rule  the  day 
In  their  vicissitude,  and  rule  the  night, 
And  li^ht  from  darkness  to  divide.     Qod  sawj 
Surveying  His  great  work,  that  it  was  good : 
For  of  celestial  bodies,  first  the  sun 
A  mighty  sphere  He  framed,  unlightsome  first, 
Though  of  ethereal  mould :  then  formed  the 

moon 
Globose,  and  every  magnitude  of  stars. 
And  sow'd  with  stars  the  heav'n  thidc  as  a 

field. 
Of  Hght  by  far  the  greater  part  He  took. 
Transplanted  from  her  cloudy  shrine,  and 

placed 
In  the  sun^s  orb,  made  j>orous  to  receive 
And  drink  the  liquid  bght,  firm  to  retain 
Her  gathered  beams,  great  palace  now  of  light 
Hither  as  to  their  fountain  other  stars 
Repairing,  in  their  golden  urns  draw  light, 
And  hence  the   morning  planet   gil<£  hor 

horns; 
By  tincture  or  reflection  they  augment 
Their  small  peculiar,  though  from  human 

sight 
So  far  remote,  with  diminution  seen. 
First  in  his  east  the  glorious  lamp  was  seen, 
Regent  of  day,  and  all  th*  horizon  round 
Invested  with  bright  rays,  pocund  to  run 
His  longitude  through  heav'n^s  high  road; 

the  gray 
Dawn  and  the  Pleiades  before  him  danc'd. 
Shedding  sweet  influence;  less  bright  the 

moon, 
But  opposite  in  levelled  west  was  set 
His  mirror,  with  full  face  borrowing  her  light 
From  him,  for  other  liffht  she  needed  none 
In  that  aspect,  and  stiU  that  distance  keeps 
Till  night,  then  in  the  east  her  turn  she  shmes. 
Revolved  onheavVs  great  axle,  and  her  reign 
With  tiiousand  lesser,  lights  dividual  holds. 
With  thousand  thousands  stars,  that  then  ap- 
peared 
Spanglmf^  the  hemisphere :  then  first  adorned 
With  their  bright  luminaries  that  set  and  rose. 
Glad  evening  and  glad  mom  crowned  the 

fourth  day. 
And  Qod  said,  Let  the  waters  generate 
Reptile  with  spawn  abundant,  livinff  soul: 
And  let  fowl  fly  above  the  earth,  with  wings 


Displayed  on,  W  oiMsn  firmament  of  heaven. 
Ana  God  created  the  great  whales,  and  each 
Soul  living,  each  that  crept,  which  plenteondy 
The  waters  generated  by  their  kinos. 
And  every  bird  of  wing  after  his  kind ; 
And  saw  tiiat  it  was  good,  and  blessed  them. 

Baying, 
Be  fruitful,  multiply,  and  in  the  seas 
And  lakes  and  running  streams  the  waters  fill : 
And  let  the  fowl  be  multiply'd  on  th^  earth. 
Forthwith  the  sounds  and  seas,  each  creek 

and  bay 
With  fry  innumerable  swarm,  and  shoals 
Of  fish  that  with  their  fins  and  shining  scales 
Glide  under  the  green  wave,  in  sculls  that  oft 
Bank  the  mid  sea :  part  single  or  with  mate 
Graze  the  sea- weed  tiieir  pasture,  and  through 

groves 
Of  coru  stray,  or  sporting  with  quick  glance 
Show  to  the  sun  their  wav'd  coats  dropt  with 

gold 
Or  in  their  pearly  shells  at  ease,  attend 
Moist  nutriment,  or  under  rocks  their  food 
In  jointed  armor  watdb :  on  smooth  the  seal. 
And  bended  dolphins  play :  part  huge  of  bulk 
Wallowing  unwieldy,  enormous  in  Uieir  gait, 
Tempest  the  ocean:  there  leviathan, 
Hugest  of  living  creatures,  on  the  deep 
Stretched  like  a  promontory,  sleeps  or  swims, 
And  seems  a  moving  land,  and  at  his.  gills 
Draws  in,  and  at  his  trunk  spouts  out  a  sea. 
Meanwhile  the  tepid  caves,  and  fens  and 

shores 
Their  brood  as  numerous  hatch,  from  th' 

egg  that  soon 
Bursting  with  kindly  rupture  forth  disclosed 
Their  callow  young,  but  feathered  soon  and 

fledge 
They  summed  their  pens,  and  soaring  the  air 

sublime 
With  dang  despis'd  the  ground,  under  a  cloud 
In  prospect ;  there  the  eagle  and  the  stork 
On  cliffs  and  cedar  tops  &eir  eyries  build ; 
Part  loosely  wing  the  region,  part  more  wise 
In  common,  rang'd  in  figure,  wedge  their 

ways 
Intelligent  of  seasons,  and  set  forth 
Their  airy  caravan  high  over  seas 
Flying,  and  over  lan&  with  mutual  wing 
Easing  their  flight ;  steers  the  prudent  crane 
Her  annual  voyage,  borne  on  winds ;  the  air 
Floats  as  they  pass,  fimn'd  with  uimumber^d 

plumes 
From  branch  to  branch  the  smaller  birds  with 

song 
Solaced  the  woods,  and  spread  their  painted 

wings 
Till  ev^n,  nor  then  the  solemn  nightingale 
Ceased  warbling,  but  all  night  tun^d  her  soft 

lays: 
Others  on  silver  lakes  and  rivers  bathed 
Their  downy  breast:   the  swan  with  arch'd 

neck 
Between  her  white  wings  mantling  proudly, 

rows 
Her  state  with  oary  feet ;  yet  oft  they  quit 
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Tliadaiik;  and  riaiiig  on  stiff  pennons,  tower 
The  mid  aiSiial  sky :  others  on  ground 
Walked  finn ;  the  crested  code  whose  clarion 

sounds 
The  olent  honis,  and  th^  other  whose  gaj 

train 
Adonis  him,  colored  with  the  florid  hue 
Of  rainbows  and  stanyeyes.    Ihe  waters  thus 
With  fish  repleDish'd,  and  tlia  air  with  f owL 

John  MUtcn, 
•ra.  OXEAHOl,  Display  •£ 

The  heavens  are  a  point  from  the  pen  of  ffis 
perfection; 

The  worid  b  a  rosebud  from  tiie  bower  of  Iffis 
beauty; 

The  sun  is  a  spark  from  the  li^t  of  His  wis- 
dom; 

And  the  sky  a  bubble  on  the  sea  of  His 
power.  Sir  W.  Jonm, 

879.  OBBATIOVf  Odms  oft 

Earth  hath  its  gems  around; 
Creatures  through  ether  winging, 
Flowerets  in  glory  springinff, 
Dew-drops  upon  the  grouna;    . 
Sparks  of  the  waterfall,  insects^  wings — 
Ay  I  and  a  million  beautiful  things  1 

Sea  hath  its  gems  below  I 
In  grottos,  to  man  forbidden, 
Marvellous  treasures  are  hidden — 
Pearls  and  corallines  grow ; 
Deep  and  dark  in  the  tombs  of  the  waye. 
Jewels  are  hung  in  palace  and  cave. 

Heaven  hath  its  gems  above  t 
Look  1  for  its  arch  exalted 
With  planets  and  stars  is  vaulted. 
Oh,  what  spirits  may  rove — 
Qems    of  the  soul-through  scenes  like 
these. 
Learning  eternal  mysteries. 

Sir  John  Bowring. 

574.  OBEATIOH.  God  in. 

The  Qod  of  nature  and  of  Grace 

In  all  His  works  appears ; 
His  ^(oodness  through  the  earth  ^^  traoe^ 

His  grandeur  in  the  spheres. 

Behold  this  fair  and  fertile  globe^ 

By  Him  in  wisdom  planned ; 
TTwas  He  who  girded  like  a  robe 

The  ocean  round  the  land. 

lift  to  the  Armament  your  eye. 

Thither  His  path  pursue ; 
His  glory,  boundless  as  the  sky. 

Overwhelms  the  wondering  view. 

He  bows  the  heavens — the  mountains  stand 

A  highway  for  their  God ; 
He  wa&a  amidst  the  desert  landt 

— ^Tis  Eden  where  He  trod. 

The  forests  in  His  strength  rejoice ; 

Hark !  on  the  evening  breeze. 
As  once  of  old,  the  Lord  God's  voice 

Is  heard  among  the  trees. 


Here  on  the  hills  He  feeds  His  herds, 

His  flodcs  on  yonder  plains ; 
His  praise  is  warbled  by  the  birds, — 

O  could  we  catch  the  strains  1 — 

Mount  with  the  lark,  and  bear  our  song 

Up  to  the  gates  of  light. 
Or  with  the  nightingale  prolong 

Our  numbers  through  the  night ! 

In  ev^ry  stream  His  bounty  flows, 

Diffusing  Joy  and  wealth ; 
In  ev'ry  breeze  His  spirit  blows, — 

The  breath  of  life  and  health. 

His  blessings  fall  in  plenteous  diowen 

Upon  the  lap  of  eiui;h. 
That  teems  with  foliage,  fruit,  and  flowers. 

And  rings  with  infant  mirth. 

If  God  hath  made  this  world  so  fair, 

Where  sin  and  death  abound. 
How  beautiful  beyond  compare 
WiU  Paradise  be  foundl 

JamM  Montffomerff, 

6T5*  OBEAHOH,  Fteha  oil 

Heralds  of  crealion  t  cry — 
Pnuse  the  Lord,  the  Lord  most  hi^ ; 
Heaven  and  earth,  obey  the  call, 
Praise  the  Lord,  the  Lord  of  alL 

For  He  spake,  and  forth  from  night 
Sprang  the  universe  to  light; 
He  commanded, — ^nature  heard. 
And  stood  fast  upon  His  word. 

Praise  Him,  all  ye  hosts  above ; 
Spirits  peif eetcd  in  love ; 
Sun  ana  moon,  your  voices  raise ; 
Sing,  ye  stars,  your  Maker's  praise. 

Darth,  from  all  thy  depths  below, 
Ocean's  hall^ligahs  flow ; 
Lightning,  vapor,  wind,  and  storm, 
Hail  and  snow.  His  will  perform. 

Birds,  on  wings  of  rapture  soar. 
Warble  at  His  temple  door ; 
Joyful  sounds  from  herds  and  flocks, 
Edho  back,  ye  caves  and  rocks. 

High  above  all  height  His  throne; 
Excellent  His  name  alone ; 
Him  let  all  His  works  confess,  > 
Him  let  all  His  children  bless. 

James  Montfiomery, 

n6m  OBEATIOV,  Yoioe  oil 

The  qmdous  firmament  on  high, 

With  all  the  blue,  ethereal  sky. 

And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame, 

Their  great  Original  proclaim ; 

The  unweiuied  sun,  uom  day  to  day. 

Does  his  Creator's  power  display. 

And  publishes  to  every  land 

The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail. 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale, 
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And  nightly  to  the  listening  eartib 

Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth ; 

While  aU  the  stars  that  round  h^  bnm, 

And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 

Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 

And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

What  though,  in  solemn  silenoe,  all 
Move  round  the  dark,  terrestrial  ballf 
What  though  no  real  yoice  or  sound 
Amid  their  radiant  orbs  be  found  ? 
In  reason's  ear  they  aU  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  yoice, 
Forerer  singing  as  they  shine, 
*'  The  hand  that  made  va  is  dirine  1 " 

Joseph  Addison. 

5T7.  OBBATIOV,  Work  «fi 

From  the  throne  of  the  Highest  the  mandate 
came  forth, 
From  the  word  of  Omnipotent  God ; 
And  the  elements  fashioned  His  footstool 
the  earth. 
And  the  Heayens  His  holy  abode : 
And  EUs  Spirit  moyed  oyer  the  fathomless 
flood 
Of  waters  that  fretted  in  darknefw  around. 
Until,  at  His  bidding,  their  turbulent  mood 
Was  hushed  to  a  calm,  and  obedient  they 
stood, 
Where  He  fixed  their  perpetual  bound. 

By  the  word  of  Omnipotence,  yalley  and  hill 
Were  clothed  with  the  grass  and  the  flower ; 
And  the  fruit-tree  expan&d  its  blooms  by  the 
rill. 
And  the  nourishing  herb  in  the  bower ; 
And  the  Ban  of  the  morning—the  fountaia  of 
light — 
Threw  his  cherishing  rays  through  creation 
afar; 
And  the  region  of  darkness — the  season  of 

night — 
The   sister  of  chaos — grew  beauteous   and 
bright 
By  the  beams  of  the  moon  and  the  star. 

By  the  word  of  Omnipotence,  nature  brought 
forth 
The  fish,  and  the  beast,  and  the  bird: 
And  they  played  in  the  waters,  and  browsed 
on  the  earth, 
And  the  air  by  their  carol  was  stirred ; 
And  man,  in  the  image  and  likeness  of  Qod, 

Erected  his  person  majestic  and  tall  ; 
And  though,  like  a  worm,  he  was  formed  of 

the  dod. 
Yet,  the  fayorite  of  Heayen,  he  conq)icu- 
ously  trod 
The  lord  and  possessor  of  alL 

WmiamKnox, 

ft 76«  OBEATOB,  Fniit  to  tk«i. 

Adam,  These  are  Thy  glorious  works,  Parent 

of  good. 
Almighty,  Thine  this  xmiyerBal  frame, 
Thus  wondrous  fair;  Thyself  how  wondrous 

then! 


Unspeakable,  who  sitt'st  aboye  these  heayens 
To  us  inyisible,  or  dimly  seen 
In  these  Thy  lowest  worics ;  yet  tbme  declare 
Thy  goodness  beyond  thought,  and  power 

diyine. 
Speak,  ye  who  best  can  tell,  ye  sons  of  light, 
Angels ;  for  ye  behold  Him,  and  with  songs 
And  choral  symphonies,  day  without  nighl^ 
Circle  His  throne  rejoidng ;  yeinheayen. 
On  earth  join,  aU  ye  creatures,  to  extol 
Him  first.  Him  last,  Him  midst,  and  witiioot 

end. 
Fairest  of  stars,  last  in  the  train  of  night| 
If  better  thou  belong  not  to  the  dawn. 
Sure  pledge  of  dsty,  that  crown^st  the  smiling 

mom 

With  thy  bright  drdet,  praise  Him  in  thy 

sphere, 
While  day  arises,  that  sweet  hour  of  prime. 
Thou  sun,  of  this  great  world  both  eye  and 

soul, 
Acknowledge  Him  thy  greater ;   sound  His 

praise 
In  thy  eternal  course,  both  wlien  thou  dimb'st. 
And  when  jiigh  noon  hast  gained,  and  when 

thou  fall^st 
Moon,  thut  now  meets  the  orient  sun,  now 

fliest, 
With  the  fixed  stars,  fixed  in  thehr  orb  that 

flies. 
And  ye  fiye  other  wandering  fires  that  moye 
In  mystic  dance  not  without  song,  resound 
EQs  praise,  who  out  of  darkness  called  up 

light 
Air,  andyo  elements,  the  eldest  birth 
Of  Nature^s  womb,  that  in  quaternion  run 
Perpetual  circle,  multiform,  and  mix 
Ana  nourish  all  things,  let  your  oeaselesB 

change 
Vary  to  our  great  Maker  still  new  praise. 
Ye  mists  and  exhalations,  that  now  rise 
From  hill  or  steaming  lake,  dusky  or  gray. 
Till  the  sun  paint  your  fieecy  skirts  with  gold. 
In  honor  to  the  world's  great  Author  rise. 
Whether  to  deck  with  douds  the  micolored 

sky. 
Or  wet  the  thirsty  earth  with  falling  show- 
ers, 
Rising  or  falling,  still  adyanoe  His  praise. 
His  praise,  ye  wmds,  that  from  four  quarters 

blow. 
Breathe  soft  or  loud ;  and  waye  your  tops,  ye 

pines. 
With  eyery  plant,  in  sign  of  worship  waye. 
Fountains,  and  ye  that  warble,  as  ye  fiow, 
Mdodious  murmurs,  warblinff  tune  His  praise. 
Join  yoices,  aU  ye  liying  soms ;  ye  birds, 
That  singing  up  to  Heayen-gate  ascend. 
Bear  on  your  wings  and  in  your  notes  His 

praise. 
Ye  that  in  waters  glide,  and  ye  that  walk 
The  earth,  and  statdy  tread,  or  lowly  creep. 
Witness  if  I  be  silent,  mom  or  eyen, 
To  hill  or  yalley,  fountain  or  fresh  shade. 
Made  yocal  by  my  song,  and  taught  His 

praise. 
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Hail,  nniTenal  Lord  I  be  bounteous  etiU 
To  give  us  only  good ;  and  if  the  night 
Haye  gathered  aught  of  evil,  or  concealed 
Dkperae  it,  as  now  lig^t  dii^iels  the  dark. 

Rttsed  crednlitj,  thou  great,  great  god  of 

crix>r, 
Thou  art  the  strong  foundation  of  huge 

wrongs. 
To  tiiee  give  I  my  tows  and  sacrifioe ; 
By  thee,  ereat  deity,  he  doth  believe 
mflehoooB,  that  faJaehood^s  self  could  not 

invent ; 
And  from  that  misbelief  doth  draw  a  course 
T*  overwhelm  e^en  virtue,  truth,  and  sanctity. 
Let  him  go  on,  blest  stars ;  'tis  meet  he  fall, 
Whose  bundf  old  judgment  hath  no  guide  at 

alL  Madien, 

M#»  OBEED^  Ilw  ApotOti'. 

I  believe  in  Qod  the  Father  Almighty,  Maker 
of  heaven  and  earth : 

And  in  Jesus  Christ,  His  only  Son  our  Lord; 

Who  was  conceived  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  bom 
of  the  Virgin  Mary ; 

Suffered  under  Pontius  Pilate,  was  crudfled, 
dead  wad  buried :  He  descended  into 
heU; 

The  third  day  He  rose  again  from  the  dead ; 

He  ascended  into  heaven,  and  sitteth  at  the 
rl^ht  hand  of  God  the  Father  Al- 
mighty ; 

From  thence  He  shaU  come  to  judge  the 
quick  and  the  dead. 

I  believe  in  the  Holy  Ghost : 

The  Holy  Catholic  Church;  the  communion 

of  saints : 
The  f (xgiveness  of  sins : 
The  resurrection  of  the  body : 
And  the  life  everlasting.    Axes, 

ftSl.  OSEBD^  Ths  nnt 

'"^ What  is  thy  creedt "  a  hundred  lips  in- 
quire; 
*"!niou  seekest  Qod  beneath  what  Christian 

spire  ?  " 
Kor  ask  they  idly,  for  uncounted  lies 
float  upward  on  the  smoke  of  sacrifice ; 
When  man's  first  incense  rose  above  the  plain. 
Of  earth's  two  altars  one  was  built  by  Cidn ! 

Uncursed  by  doubt,  our  earliest  creed  we 
take; 
We  love  the  preoq^ts  for  the  teacher's  sake ; 
The  simple  lessons  which  the  nursery  taught 
Fell  soft  and  stainless  on  the  buds  of  thought. 
And  the  full  blossom  owes  its  fairest  hue 
To  those  sweet  tear-drops  of  afifection's  dew. 

Too  oft  the  light  that  led  our  earlier  hours 
Fades  with  the  perfume  of  our  cradle  fiow- 

ers; 
The  dear,   cold  question  chills   to   frozen 

doubt ; 
Tired  of  beliefs^  we  dread  to  live  without ; 


O  then,  if  Reason  waver  at  thy  side, 
Let  humbler  Memory  be  thy  gentle  guide ; 
Go  to  thy  birthplace,  and  if  faith  was  Ihere, 
Repeat   thy   father's   creed,    thy    mother's 
prayer!  Oliver  WendeU Hdmei. 

583.  0SIBI8,  A  Istioa'i. 

Once  to  every  man  and  nation  comes  the  mo- 
ment to  dedde, 

Li  the  strife  of  Truth  with  Falsehood,  for 
the  good  or  evil  side ; 

Some  great  cause,  God's  new  Messiah,  offer- 
ing each  the  bloom  or  blight, 

Parts  the  goats  upon  the  left  hand,  and  the 
sheep  upon  the  right, 

And  the  oioioe  goes  by  forever 'twizt  that 
darkness  and  tiiat  light. 

Hast  thou  chosen,  O  my  people,  on  whose 

party  thou  shalt  stand. 
Ere  the  Doom  from  its  worn  sandals  shakes 

the  dust  against  our  land  ? 
Though  the  cause  of  Evil  prosper,  yet  'tis 

Truth  alone  is  strong, 
And,  albeit  she  wander  outcast  now,  I  see 

around  her  thronff 
Troops  of  beautiful,  taU  angels,  to  enshield 

her  from  all  wrong. 

Backward  look  across  the  ages  and  the  beacon- 
moments  see, 

That,  like  peaks  of  some  sunk  continent,  just 
through  Oblivion's  sea ; 

Not  an  ear  m  court  or  market  for  the  low 
foreboding  cry 

Of  those  Crises,  God's  stem  winnowers,  from 
whose  feet  earth's  chaff  must  fiy ; 

Never  shows  the  choice  momentous  till  the 
judgment  hath  passed  by. 

Jame$BuueU  LoweU. 

9W.  QBJSIB,  A  Sod'g. 

There  is  a  time,  we  know  not  when, 

A  point  we  know  not  where. 
That  marks  the  destiny  of  men 

To  glory  or  despair. 

There  is  a  line,  by  us  unseen, 

That  crosses  every  path ; 
The  hidden  boundur  between 

God's  patience  and  His  wrath. 

To  pass  that  limit  is  to  die — 

To  die  as  if  by  stealth ; 
It  does  not  quench  the  beaming  eye, 

Nor  pale  &e  glow  of  health. 

The  conscience  may  be  still  at  ease. 

The  spirit  light  and  gay. 
That  which  is  pleasing  still  may  please,. 

And  care  be  thi*ust  away. 

Oh,  where  is  this  mysterious  bourne 
By  which  our  path  is  crossed  ? 

Beyond  which  God  Himself  hatii  sworn 
That  he  who  goes  is  lost 

How  far  may  we  go  on  in  sin  f 
How  long  will  God  forbear! 


—    I 
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Where  does  hope  end  9  and  where  begin 
The  conjQnes  of  despair  9 

An  answer  from  the  skies  is  sent : 

Te  that  from  God  depart, 
While  it  is  called  to-day,  repent, 

And  harden  not  your  heart. 

J.  A.  Alexander, 

584*  0BIBI8,  The  Importaiit. 

At  every  motion  of  our  breath 
Life  trembles  on  the  brink  of  death, 
A  taper^s  flame  that  upward  turns. 
While  downward  to  the  dust  it  bums. 

A  moment  ushered  us  to  birth, 
Heirs  to  the  commonwealth  of  earth ; 
Moment  by  moment  years  are  past, 
And  one  ero  long  will  be  our  last. 

'Twixt  that,  long  fled,  which  gave  us  light, 
And  that  which  soon  shall  end  in  night, 
There  is  a  point  no  eye  shall  see, 
Tet  on  it  hangs  eternity. 

This  is  that  moment, — ^who  can  tell 
Whether  it  leads  to  heaven  or  hell  9 
This  is  that  moment, — ae  we  choose, 
The  immortal  soul  we  save  or  lose. 

Time  past  and  time  to  come  are  not ; 
Time  present  is  our  only  lot ; 
O  God  I  henceforth  our  hearts  incline 
To  seek  no  other  love  than  Thine. 

Jame9  Montgomery. 

5§5.  OBrno;  Vanity  of  tliA. 

How  vain  a  thing  is  man,  and  how  unwise  9 
E^en  he,  who  would  him  the  most  despise  9 
I,  who  so  wise  and  humble  seem  to  be. 
Now  my  own  pride  and  vanity  caiCt  see. 
While  the  world^s  nonsense   is  so  sharply 

shown. 
We  pull  down  others  but  to  iBiae  our  own ; 
That  we  may  angels  seem,  we  paint  them 

elves, 
And  are  but  satires  to  set  up  ourselves. 

John  Dryden, 
((M.  OUXIOIBIC,  Bitter. 

A  critic  was  of  old  a  glorious  name, 
Whose  sanction  handed  merit  up  to  fame ; 
Beauties  as  well  as  faults  he  brought  to 

view: 
His  judgment  great,  and  great  his  candor 

too. 
No  servile  rules  drew  sickly  taste  aside ; 
Secure  he  walked,  for  nature  was  his  guide. 
But   now,    O  Strang^   reverse  1   our  critics 

brawl 
In  praise  of  candor  with  a  heart  of  gall. 
Conscious  of  guilt,  and  fearful  of  tlie  light ; 
They  lurk  en&rouded  in  the  veil  of  night : 
Safe  from  destruction  seize  th*  unwary  prey. 
And  stab,  like  bravoes,  all  who  come  that 

way.  Charlee  OhurMU, 

5§7«  OBlTiOlflM;  Lawb  o£ 

Whoever  thinks  a  f  aultiess  piece  to  see, 
Tliinks  what  ne^er  was,  nor  is,  nor  e'er  shall 
be. 


In  everywork  regard  the  writer's  end, 
Since  none  can  compass  morethan  they  In- 
tend; 
And,  if  the  means  be  just,  the  conduct  true, 
Applause,  in  spite  of  trivial  foults,  is  due. 
As  men  of  breeding,  sometimes  men  of  wit, 
T*  avoid  great  errors  must  the  less  commit. 
Neglect  the  rules  each  verbal  critic  lays, 
For  not  to  know  some  trifles,  is  a  puraise. 
Most  critics,  fond  of  some  subservient  art, 
Still  make  the  whole  depend  upon  a  part. 
They  talk  of  principles,  but  notions  prize. 
And  slR  to  one  loved  folly  sacrifice ; 
Once  on  a  time.  La  Mancha's  knight,  they 

say, 
A  certain  bard  encountering  on  the  way, 
Discoursed  in  terms  as  just,  with  looks  as 

sage, 
As  e^er  could  Dennis,  of  the  Grecian  stage  ; 
Concluding  all  were  desperate  sots  and  fools, 
Who  durst  depart  from  Aristotie*s  rules. 
Our  author,  happy  in  a  judge  so  nice. 
Produced  his  play,  and  begged  the  knight's 

advice: 
Made  him  observe  the  subject  and  the  plot, 
The  manners,  passions,  unities ;  what  not  9 
All  which  exact  to  rule  were  brought  about, 
Were  but  a  combat  in  the  lists  left  out. 
''What!  leave  the  combat  out 9"  exclaims 

the  knight. 
Yes,  or  we  must  renounce  the  Stagiritc. 
"Not  so,  by  Heaven  I"  (he  answers  in    a 

rage) 
''Knights,  squires,  and  steeds  must  enter  on 

the  stage." 
So  vast  a  throng  the  stag^  can  ne'er  contain : 
"Then  build  anew,  or  act  it  in  a  plain." 

Thus  critics  of  less  judgment  than  caprice. 
Curious,  not  knowing,  not  exact,  but  nice, 
Form  short  ideas ;  and  offend  in  arts 
(As  most  in  manners)  by  a  love  to  parts. 

Some  to  conceit  alone  their  taste  confine. 
And  glittering  thoughts  struck  out  at  every 
line;  [fit; 

Pleased  with  a  work  where  nothing's  just  or 
One  glaring  chaos  and  wild  heap  of  wit 
Poets,  like  painters,  thus  unskili'd  to  trace 
The  naked  nature,  and  the  living  grace 
With  gold  and  jewels  cover  every  part, 
And  hide  with  ornaments  their  want  of  art. 
True  wit  is  Nature  to  advantage  dressed. 
What  oft  was  thought,  but  ne'er  so  well  ex- 
pressed; 
Something,  whose  trutii  convinced  at  sight 

we  find. 
That  gives  us  bade  the  image  of  our  mind. 
As   shades  more   sweetly  recommend    the 

Hght, 
So  modest  plainness  sets  off  sprightly  wit ; 
For  works  may  have  more  wit  than  does  them 

good. 
As  bodies  perish  through  excess  of  blood. 

Others  for  language  all  their  care  express, 
And  value  books,  as  women  men, — for  dress  : 
Their  praise  is  still, — the  style  is  excellent : 
The  sense,  they  humbly  take  upon  content. 
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Words  are  like  leaves ;  and  where  they  most 

abound, 
Much  fruit  of  sense  beneath  is  rarely  found. 
False  eloquence^  like  the  prismatic  glass. 
Its  gaudy  colors  ^reads  on  every  place ; 
The  f  aoo  of  nature  we  no  more  survey, 
All  glares  alike,  without  distinction  ^y ; 
Bat  true  expression,  like  the  unchanging  sun, 
Clears  and  improves  whatever  it  shines  upon ; 
It  gilds  all  objects,  but  it  alters  none. 
Expression  is  the  dress  of  thought,  and 

still 
Appears  more  decent  as  more  suitable  : 
A  vile  conceit  in  pompous  words  expressed, 
Is  like  a  crown  in  regal  purple  dressed: 
For  different  styles  witk  different  subjects 

sort. 
As  several  garbs,  with  country,  town,  and 

court 
In  words,  as  fashions,  the  same  rule  will 

hold; 
Alike  fantastic,  if  too  new  or  old : 
Be  not  the  first  by  whom  the  new  are  tried, 
I^or  yet  the  last  to  lay  the  old  aside. 

But  most  by  numbers  judge  a  poet^s  song ; 
And  smooth  or  rough,  with  them,  is  right  or 

wrong. 
In  the  bright  Muse  though  thousand  charms 

conspire 
Her  voice  is  all  these  tuneful  fools  admire : 
How  haunt  Parnassus  but  to  please  their  ear, 
Kot  mend  their  minds;  as  some  to  church 

repair, 
Kot  for  the  doctrine,  but  the  music  there. 
These,  equal  syllables  alone  require, 
Though  oft  the  ear  the  open  vowels  tire : 
While  expletives  their  feeble  aid  do  join. 
And  ten  low  words  oft  creep  in  one  dull  line : 
While  they  ring  round  the  same  unvaried 

(diimes, 
With  sure  returns  of  still  expected  rhymes ; 
Wherever  you  find  the    '^cooling   western 

breeze," 
Ih4he  next  line  it  **  whispers  through  the 

trees : " 
If  crystal  streams  "with  pleasing  murmurs 

creep," 
The  reader's  threatened,  (not  in  vain,)  with 

"  sleep : " 
Then  at  the  last  and  only  couplet,  fraught 
With  some  unmeaning   thing  they  call  a 

thought, 
A  needless  Alexandrine  ends  the  song. 
That,  like  a  wounded  snake,  drags  its  slow 

length  along. 
Leave  such  to  tune  their  own  dull  rhymes, 

and  know 
What's  roundly  smooth   or    languishingly 

slow: 
And  praise,  the  easy  vigor  of  a  line, 
Where  Denham's  strength  and  Waller^s  sweet- 
ness join. 
True  ease  in  writing  comes  from  art,  not 

chanoC) 
As  those  move  easiest  who  have  learned  to 

dance. 


Tis  not  enough  no  harshness  ^ves  offence ; 
The  sound  must  seem  an  echo  to  the  sense : 
Soft  is  the  strain  when  Zephyr  gently  blows, 
And  the  smooth  stream  in  smoother  numbers 

fiows: 
But  when  loud  surges  lash  the  sounding  shore. 
The  hoarse,  rough  verse  shotdd  like  the  tor- 
rent roar. 
When  Ajax  strives  some  rock's  vast  weight 

to  throw, 
The  line,  too,  Ltkbors,  and  the  words  move 

slow: 
Not  so  when  swift  Camilla  scours  the  plain. 
Flies  o^er  the  unbending   com,  and   skims 

along  the  main, 
Hear  how  limothens*  varied  lays  surprise. 
And  bid  alternate  passions  fall  and  rise ! 
While,  at  each  change,  the  son  of  Libyan 

Jove 
Kow  bums  with  glory,  and  then  melts  with 

love  : 
Now  his  fierce  eyes  with  sparkling  fury  glow ; 
Now  sighs  steal  out,  and  tears  b^in  to  flow : 
Persians  and  Greeks  like   turns  o{  nature 

found. 
And  the  world's  victor  stood  subdued  by 

sound.  Alexander  Fi>pe» 

5§6.  0B068,  Bearing  the. 

Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone. 

And  all  the  world  go  free  ? 
No,  there's  a  cross  for  every  one, 

And  there^s  a  cross  for  me. 

The  consecrated  cross  PU  bear 

Till  death  shaU  set  me  free  ; 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear. 

For  there's  a  crown  for  me. 

How  happy  are  the  saints  above, 
Who  once  went  sorrowing  here  I 

But  now  they  taste  unmingled  love,   . 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 

Upon  the  crystal  pavement,  down 

At  Jesus'  pierced  feet, 
Joyful  I'll  cast  my  golden  crown, 

And  His  dear  Name  repeat. 

And  palms  shall  wave,  and  harps  shaU  ring. 

Beneath  heaven's  arches  high ; 
The  Lord  that  lives,  the  ransomed  sing. 

That  lives,  no  morQ  to  die. 

Oh,  precious  cross  1  oh,  glorious  crown  I 

Oh,  resurrection  dayil 
Te  angels,  from  the  stars  come  down, 

And  bear  my  soul  away.       G,  N,  AUen, 

ft§9*  0B068,  B«n«fit  of  tho. 

.  We  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who  died. 
Of  Him  who  died  upon  the  cross : 
The  sinner's  hope  let  men  deride ; 
For  this  we  count  the  world  but  loss. 

Inscribed  upon  the  cross  wo  see 
The  shining  letters  **  God  is  love  : " 

He  bears  our  sins  upon  the  tree. 
He  brings  us  mercy  from  above. 


143 


The  cross,  it  takes  our  gniltaway, 
It  holds  the  fainting  spirit  up ; 

It  cheers  with  hope  the  gloomy  day, 
And  sweetens  eyery  bitter  cup. 

It  makes  the  coward  spirit  braye, 
And  nerves  the  feeble  arm  for  fight ; 

It  takes  its  terror  from  the  graye, 
And  gilda  the  bed  of  death  with  light 

The  balm  of  Uf  e,  the  core  of  wee^ 
The  measure  and  the  pledge  of  loya, 

The  sinner's  refage  here  below, 
Hie  angels'  theme  in  heaven  above. 

Thomoi  £dl&y 

5M.  0B068,  BoMtiai;  ia  tiiAi 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
On  which  the  Prince  of  gloiy  died. 

My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pzide. 

Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  €k)d  I 

AU  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  EQs  blood. 

Bee,  from  His  head,  His  hands,  His  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  1 

Did  e*er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet  f 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 

His  dying  crimson,  like  a  robe, 
Spreads  o'er  his  body  on  the  tree ; 

Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  globe. 
And  all  the  glqbe  is  dead  to  me. 

Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mfne^ 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 

Love  so  amazing,  so  Divine, 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  alL 

Isaac  Watti. 

Ml.  OBOBS,  Ghanged. 

It  was  a  time  of  sadness — and  my  heart. 
Although  it  knew  and  loved  the  better  part, 
Felt  wauled  with  the  conflict  and  the  strife. 
And  all  the  needful  discipline  of  life. 

And  while  I  thought  on  these — as  given  to 

me 
My  trial  tests  of  faith  and  love  to  be. 
It  seemed  as  if  I  never  could  be  sure 
That  faithful  to  the  end  I  should  endure. 

And  thus  no  longer  trusting  to  His  might 
Who  says  ''we  walk  by  f^th  and  not  by 

sight," 
Doubting,  and  almost  yielding  to  despair. 
The  thought  arose,  My  cross  I  cannot  bear! 

Far  heavier  its  weight  must  surely  be 
Than  those  of  others  which  I  daily  see. 
Oh,  if  I  might  another  burdeu'choose, 
Methlnks  I  should  not  fear  my  crown  to  lose. 

A  solemn  silence  reigned  on  aU  around. 
E'en  nature*s  voices  uttered  not  a  sound. 
The  evening  shadows  seemed  of  peace  to  tell, 
And  sleep  upon  my  weary  spirit  fdL 


A.  moment's  pause — and   then  a  heavenly 

light 
Beamed  fuU  upon  my  wondering,  r^q^tured 

Anffels  on  silvery  win^  seemed  everywhere. 
And  angels'  music  thnll'd  the  balmy  air. 

Then  One,  more  fair  than  all  the  rest  to  see. 
One — ^to  whom  all  the  others  bow'd  the  knee. 
Came  gently  to  me  as  I  trembling  lay, 
And— '' Follow  Me,"  he  said;  ''I  am  the 
Way." 

Then  speaking  thus.  He  led  me  te  above. 
And  there,  Ixmeath  a  canopy  of  love, 
Crosses  of  divers  shape  and  sixe  were  seen. 
Larger  and  smaller  thsn  mine  own  had  been. 

And  one  there  was  most  beauteous  to  behold* 
A  little  one,  with  jewels  set  in  gold; 
Ah,  this  methought  I  can  with  comfort  wear. 
For  it  will  be  an  easy  one  to  bear. 

And  so  the  little  cross  I  quickly  took. 
But  all  at  once  my  frame  oeneath  it  shook ; 
The  sparkling  jewels,  fair  were  tiiey  to  see, 
But  far  too  heavy  was  their  weight  for  me. 

This  may  not  be,  I  cried— 4md  looked  again 
To  see  if  any  there  could  ease  my  pain. 
But  one  by  one  I  pass'd  them  slowly  by. 
Till  on  a  lovely  one  I  cast  my  eye. 

Fair  flowers  around  its  sculptur'd  form  en- 

twin'd. 
And  ffraoe  and  beauty  seem'd  in  it  combin'd ; 
Wonoering  I  gazed — and  still  I  wOnder'd 

more 
To  think  so  many  should  have  pass'd  it  o'er. 

But  oh,  that  form,  so  beautiful  to  see. 
Soon  made  its  hidden  sorrows  known  to 

me; 
Thorns  lay  beneath  those  flowers  and  colors 

fair. 
Sorrowing  I  said.  This  cross  I  may  not  bear. 

And  so  it  was  with  each  and  all  around, 
Not  one  to  suit  my  need  could  there  be  found ; 
Weeping — I  laid  each  heainr  burden  down. 
As  my  Guide  gently  said,  ''No  cross — no 
crown." 

At  length  to  Him  I  raised  my  saddened 

heart; 
He  knew  its  sorrows,  bid  its  doubts  depart; 
Be  not  afraid,"  He  said,  ''buttrustinMe." 
My  perfect  love  shall  now  be  shown  to 
thee." 

And  then,  with  lighten'd  eyes  and  willing 

feet. 
Again  I  turned  my  earthly  cross  to  meet, 
with  forward  footsteps  turning  not  aside. 
For  fear  some  hidden  evil  might  betide. 

And  there,  in  the  prqpar'd,  appointed  way. 
Listening  to  hear  and  ready  to  obey, 
A  cross  I  quickly  found  of  plainest  form, 
I  With  only  words  of  love  inscribed  thereon. 


148 


Tnth  thankfuhieaB  I  raised  it  from  Hie  ntt^ 
And  joyfully  acknowledged  it  the  beati 
The  only  one  of  all  the  many  there, 
That  I  could  feel  was  good  for  me  to  bear. 

And  while  I  Hins  mj  diosen  one  confessed, 
I  saw  a  heavenly  brightness  on  it  rest, 
And  as  I  bent,  my  burden  to  sustain, 
I  recognized  my  own  old  cross  again  I 

Bat  oh,  how  different  did  it  seem  to  be. 
Now  I  had  learned  its  predonsness  to  see ; 
No  longer  could  I  unbelieving  say, 
Perhaps  another  is  a  better  way. 

Ah  no  1  henceforth  my  one  desire  shall  be, 
That  He  who  knows  me  best  should  choose 

for  me. 
And  so,  whatever  IBBs  love  sees  good  to  send, 
m  trust  iCs  best— because  &  knows  the 

end. 

MS.  GSOSS,  OaaldoM  ia  At. 

Hy  trust  is  in  the  Cross ;  there  lies  my  rest, 

My  fast,  my  sole  delight. 
Let  cold-monthed  Boreas,  or  the  hot-mouthed 
East, 
Blow  till  they  burst  with  spite ; 
Let  earth  and  hell  conspiie  their  worst,  tiieir 
best, 
And  join  their  twisted  inu;lil 
Let  showers  of  tiiunderbolts  curt  roond  and 
round  me, 
And  troops  of  fiends  surround  me : 
All  this  may  well  confront;   all  this  shaU 
ne'er  confound  me. 

MS.  OBOBBi  Oimtof  tlMi 

Bitter,  indeed,  the  waters  are 

Whidi  in  this  desert  flow ; 
Though  to  the  eye  they  promise  fair. 

They  taste  ot  sin  and  woe. 

Of  pleasing  draughts  I  once  oould  dream ; 

But  now,  awake,  I  find 
That  sin  has  poisoned  every  stream, 

And  left  a  curse  behind. 

Bat  there  ^s  a  wonder-working  wood, 

Tve  heard  believers  say. 
Can  make  these  bitter  waters  good. 

And  take  the  curse  away. 

The  cross  on  which  the  Saviour  died, 
And  conquered  for  His  saints — 

This  is  the  Tree,  by  faith  applied. 
Which  sweetens  all  complaints. 

M4.  0B068,  Fill  taa  SMWfvy  bj  ito. 

Eating  of  the  Tree  forbidden, 
Han  had  sunk  in  Satan^s  snare, 

When  our  pityinff  Creator 
IHd  this  second  Tree  prepare, 

Destined,  many  ages  later, 
That  first  evil  to  repair. 

8nch  the  order  God  appointed, 
When  for  sin  He  would  atone^ 


To  the  serpent  thns  opposing 

Schemes  yet  deeper  than  his  own ; 
Thence  the  remedy  procuring. 
Whence  tho  fatal  wound  £d  come. 
Venantitu  IhrUtnatui,  tr.  ly  X  IL  NboU. 

Mft.  GBO(n»  CHoTTiBg  ia  tht. 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 
Towering  o*er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 

All  the  light  of  sao^d  story 
Qathers  round  its  head  sablime. 

When  the  woes  of  Uf  e  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy. 

Never  shall  the  cross  f  omke  me ; 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  waj, 

From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  new  lustre  to  the  day. 

Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 
Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure, 

Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

Bir  John  Bowring, 
ftM.  GftOBfl,  lops  in  thai 

If  the  wanderer  his  mistake  discern, 
Jnd^^e  his  own  ways,  and  sigh  for  a  return. 
Bewildered  once,  must  he  bewail  his  loss 
Forever  and  forever  \    No — ^the  cross  I 
There,  and  there  only  (though  the  Deist  rave, 
And  Atheist,  if  earth  bear  so  base  a  slave) ; 
There,  and  there  only,  is  the  power  to  save. 
There  no  delusive  hope  invites  despair ; 
No  mockery  meets  you,  no  delusion  there ; 
The  spell  and  charms  that  blinded  you  before^ 
All  vanish  there,  and  fascinate  no  more. 

TTm.  Oinoper. 

MY.  0B0B8|  ?WMHBlmmnft  of  the. 

Fidthful  Cross  I  above  all  other, 

One  and  only  noble  tree  I 
None  in  foliage,  none  in  blossom. 

None  in  fruit  thy  peers  may  be : 
Sweetest  Wood,  and  sweetest  Iron  I 

Sweetest  Weight  is  hung  on  thee. 

Bend  thy  boughs,  O  Tree  of  Glory ! 

Thy  relaxing  sinews  bend ; 
For  awhile  the  ancient  rigor. 

That  thy  birth  bestowed,  suspend ; 
And  the  King  of  Heavenly  Beaaty 

Otk  thy  bosom  gently  tend  I 

Thon  alone  wast  counted  worthy 
This  world^s  ransom  to  uphold ; 

For  a  shipwrecked  race  preparing 
Harbor,  like  the  Ark  of  old ; 

With  the  sacred  Blood  anointed 
From  the  smitten  Lamb  that  rolled. 

VenanHus  Fortunaitw^  tr,  hyJ»Mi  Jfeale^ 

50S.  0S068,  BeJoMag  st  the. 

The  Cross  it  standeth  fast, — 

HaUelujah  I 
The  winds  of  hell  have  blown. 
Yet  'tis  not  overthrown ; 

HaUelujah ! 
It  shall  stand  forever. 
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It  is  the  old  Cross  still, — 

HallelQJah  t 
On  whidi  the  liying  Chie 
Did  for  man*8  sin  atone. 

Hallelnjah  I 
It  shall  stand  f oreyer. 

Old  Cross,  on  thee  I  lean, — 

Hallelujah  I 
Old,  and  yet  ever  new, 
I  glory  still  in  you ; 

HaUelu  jah  I 
Thou  shalt  stand  f orsrer* 

Beneath  thy  shade  I  sit, — 

HaUelujah  I 

0  tree  of  health  divine. 
My  refuge,  eyen  mine ; 

Hallelujah ! 
Thou  shalt  stand  forerer. 

Tbe  blood  is  on  thee  yet, — 

Hallelujah  I 
llie  blood  that  maketh  clean 
The  soul  from  sti^in  and  sin ; 

HaUelujah  I 
Thou  shalt  stand  forever. 

And  yet  beyond  thee  still, — 

Hallelujah  I 

1  look  and  see  a  Throne, 
Christ's  throne  and  mine  in  one ; 

Hallelujah  t 
Throne  and  Cross  forever. 

HoraUui  Btynar, 

5M«  GftOSS,  Bemember  the. 

Jesus'  holy  Cross  and  dying 
O  remember !  ever  eying 

Endless  pleasure's  pathway  here ; 
At  the  Cross  thy  mindful  station 
•Keep,  and  still  in  meditation 

All  unsated  persevere. 

When  thou  toilest,  when  thou  sleepest, 
When  thou  smilest,  when  thou  weepest, 

Or  in  mirth,  or  woe,  hast  part ; 
When  thou  comest,  when  thou  goest. 
Grief  or  consolation  showest, — 

Hold  the  Cross  within  thy  heart. 

'Tis  the  Cross,  when  comforts  languish, 
In  the  heaviest  hour  of  anguish, 

Makes  the  broken  spirit  whole. 
When  the  pains  are  most  tormenting, 
Sweetly  here  the  heart  relenting 

Finds  the  refuge  of  the  soul. 

Christ's  Cross  is  the  gate  of  heaven. 
Trust  to  all  disciples  given. 

Who  have  conquered  all  their  foes ; 
Christ's  Cross  is  the  people's  healing. 
Heavenly  goodness  o'er  it -stealing 

In  a  stream  of  wonders  flows. 

'Tis  the  cure  of  soul-diseases. 

Truth  that  guides,  and  light  that  pleases. 

Sweetness  in  the  heart's  distress ; 
Life  of  souls  in  heavenly  pleasure. 
And  of  raptured  saints  the  treasure, 

Ornament  and  bUssfnlness. 


Jesus'  Cross  is  virtue's  miRor« 
Guide  to  safety  out  of  eiror. 

True  believers'  single  rest ; 
Crown  of- Pilgrims  unto  heaven, 
Solace  to  the  weary  given. 

Longed  for  by  the  humble  breast' 

Jesus'  Cross,  the  Tree  once  scorned. 
All  with  crimson  drops  adorned, 
'  Laden  hangs  with  rich  supplies ; 
These  the  soius  from  death  are  leading, 
Who,  with  heavenly  spirits  feeding. 
Taste  the  manna  of  the  skies. 

Crucified  1    Hiy  strength  supplyiog, 
Let  me,  till  my  day  of  dying, 
Gaze  upon  Thy  dying  &oe  1 
Yea,  Thy  deepest  wounds  desiring. 
Thee,  tiliough  on  the  Cross  expiring. 

Ever  pant  I  to  embrace. 
John  Bona/vmituray  tr.  hyJ.W,  AlejKmder. 

MO.  0B068,  TtUiigtlM. 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken. 

All  to  leave  and  follow  Thee : 
Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken. 

Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be. 
Perish,  every  fond  ambition ; 

All  Fve  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known : 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition ; 

€k>d  and  heaven  are  still  my  own  I 

Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me ; 

They  have  left  my  Saviour  too ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me, 

Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue ; 
And  while  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might. 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  disown  me ; 

Show  Thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 

Go  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure. 

Come,  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain ; 
*  In  Thy  service,  pain  is  pleasure. 

With  Thy  favor,  loss  is  gain ; 
I  have  called  Thee  Abba,  Father, 

I  have  set  my  heart  on  Thee ; 
Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gather, 

All  must  work  for  good  to  me. 

Man^'may  trouble  and  distress  me ; 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast, 
life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me ; 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  resL 
Oh  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me  I 

While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me  I 
Oh,  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me. 

Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  Thea 

• 
Take,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation ; 

Rise  o^er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care ; 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  \iithin  thee; 

Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine^ 
Think  that  Jesus  died  to  win  thee; 

Child  of  heaven^  canst  thoa  repiiiel 
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Haste,  then,  on  from  moe  to  cloiy, 

Anned  by  faith,  and  Tringed  by  prayer, 
Heayen's  eternal  day  before  thee, 

God's  o\m  hand  shall  gnide  thee  there. 
Boon  shall  dose  thy  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  tiby  pilgrim  days, 
Hope  shall  change  to  gli^  fruition, 

Faith  to  sight,  andprayer  to  praise. 

Menry  FrancU  LyU. 

##!•  0B088,  Under  tha. 

Oppressed  with  noonday's  soomhing  heat, 

To  yonder  cross  I  flee ; 
Beneath  its  shelter  take  my  seat ; 

Ko  shade  like  this  for  me  I 

Beneath  that  cross  dear  waters  baxst, 

A  fountain  sparkling  free ; 
And  there  I  quench  my  desert  thirst ; 

Ko  spring  Hke  this  for  me ! 

A  stranger  here,  I  pitch  my  tent 

Beneath  this  spreading  tree ; 
Here  shall  my  pilgrim  life  be  spent; 

Ko  home  like  this  for  me  I 

• 
For  burdened  ones  a  resting-place 

Beside  that  cross  I  see ; 
Here  I  cast  off  my  weariness ; 

I^o  rest  like  this  for  me  ! 

Eoratiut  Bonor. 


OBOeS,  Yiewiagthai 

Sweet  the.  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 

Which  before  the  cross  I  spend ; 
life  and  health  and  peace  possessing, 

From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 
Here  TU  sit,  forever  viewing 

Mercy's  streams  in  streams  of  blood : 
Precious  drops,  my  soul  bedewing. 

Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God, 

Truly  blessed  is  this  station, 

Low  before  His  cross  to  lie ; 
While  I  see  Divine  compassion 

Floating  in  His  languid  eye. 
Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven, 

While  upon  the  Lamb  I  gaze ; 
Love  I  much  ?  Tve  much  forgiven,— 

Fm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing. 

With  my  tears  His  feet  Til  bathe ; 
Constant  still,  in  faith  abiding. 

Life  deriving  from  His  deaSi. 
May  I  still  enjoy  this  feeling. 

In  all  need  to  Jesus  go ; 
Prove  His  wounds  each  day  more  healing, 

And  Himself  most  deeply  know  t 

WdUer  Shirley. 

MS.  GBOeS,  Way  of  the. 

Through  night  to   light  I     And  though  to 
mortal  eyes 
Creation's  fa,ce  a  pall  of  honor  wear. 
Good  cheer!    good  cheer!    The  gloom  of 
midnight  flies; 
Then  shall  a  sunrise  fdLlow,  mild  and  fair. 
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throogh  storm  to  cahnt    And  though  His 
thunder-car 
The  rumbling  tempest  drive  through  earth 
and  sky. 
Good  cheer!  good  cheer!     The  elemental 
war 
Tells  that  a  blessed  healing  hour  is  nigb* 

Throuffh  frost  to  spring!    And  though  the 
oiting  blast 
Of  Bums  stiffen  Nature's  Juicy  veins. 
Good  dieerl    good  cheer  I    "V^ien  winter's 
wrath  18  past 
Soft,  murmuring  spring  breathes  sweetly 
o'er  the  plains. 

Through  strife  to  peace  t    And  though,  with 
oristling  front, 
A  thousand  frigMful  deaths  encompass 
thee, 
Gk>od  cheer!  good  cheer f    Brave  thou  the 
battle'sDrunt 
For  the  peace-march  and  song  of  victoiy. 

Through  woe  to  joy  I    And  though  at  mom 
thou  weep. 
And  though  the  midnight  finds  thee  weep- 
ing still. 
Good  cheer!    good  dieer!     The  Shepherd 
loves  His  sheep ; 
Resign  thee  to  the  watdif  ul  Father's  wilL 

Through  cross  to  crown !    And  though  thy 
spirit's  life 
Trials  untold  assail  with  giant  strength, 
Gk>od  cheer!   good  cheer!    Soon  ends  the 
bitter  strife, 
And  thou  shalt  rdgn  in  peace  with  Christ 
at  length. 

Through  death  to  life !    And  through  this. 

vale  of  tears. 

And  through  this  thistle-field  of  life,  ascend 

To  the  great  supper  in  that  world  whose  years 

Of  buss  unfading,  cloudless,  know  no  end* 

Tr,fr&m  tho  Otrman  of  Botegarten^ 

0M«  0B08S,  Testerday's. 

One  cross  the  less  remains  for  me  to  bear ; 

Already  borne  is  that  of  yesterday ; 
That  of  to-day  shall  no  to-morrow  share ; 

To-moiTOw's,  with  itself,  shall  pass  away. 

That  which  is  added  to  the  troubled  past 
Is  taken  from  the  future,  whose  sad  store 

Grows  less  and  less  each  day,  till  soon  the  last 
Dull  wave  of  woe  shall  break  upon  our 
shore. 

The  storm  that  yesterday  ploughed  up  the  sea 
Is  buried  now  beneath  its  level  blue ; 

One  storm  the  fewer  now  remains  for  me. 
Ere  sky  and  earth  are  made  forever  new. 

Horadus  Bonar, 

M5«  0B0B8E8,  OompenaatioiL  for. 

Heavier  the  cross,  the  nearer  heaven ; 
No  cross  without,  no  God  within — 
Death,  judgment  from  the  heart  are  driven 
Amid  the  world's  false  glare  and  din. 
Oh  I  happy  he  with  all  his  loss 
t        Whom  God  hath  set  beneath  the  cross. 
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Heavier  the  cross,  the  better  Christiaii ; 

This  is  the  touchstone  God  applies. 
How  many  a  garden  would  he  wasting 
Unwet  by  showers  from  weeping  eyes  I 
The  gold  by  fire  is  purified ; 
The  Christian  is  by  trouble  tried. 

Heavier  the  cross,  the  stronger  faith ; 

The  loaded  palm  strikes  deeper  root ; 
The  vine-juice  sweetly  issueth 
When  men  have  pressed  the  clustered  fruit ; 
And  courage  grows  where  dangers  come, 
lake  pearls  beneath  the  salt  sea-foam. 

Heavier  the  cross,  the  heartier  prayer ; 
The  bruisdd  herbs  most  fragrant  are. 
If  sky  and  wind  were  always  fair, 
The  sailor  would  not  watch  the  star ; 
And  David*8  Psalms  had  ne'er  be^  sung 
If  grief  his  heart  had  never  wrung. 

Heavier  the  cross,  the  more  aspiring; 

From  vales  we  climb  to  mountain-crest; 
The  pilgrim  of  the  desert  tiring 
Longs  for  the  Canaan  of  his  rest 
The  dove  has  here  no  rest  in  sijffht, 
And  to  the  ark  she  wings  her  mght. 

Heavier  the  cross,  the  easier  dying, 
Death  is  a  friendlier  face  to  see ; 
To  lifers  decay  one  bids  defying, 
From  life's  distress  one  then  is  free. 
The  cross  sublimely  lifts  our  faith 
To  Him  who  triumphed  over  death. 

Tliou  Crucified  I  the  cross  I  carry — 

The  lonser  may  it  dearer  be ; 
And,  lest  f  faint  whilst  I  tarry, 
Implant  Thou  such  a  heart  in  me 
That  faith,  hope,  love  may  flourish  there, 
Till  for  my  cross  the  crown  I  wear  I 
Tr.from  the  Oerman  of  Sehmolk. 

4MNI.  OSOWV,  A  Bttrlm 

Wearied  and  worn  with  earthly  cares,  I 
yielded  to  repose. 

And  soon  before  my  raptured  sight  a  glo- 
rious vision  rose : 

I  thought,  while  slumbering  on  my  couch  in 
midnight's  solemn  gloom, 

I  heard  an  angel's  silvery  voice,  and  radiance 
filled  my  room. 

A  gentle  touch  awakened  me ;  a  gentle  whis- 
per said, 

^' Arise,  O  sleeper,  follow  me ;  "  and  through 
the  air  we  fled. 

We  left  the  earth  so  far  away  that  like  a 
speck  it  seemed, 

And  heavenly  glory,  calm  and  pure,  across 
our  pathway  streamed. 

Still  on  we  went ;  my  soul  was  rapt  in  silent 
ecstasy: 

I  wondered  what  the  end  would  be,  what 
next  should  meet  mine  eye. 

I  knew  not  how  we  journeyed  through  the 
pathless  fields  of  light. 

When  suddenly  a  change  was  wrought,  and 
I  was  clothed  in  white. 


We  stood  before  a  city^s  walls  most  glorioiiB 

to  behold; 
We  passed  through  gates  of  glistening  peari, 

o'er  streets  of  purest  gold ; 
It  needed  not  the  sun  by  day,  the  silver  moon 

by  night ; 
The  glory  of  the  Lord  was  there,  the  Lamb 

Himself  its  light 
Bright  angels  paced  the  shining  streets,  sweet 

music  filled  the  air. 
And    white-robed    saints    with    glittering 

crowns,  from  every  clime  were  there ; 
And  some  that  I  had  loved  on  earth  stood 

with  them  round  the  throne, 
'*  AH  worthy  is  the  Lamb,"  they  sang ;  *^  the 

^lory  His  alone." 
But  fairer  far  than  all  besides,  I  saw  my 

Saviour's  face ; 
And  as  I  gazed  He  smiled  on  me  with  won- 
drous love  and  grace. 
Lowly  I  bowed  before  His  throne,  o'erjoyed 

that  I  at  last 
Had  gained  the  object  of  my  hopes;   that 

earth  at  length  was  past. 
And  then  in  solemn  tones  He  said,  ''Where 

is  the  diadem 
That  ought  to  sparkle  on  thy  brow — adorned 

with  many  a  gem  f 
I  know  thou  hast  TOlieved  on  Me,  and  life 

through  Me  is  thine; 
But  where  are  all  those  radiant  stars  that  in 

thy  crown  should  shine  ? 
Yonder  thou  seest  a  glorious  throng,  and 

stars  on  every  brow ; 
For  every  soul  they  led  to  Me  they  wear  a 

jewel  now. 
And  sudi  thy  bright  reward  had  been  if  such 

had  been  Uiy  deed. 
If  thou  hadst  sought  some  wandering  feet  in 

paths  of  peace  to  lead. 
Thou  wert  not  called   that  thou  shouldst 

tread  the  way  of  life  alone, 
But  that  the  clear  and  shining  light  which 

round  thy  footsteps  shone 
Should  guide  some  other  weary  feet  to  My 

bnght  home  of  rest. 
And  thus,  in  blessing  those  around,  thon 

hadst  thyself  been  blest." 
The  vision  faded  from  my  sight,  the  voice  no 

longer  spake, 
A  spell  seemed  brooding  o'er  my  sonl  which 

long  I  feared  to  break. 
And  when  at  last  I  gazed  around  in  morn- 
ing's glimmering  light, 
My  spirit   Mt   o'erwhelmed  beneath  that 

vifflon's  awful  might. 
I  rose  and  wept  with  chastened  joy  that  yet 

I  dwelt  below. 
That  yet  another  hour  was  mine  my  faith  by 

works  to  show; 
That  yet  some  sinner  I  might  tcU  of  Jesus' 

dying  love, 
And  help  to  lead  some  weaiy  soul  to  seek  a 

home  above. 
And  now,  while  on  the  earth  I  stay,  my 

motto  this  shall  be, 
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''To  live  no  longer  to  myself,  but  Wm  who 

died  for  me." 
And  graTen  on  my  inmoet  Bonl  this  word  of 

trath  divine, 
*'lliey  that  turn  many  to  the  Lord  bright  as 

the  stais  shall  shine.'' 

€07.  OKUOIFIZIOXi  Agoiy  of.  tin. 

Smqtended  on  the  cross !    On  His  pale  hravr 
Hang  the  cold  drops  of  death ;  through  ey'iy 

limb 
Tlie  piercing  tortoro  rages ;  ev^ry  nerre, 
Stretched  with  excess  of  pain,  trembles  oon- 

Tolaed. 
Now  look  beneath,  and  view  the  senseless 

crowd; 
How  they  deride  His  sufferings,  how  they 

shake 
Their  heads  contemptnons,  while  the  bitter 

taunt, 
More  Mtter  than  the  gall  they  gave,  insults 
mie  agony  of  Him  on  whom  they  ffaza 
Bat  hark  I  He  speaks,  and  the  ^dS  hovering 

breath 
Wafts  His  last  prayerto  all-approving  Heaven: 
'^  Forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what  they 
do ! "  O.  P.  Loford. 

«e§»  OBUOIFIZIOV,  (kM  9t  Oa, 

I  asked  the  heavens,    **What  foe  to  Qod 
hath  done 
This  unexampled  deed?"    The  heavens 
exclaim 
*'  Twas  man ;  and  we  in  horror  snatched  the 
sun 
From  such  a  spectacle  of  euilt  and  shame." 
I  aaked  the  sea^-the  sea  in  fury  boiled. 
And  answered  with  his  voice  of  storms, 
"'Twaaman — 
My  waves  in  panic  at  his  crime  recoiled, 
Di8<do8ed  thelabyss,  and  from  the  centre 


ran. 


n 


I  asked  the  earth— the  earth  replied  aghast, 
"  Twas  man--and  such  strange  pangs  my 

bosom  rent. 
That  slill  I  groan  and  shudder  at  the  past" 
To  man,  gay,  smiling,  thoughtless  man  I 

went, 
And  asked  him  next;  ffe  turned  a  scornful 

eye, 
%ook  his  proud  head,  and  deigned  me  no 

reply.  J<»me$  Montgomery, 

609.  GSUOITDaOSi  Oeatempktiiig  (ha. 

•  O  sacred  Head  I  now  wounded. 

With  grief  and  shame  weighed  down, 
Now  scornfully  surrounded 

With  thorns.  Thy  only  crown; 
O  sacred  Head  t  what  glory. 

What  bliss,  till  now,  was  Thine  I 
Tet,  though  despised  and  gory, 

I  joy  to  call  Thee  mine. 

O  noblest  brow  and  dearest ! 

In  otiier  days  the  worid 
All  feared  when  Thou  appcaredest : 

What  shame  on  Thee  is  hurled  I 


How  art  Thou  pale  with  anguish. 
With  sore  abuse  and  scorn ; 

How  doe^  that  visage  languish 
Which  once  was  bright  as  mom  I 

The  blushes  late  Residing 

Upon  that  hoi  v  cheek, 
Hie  roses  once  aoiding 

Upon  those  lips  so  meek^ 
Alas  I  they  have  departed ; 

Wan  death  has  rined  aU  1 
For  weak  and  broken-liearted, 

I  see  Thy  body  falL 

What  Thou,  my  Lord,  hast  suffered, 

Was  all  for  sinners*  gain : 
Mine,  mine,  was  the  transgression. 

But  Thine  the  deadly  pain.  - 
Lo  t  here  I  fall,  my  Saviour ; 

"Tis  I  deserve  Thy  place ; 
Look  on  me  with  Thy  favor, 

Vouchsafe  to  me  Thy  graoe. 

Receive  me,  my  Bedeemer; 

My  Shepherd,  make  me  Thine ; 
Of  every  good  the  fountain. 

Thou  art  the  sprint  of  mine. 
Thy  lips  with  love  distilling, 

And  milk  of  truth  sincere. 
With  heaven^s  bliss  are  filling 

Hie  soul  that  trembles  here. 

Beside  Thee,  Lord,  Pve  taken 

My  place — forbid  me  not ! 
Hence  will  I  ne'er  be  shaken. 

Though  Thou  to  death  be  brought. 
If  pain's  last  paleness  hold  Thee, 

in  agony  opprest. 
Then,  then,  will  I  enfold  Thee 

Within  this  arm  and  breast  t 

The  joy  can  ne'er  be  spoken, 

Above  all  joys  besiae. 
When  in  Thy  body  broken 

I  thus  with  safety  hide. 
My  Lord  of  life,  desiring 

Thy  glory  now  to  see. 
Beside  the  cross  expiring, 

Fd  breathe  my  soul  to  Thee. 

What  language  shall  I  borrow 

To  thank  Thee,  dearest  Friend, 
For  this,  Thy  dying  sorrow. 

Thy  pity  without  end ! 
O  nuJce  me  Thine  forever ; 

And  should  I  fainting  be. 
Lord,  let  me  never,  never 

Outlive  my  love  to  Thee. 

And,  when  I  am  departing. 

Oh,  part  not  Thou  from,  me  I 
When  mortal  pains  are  darting. 

Come,  Lord,  and  set  me  free  I 
And  when  my  heart  must  languish 

Amidst  the  final  throe. 
Release  me  from  mine  anguish 

By  Thine  own  pain  and  woe  I 
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.  Be  near  me  when  Vm  dying, 
Oh,  show  Thy  cross  to  me  I 
And  for  my  succor  flying, 

Come,  Lord,  and  set  me  free  I 
These  eyes  new  faith  receiying 
From  Jesus  shall  not  moye ; 
For  he,  who  dies  belieying, 
Dies  safely  through  Thy  lore. 
JPaul  Gerhardt^  tr.  ly  J,  W.  Alexander. 

MO.  OBUOU'IXXOV,  EzperienM  of  the. 

I  see  the  crowd  in  Pilate^s  hall, 

I  mark  their  wrathful  mien ; 
Their  shouts  of  ''crucify"  appall, 

With  blasphemy  between. 

And  of  that  shouting  multitude 

I  feel  that  I  am  one; 
And  in  that  din  of  yoioes  rude 

I  recognize  my  own. 

I  see  the  scourges  tear  His  back, 

I  see  the  piercing  crown. 
And  of  that  crowd  who  smote  and  mock, 

I  feel  that  I  am  one, 

Around  yon  cross,  the  throng  I  see, 

Mocking  the  suiferer^s  groan, 
Tet  still  my  roioe  it  seems  to  be, — 

As  if  I  mocked  alone. 

'Twas  I  that  shed  the  sacred  blood, 

I  nailed  Him  to  the  tree, 
I  crucified  the  Christ  of  Gk)d, 

I  joined  the  mockery. 

Yet  not  the  less  that  blood  ayails 

To  cleanse  away  my  sin. 
And  not  the  less  that  cross  preyails 

To  giye  me  peace  within. 

Earatius  B&nar. 

Ml.  OBUOmZIOV,  Lonoiis  of  tha. 

With  joy, — ^with  grief,  that  healing  hand  I 
see; 

Ah  I  too  conspicuous !  it  is  fix^d  on  high. 

On  high? — what  means  my  frenzy?  I  blas- 
pheme ; 

Alas !  how  low  ?  how  far  beneath  the  skies  ? 

llie  skies  it  formed ;  and  now  it  bleeds  for 
me — 

But  bleeds  the  balm  I  want — ^yet  still  it 
bleeds; 

Draw  the  dire  steel — ^Ah  no  I — ^the  dreadful 
blessing 

What  heart  or  can  sustain,  or  dares  forego  ? 

There  hangs  all  human  hope ;  that  nail  sup- 
ports 

The  faUing  uniyerse :  that  gone,  we  drop ; 

Horror  receives  us,  and  the  dismal  wish 

Creation  had  been  smothered  in  her  birth — 

Darkness  his  curtain,  and  his  bed  the  dust ; 

When  stara  and  sun  are  dust  beneath  his 
throne! 

In  heaven  itself  can  such  indulgence  dwell  ? 

O  what  a  groan  was  there  1  a  groan  not  His. 

He  seiz'd  our  dreadful  right ;  the  load  sus- 
tained : 

And  heay'd  the  mountain  from  a  guilty  world. 


A  thousand  worlds,  so  bought,  were  bought 

too  dear. 
Sensations  new  in  angels*  bosoms  rise ; 
Suspend  their  song;  and  make  a  pause  in 

bliss. 
Whilst  I  with  seraphs  share  seraphic  themes, 
And  show  to  men  the  dignity  of  man. 

My  heart  awake. 
What  can  awake  thee,  unawak'd  by  tiusy 
''Expended  Deity  on  human  weal  I " 
Feel  the  great  truths  which  burst  the  tenfold 

night 
Of  heathen  error,  with  a  golden  flood 
Of  endless  day :  to  feel,  is  to  be  fir'd : 
And  to  believe,  Lorenzo,  is  to  f  eeL 
Thou    most    indulgent,    most    tremendous 

pow'r  I 
Still  more  tremendous,  for  Thy  wond'rous 

love! 
That  arms,  with  awe  more  awful.  Thy  com- 
mands; 
And   foul   transgression   dips  in  sev'nfold 

night. 
How  our  hearts  tremble  at  Thy  loye  immenflft ! 
In  love  immense,  inviolably  just  1 
Thou  rather  than  Thy  justice  should  be  stained. 
Didst  stain  the  cross ;  and,  work  of  wonders 

far 
The  greatest,  that  Thy  dearest  far  might  bleed. 
BoM  thought  I  shall  I  dare  speak  it,  or  re- 
press? 
Should  man  more  execrate,  or  boast  the  guilt 
Which  roused  such  vengeance?  which  such 

love  inflamed? 
O'er   gpiilt   how   mountainous  I    with    out- 
stretched arms. 
Stem  justice,  and  soft-smiling  love,  embrace, 
Supporting,  in  full  majesty.  Thy  throne, 
When  seem'd  its  majesty  to  need  support, 
Or  that,  or  man,  inevitably  lost. 
What  but  the  fathomless  of  thought  divine, 
Could  labor  such  expedient  from  despair. 
And  rescue  both  I  both  rescue  I  both  exalt  I 
O  how  are  both  exalted  by  the  deed  1 
The  wond^rous  deed  1  or  shall  I  call  it  more  t 
A  wonder  in  omnipotence  itself ! 
A  mystery,  no  less  to  gods  than  men  t 
Religion  I  thou  the  soul  of  happiness ; 
And,  groaning  Calvary,  of  thee  I  there  shine 
The  noblest  truths  I  there  strongest  motives 

sting; 
There  sacred  violence  assaults  the  soul ; 
There,  nothing  but  compulsion  is  forborne. 
Can  love  allure  us  ?  or  can  terror  awe  % 
He  weeps  I — ^the  falling  drop  puts  out  the 

sun; 
He  sighs  I— the  sigh  earth's  deep  foundation 

shakes. 
K  in  His  love^o  terrible,  what  then 
His  wrath  inflam'd?  His  tenderness  on  flre? 
Like  soft,  smooth  oil,  eutblazing  other  flres  ? 
Can  pray'r,  can  praise  avert  it?— Thou,  my 

alll 
My  theme  I  my  inspiration !  and  my  crown  I 
My  strength  in  age  I  my  rise  in  low  estate  I 
My  soul's  ambition,  pleasure,  wealth  I — my 
world  I 


149 


ISj  fig^t  in  flarkiififw !  and  my  life  in  death  1 
My  boast  thro*  time  I  bliss  throagh  eternity  I 
Etendty,  too  short  to  speak  Thy  praise  1 
Or  fa&om  Thy  profound  of  lore  to  man  I 
To  man  of  men  the  meanest,  ev'n  to  me ; 
Mysaciifioel  my  God!  what  things  are  these! 

O  how  Omnipotence 
Is  lost  in  loTe  I  Thou  great  PniLAinrHBOPiST  I 
Fa&erof  anffelsl  but  the  Friend  of  man  I 
like  Jacob,  £)nde8t  of  the  younger  bom  I 
Tlioii,  who  didst  save  him,  snatch  the  smok- 
ing brand 
Fhnn  out  the  flames,  and  quench  it  in  Tliy 

blood  I 
How  art  Thou  pleased  by  bounty  to  distress  I 
To  make  us  groan  beneath  our  gratitude, 
Too  big  for  birth  I  to  favor,  and  confound ; 
To  challenge,  and  to  distance,  all  return  I 
Of  lavish  love  stupendous  heights  to  soar. 
And  leave  praise  pantins  in  the  distant  vale ! 
But  since  the  naked  will  obtains  Thy  smile, 
Beneath  this  monument  of  praise  unpaid, 
And  future  lif o  symphonious  to  my  strain, 
That  noblest  hymn  to  heaven ;  forever  lie 
lntumb*d  my  fear  of  death  I  and  every  fear, 
The  dread  of  ev*ry  evil,  but  Thy  frown. 

O  Thou  bleeding  Love  I 
Thou  maker  of  new  morals  to  mankind ! 
The  ^rand  morality  is  love  of  Thee. 
As  wise  as  Socrates,  if  sudi  they  were, 
As  wise  as  Socrates  miffht  justly  stand 
The  definition  of  a  modem  fool. 

Edward  Taung. 

01A«  GRUOinXIOi;  Utsay  of  tiia. 

Bound  upon  th^  accursdd  tree, 
Faint  and  bleeding,  who  is  He  t 
By  the  eyes  so  pale  and  dim. 
Streaming  blood,  and  writhing  limb ; 
By  the  flesh,  with  scourges  torn ; 
By  the  crown  of  twisted  thorn ; 
By  the  side  so  deeply  pierced ; 
By  the  baffled,  burning  thirst"; 
By  the  drooping  death-dewed  brow ; 
Son  of  Kan,  'tis  Thoul  'tis  Thou! 

Bound  upon  th'  accursdd  tree, 
Dread  and  awful,  who  is  Het 
By  the  sun  at  noonday  pale, 
Shivering  rocks,  and  rending  veil ; 
By  earth,  that  trembles  at  ^s  doom ; 
By  yonder  saints  who  burst  their  tomb ; 
By  Eden  promised,  ere  He  died. 
To  the  felon  at  His  side ; 
Lord,  our  suppliant  knees  we  bow : 
Son  of  Gk)d,  'tis  Thou  1  'tis  Thou ! 

Bound  upon  tV  accursM  tree, 
Sad  and  dying,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  last  and  bitter  cry ; 
The  ghost  given  up  in  agony ; 
By  the  lifeless  body  laid 
In  the  chamber  of  the  dead ; 
By  the  mourners  come  to  weep 
Where  the  bones  of  Jesus  sleep ; 
Crucified !  we  know  Thee  now : 
Son  of  Man, 'tis  Thou  I  'tis  Thoul 


Bound  upon  th'  accursM  tree, 
Dread  and  awful,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  prayer  for  them  that  slew, — 
''Lord,  they  know  not  what  they  do  I  " 
By  the  spoiled  and  empty  grave; 
By  the  souls  He  died  to  save ; 
By  the  conquest  He  hath  won ; 
By  the  saints  before  His  throne ; 
By  the  rainbow  round  His  brow : 
Son  of  God,  'tis  Thou !  'tis  Thou ! 

Bimry  Hart  MiUman, 

618.  OSUOinZIOV,  XinwlM  at  t^ 

Thou   pabied  earth,  with  noonday  night 

o'ersprcad  I 
Thou  sickening  sun,- so  dark,  so  deep,  so  red  I 
Ye  hovering  ghosts,  that  throng  the  starless 

air. 
Why  shakes  the  earth?    Why  fades  the  light! 

Declare ! 
Are  those  His  Umbs,  with  ruthless  scourges 

torn? 
His  brows,   all  bleeding  with  the  twisted 

thorn? 
His  the  pale  f omi,  the  meek,  forgiving  eye. 
Raised  m>m  the  cross  in  patient  agony  ? 

Bp,  Heber, 

614.  CEUGXTIZIOV,  Ifyftozy  of  the. 

Wonder  of  wonders !     On  the  cross  He  dies  I 
Man  of  the  ages,  David's  mighty  Son, 
The  Eternal  Word,  who  spiuce  and  it  was 

done, 
What  time,  of  old.  He  formed  the  earth 
and  skies. 

Abashed  be  all  the  wisdom  of  the  wise  I 
Let  the  wide  earth  through  all  her  king- 
doms know 
The  promised  Lamb  of  Gk>d,  whose  blood 

should  flow, — 
For  human  guilt  the  grand,  sole  sacrifice. 

No  more  need  altar  smoke,  nor  victim  bleed : 
'Tis  finished  1 — ^the  sreat  mystery  of  love. 
Ye  sin-condemned,  by  this  blood,  'tis  de- 
creed. 

Ye  stand  absolved :  behold  the  curse  remove ! 

0  Christ  I  Thy  deadly  wounds,  Thy  mor- 

tal strife 
Crush  death  and  hell,  and  give  immortal 
Hfe! 

Itay  Toii/iMr., 

615.  OXXTOIFDaOK,  Bavad  bj  tlM. 

Li  evil  long  I  took  delight, 

IJnawed  by  shame  or  fear, 
Till  a  new  object  strack  my  sight, 

And  stopp'd  my  wild  career. 

1  saw  One  hanging  on  a  tree. 
In  agonies  and  blood,  * 

Who  Seed  His  languid  eyes  on  me. 
As  near  His  cross  I  stood. 

Sure  never  to  my  latest  breath 

Can  I  forget  that  look ; 
It  seemed  to  charge  me  with  His  death. 

Though  not  a  word  He  spoke. 
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Hy  conscience  felt  and  owned  the  guilt, 

And  plung'd  me  in  despair ; 
I  saw  my  sins  His  blood  had  spilt, 

And  helped  to  nail  Him  there. 

Alas  I  I  knew  not  what  I  did, 

But  now  my  tears  are  yain ; 
Where  shall  my  trembling  sool  be  hid  9 

For  I  the  Lord  hare  slain. 

A  second  look*He  gaye,  which  said: 

I  freely  all  forgive ; 
This  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid : 

Fll  die  that  thou  may'st  live. 

616.  OSUOIFIXIOV,  Boms  of  tho. 

Yet  not  wifii  man  His  Holiness  oonld  plead; 

His  own  familiar  friend  a  foe  He  found. 
Pagans  and  Priests  uniting  in  the  deed, 
His  limbs  they  scourged,  His  brows  with 
thorns  they  bound. 
In  mocking  purple,  with  a  sceptre  reed* 
''Behold  the  manl"  Thy  patient,  Suffering 
LoYe, 
Lord,  I  believe  t  mine  unbelief  remove  I 

The  burden  of  our  sin  upon  Him  fell ; 
Between  two  thieves  they  led  the  Just  to 
death. 
The  sun  withdraws,  rocks  rent,  and  earth- 
quakes tell 
The  world-weight  value  of  His  passing 
breath. 
His  body  to  the  grave,  His  soul  to^Hell 
For  us  descend.     Thy  saving,  dying  love. 
Lord,  I  believe !  mine  unbeUef  remove  1 

61T.  OUBIOBITT,  IiiftMnoe  oil 

See  its  power  expand 
When  first  the  coral  fills  the  infants  hand. 
Throned  in  its  mother's  lap,  it  dries  each  tear, 
As  her  sweet  legend  falls  upon  the  ear ; 
Next  it  assails  Mm  in  his  top's  strange  hum. 
Breathes  in  his  whistle,  echoes  in  his  drum. 
Each  g^ded  toy  that  doting  love  bestows 
He  longs  to  break,  and  every  spring  expose. 
Placed  Dy  your  hearth,  with  what  delight  he 

pores 
0*er  the  bright  pages  of  the  pictured  stores ; 
How  oft  he  steals  upon  your  graver  task, 
Of  tills  to  tell  you,  and  of  that  to  ask. 
And  when  the  warning  hour  to  bedward 

bids. 
Though  gentle  sleep  sits  waiting  on  his  lids, 
How  winningly  he  bends  to  gain  you  o'er, 
That  he  may  read  one  little  story  more. 

Nor  yet  alone  to  toys  and  tales  confined, 
It  sits  dark-brooding  o*er  his  embryo  mind. 
Take  him  between  your  knees,  peruse  his 

face. 
While  all  you  know,  or  think  you  know,  you 

trace; 
Tell  him  who  spoke  creation  into  birth. 
Arched  the  brotd  heavens  and  spread  the 

rolling  earth ; 


Who  formed  a  pathway  for  the  obedient  sun. 
And  bade  the  seasons  in  their  circles  run ; 
Who  filled  the  air,  the  forest  and  the  fiood* 
And  gave  man  all  for  comfort  or  for  food ; 
Tell  him  he  sprang  at  Clod's  creating  nod — 
He  stops  you  short  with,  ''Father,  who  made 
Godt" 

Turn  to  the  world — its  curious  dwellers  view. 
Like  Paul's  Athenians^  seeking  Something 

New. 
Be  it  a  bonfire's  or  a  city's  blaze, 
The  gibbet^s  victim,  or  the  nation's  gaxe, 
A  female  atheist,  or  a  learned  dog, 
A  monstrous  pumpkin,  or  a  mammoth  hog, 
A  murder,  or  a  muster, — 'tis  the  same, 
Life's  follies,  glories,   griefs,   all  feed  the 

flame. 
Hark,  where  the  martial  trumpet  fills  the  air. 
How  the  roused  multitude  come  round  to 

stare; 
Sport  drops  his  ball,  toil  throws  his  ham- 
mer by. 
Thrift  breaks  a  bargain  off,  to  please  his  eye ; 
Up  fly  the  windows,  even  fair  mistress  cook. 
Though  dinner  bum,  must  run  to  take  a  look. 

Charles  Sprctgue, 

618«  0UB8E,  A  Bitter. 

A  plague  upon  them  1  wherefore  should  I 

curse  them  ? 
Would  curses  kill,  as  doth  the  mandrake's 

groan, 
I  would  invent  as  bitter  searching  terms. 
As  curst,  as  harsh,  and  horrible  to  hear. 
Delivered  strongly  through  my  fixed  teeth. 
With  full  as  many  signs  of  deadly  hate 
As  lean-fac'd  Envy  in  her  loathsome  cave. 
My  tongue  should  stumble  in  mine  earnest 

words. 
Mine  eyes  should  sparkle  like  the  beaten  flint, 
Mine  hair  be  flxed  on  end  like  one  distract — 
Ay,  ev'ry  joint  should  seem  to  curse  and  ban. 
And  even  now  my  burden'd  heart  would 

break 
Should  I  not  curse  them?   Poison  be  their 

drink! 
Gall,  worse  than  gall,  the  daintiest  meat  they 

taste  I 
Their  sweetest  shade  a  grove  of  cypress  trees ! 
Their  choicest  prospects  murd'ring  basilisks  I 
Their  softest  touch  as  smart  as  liziras'  stings  I 
Their  music  frightful  as  the  serpent's  hiss! 
And  boding  screech-owls  make  the  concert 

full  I  8hahe$peare» 

619.  OUBSE,  The  MnaL 

Now  was  the  sun  in  western  cadence  low 
From  noon,  and  gentle  airs  due  at  their  hour 
To  fan  the  earth  now  walk'd,  and  usher  in 
The  evening  cool,  when  He  from  wrath  more 

cool 
Came  the  mild  judge  and  intercessor  both 
To  sentence  man:   the  voice  of  God  they 

heard 
Now  walking  in  the  garden,  by  soft  winds 
Brought  to  their  ears,  while  day  declin'd; 

they  heard, 
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Aiid£rom  His  preBenoe  bid  thenmelTes  amonff 
The  thickest  trees,  bothxaan  andinfe,  till  Qoa 
Approachiiig,  tfaas  to  Adam  caird  alond : 
Wbere  art  thou,  Adam,  wont  with  joy  to  meet 
My  coming  seen  far  off  ?  Imisa  thee  here, 
Kot  pleas'd,  thus  entertained  with  soHtade, 
Where  obvious  dnty  erewhile  appeared  un- 
sought : 
Or  come  I  less  conspicuous,  or  what  change 
Absents  thee,  or  what  chance  detain  t    Come 
forth  1 
He  came,  and  with  him  Eye,  more  loath, 
though  first 
To  offend,    disoounfnanc'd   both,  and  dis- 
composed. 
LoTe  was  not  in  tbeir  looks,  either  to  Qod 
Or  to  each  other,  but  apparent  guilt. 
And  shame,  and  pertuibation,  luid  despair, 
Anger,  and  obstinacy,  and  hate,  and  guile. 
Whoioe  Adam,  falt'iing  long,  thus  answered 

brief, 
I  heard  Thee  in  the  garden,  and  of  Thy  Toioe 
Afraid,  being  naked,  hid  myself.    To  whom 
The  gracious  judge,  without  revile  replied : 
My  voice  thou  on  hast  heard,  and  hast  not 

feared. 
But  still  rejoic'd ;  how  is  it  now  become 
Bo  dreadful  to  thee  ?  that  thou  art  naked,  who 
Hath  told  thee  ?  hast  thou  eaten  of  the  tree. 
Whereof  I  gave  thee  charge  thou  shouldst 
not  eat? 
To  whom  thus  Adam  sore  beset  replied : 

0  heaven !  in  evil  strait  this  day  I  stand 
Before  my  judge,  either  to  undergo 
Myself  the  total  crime,  or  to  accuse 
My  other  self,  the  partner  of  my  life ; 
Whose  failing,  while  her  faith  to  me  remains, 

1  should  conceal,  and  not  expose  to  blame 
By  my  complaint ;  but  strict  necessity 
Bubdues  me,  and  calamitous  constraint. 
Lest  on  my  head  both  sin  and  punishment, 
However  insupportable,  be  all 
Devolved:  though,  should  I  hold  my  peace, 

yet  thou 
Wouldst  easily  detect  what  I  conceaL 
This  woman,  whom  thou  mad'st  to  be  my 

help. 
And  gav'st  me  as  thy  perfect  giStf  so  good, 
Bo  fit,  so  acceptiible,  so  divine, 
That  from  her  hand  I  could  suspect  no  ill. 
And  what  she  did,  whatever  in  itself, 
Her  doing  seemed  to  justify  the  deed ; 
She  gave  me  of  the  tree^  and  I  did  eat 
To  whom   the    sovYeign   Presence  thus 

replied :  "<. 

Was  she  thy  Ood,  that  her  thou  didst  obey 
Before  His  voice,  or  was  she  made  thy  guide 
Superior,  or  but  equal,  that  to  her « 
Thou  didst  thy  manhood,  and  the  place* 
Wherein  God  set  thee  above  her  maa^  of  thee, 
And  for  thee,  whose  perfection  far  ekceU^d 
Hers  in  real  dignity  ?    Adorned        -"• 
She  was  indeec^  and  lovely  to  attract 
Thy  love,  not  thy  subjection ;  and  her  gifts 
Were  such  as  under  government  well  seemed. 
Unseemly  to  bear  rule,  which  was  thy  part 
And  person,  hadst  thou  known  thyself  aright 


So  having  said.  He  thus  to  Eve  in  few: 
Say,  woman,  what  is  this  which  thou  hast 
done? 

To  whom  sad  Eve  with  shame  nigh  over- 
whelmed, 
Confessing  soon,  yet  not  before  her  Judge 
Bold  or  loquacious,  thus  abasVd  replied: 
The  serpent  me  beguil'd  and  I  did  eat 

Which  when  the  Lord  God  heard,  without 

delay 
To  judgment  He  proceeded  on  th*  accused 
Serpent  though  brute,  unable  to  transfer 
The  guilt  on  him  who  made  him  instrument 
Of  mischief,  and  polluted  from  the  end 
Of  his  creation :  justly  then  accucB^d. 
As  vitiated  in  nature ;  more  to  know 
Concerned  not  man  (since  he  no  further  knew) 
Nor  altered  his  offence ;  yet  Qod  at  last 
To  Satan  first  in  sin  his  doom  applied, 
Thou^  in  mysterious  terms,  judged  as  then 

beet: 
And  on  the  serpent  thus  His  curse  let  fall : 
Because  thou  hast  done  this,  thou  art  accursed 
Above  all  cattle,  each  beast  of  the  field ; 
Upon  thy  belly  grovelling  thou  shalt  go. 
And  dust  shall  eat  all  the  days  of  thy  Uf e. 
Between  thee  and  the  woman  I  will  put 
Enmity,  and  between  thine  and  her  seed; 
Her  seed  shall  bruise  thy  head,  tiiou  brdse 

hisheeL 

So  q>ake  this  orade,  then  verified 
When  Jesus,  son  of  Mary,  second  Eve, 
Saw  Satan  fall  like  lightning  down  from 

heavX 
Prince  of  the  air ;  then  rising  from  His  grave 

Spoil'd  principalities  and  powers,  triumphed 

In  open  show,  and  with  ascension  bright. 

Captivity  led  captive  through  the  air. 

The  realm  itself  of  Satan  long  usurped. 

Whom  He  shall  tread  at  last  imder  our  feet ; 

Ev'n  He  who  now  foretold  His  fatal  bruise. 

And  to  the  woman  thus  His  sentence  turned : 

Thy  sorrow  I  will  greatly  multiply 

By  thy  conception ;  children  thou  shalt  bring 

In  sorrow  forth ;  and  to  thy  husband's  will 

Thine  shall  submit ;  he  over  thee  shall  rule. 

On  Adam  last  thus  judgment  He  pro- 
nounced : 

Because  thou  hast  hearkened  to  the  voice  of 
thy  wife 

And  eat^  of  the  tree  conoeining  which 

I  charged  thee,  saying.  Thou  shalt  not  eat 
thereof : 

Curs'd  is  the  ground  for  thy  sake ;  thou  in 
sorrow  » 

Shalt  eat  thereof  all  the  days  of  thy  life ; 

Thorns  also  and  thistles  it  shall  bring  thee 
forth 

Unbid ;  and  thou  shalt  eat  th'  herb  of  the 
field. 

In  the  sweat  of  thy  face  shalt  thou  eat  bread. 

Till  thou  return  unto  the  ground ;  for  thou 

Out  of  the  ground  wast  taken,  know  thy 
birth,   . 

For  dust  thou  art,  and  shalt  to  dust  return. 

John  MUUm. 
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mo.  OUBIOM,  BrMoh  o£ 

But  to  my  mind — ^though  I  am  native  here, 
And  to  the  manor  bom, — it  is  a  custom 
More  honored   in  the  breach  than  the  ob- 
servance. 8hake8pear&, 

691.  OnaTOK,  Dapet  oft 

8ach  dapes  are  men  to  custom,  and  so  prone 
To  reverence  what  is  andent,  and  can  plead 
A  course  of  long  observance  for  its  use, 
That  even  servitude,  the  worst  of  ills. 
Because  delivered  down  from  sire  to  son, 
Is  kept  and  guarded  as  a  sacred  thing. 

Wm,  Cottper, 

6M.  CUSTOM,  Poww  9L 

Man  yields  to  custom  as  he  bowB  to  fate, 
In  all  thingn  ruled— mind,  body,  and  estate ; 
In  pain,  in  sickness,  we  for  cure  apply 
To  them  we  know  not,  and  we  know  not  why. 
Habit  with  him  has  aU  the  test  of  truth. 
It  must  be  right:    Fve  done  it  from  my 

youth.  George  Crabbe, 

Custom,  'tis  true,  a  venerable  tyrant, 
O^er  seirile  man  extends  her  blind  dominion. 

J,  Tfunnson, 
As  custom  arbitrates,  whose  shifting  sway 
Our  life  and  manners  must  alike  obey. 

Lard  Byron. 
Custom  does  often  reason  overrule. 
And  only  serves  for  reason  to  the  f ooL 

Earl  o/JSoehoiter. 
Custom  forms  us  all ; 
Our  thoughts,   our  morals,  our  most  fix'd 

belief 
Are  consequences  of  our  place  of  birth. 

093.  OTJBIOIC,  PMoedsBt  nl 

Away  with  custom  I  ^tis  the  plea  of  fools. 
Where  crimes  enormous,  that  debase  the  man, 
Rise  in  their  own  defence:  the  long-drawn 

roU 
Where  the  ascent  and  fall  of  states  or  men 
Stand  variously  portrayed;  what  is  it  else 
Tlian  a  sad  scnes  of  collective  guilt, 
Whence  custom  for  each  wantonness  of  ill 
May  draw  the  shameful  precedent  ? 

C.  P.  Layard. 

4KM*  DAHaEB,W«nii]iffo£ 

Haste,  traveller,  haste  t  the  idght  comes  on, 
And  many  a  shining  hour  is  gone ; 
The  storm  is  gathenng  in  the  west. 
And  thou  art  far  from  home  and  rest; 

Haste,  traveller,  haste  I 

Oh,  far  from  home  thv  footsteps  stray ; 
Christ  is  the  Life,  and  Christ  the  Way ; 
And  Christ  the  Light,  thy  setting  Sun, 
Sinks  ere  thy  mominff  is  begun ; 

iSiste,  traveller,  haste  I 

Awake,  awake  I  pursue  thy  way 
With  steady  course,  while  yet  'tis  day ; 
While  thou  art  sleeping  on  tha  ground 
Danger  and  darkness  gather  round ; 

H^te,  traveller,  haste  I 


The  rising  tempest  sweeps  the  sky ; 
The  rains  descend,  the  winds  are  high ; 
The  waters  swell,  and  death  and  fear 
Beset  thy  path,  nor  refuge  near ; 

Haste,  traveller,  haste! 

Oh,  yes  I  a  shelter  you  may  gain, 
A  covert  from  the  wind  and  rain, 
A  hiding-place,  a  rest,  a  home, 
A  refuge  from  the  wrath  to  come ; 

Haste,  traveller,  haste! 

Then  linger  not  in  all  the  plain. 
Flee  for  thy  life,  the  mountain  gain ; 
Look  not  behind,  make  no  delay. 
Oh,  speed  thee,  speed  thee  on  thy  way; 

Haste,  traveller,  haste ! 

Poor,  lost,  benighted  soul  1  art  thou 
Willing  to  find  salvation  now  ? 
There  yet  is  hope ;  hear  mercy's  call ; 
Truthl  life!  Light!  Way!  in  Christ  is  aU  1 

Haste  to  Him,  haste ! 
William  Bengo  CoHyer. 

6M.  DASKIBSS,  Chjia. 

Lost  in  darkness,  girt  with  dangers,  round 
me  strangers. 
Through  an  alien  land  I  roam, 
Outward  trials,  bitter  losses,  inward  crosses. 

Lord,  Thou  know'st  have  sought  me  home. 
Sin  of  courage  hath  bereft  me,  and  hath  left 
me 
Scarce  a  spark  of  f^th  and  hope ; 
Bitter  tears  my  heart  oft  sheddcth,   as  it 
dreadeth 
I  am  past  Thy  mercy's  scope. 
Peace  I  cannot  find;  oh,  take  me,  Lord,  and 
make  me 
From  this  yoke  of  evil  free ; 
Calm  this  longing,  never  sleeping,  still  my 
weeping. 
Give  me  hope  once  more  in  Thee ! 

TereUegeru 

6M.  DABKIB88|  Onrtain  nt 

The  glorious  sun  is  gone. 
And  the  gathering  darkness  of  night  comes 

on. 
Like  a  curtain  from  God's  kind  hand  it  flows. 
To  shade  the  coudi  where  His  children  repose. 
Then  kneel,   while  the  watching  stars  are 

bright, 
And  give  your  last  thoughts  to  the  Guardian 

of  night. 

H.  Ware^  Jr. 

MT«  DAXOE88,  EioapefraB. 

Out  of  shadow  into  sunHght, 
Out  of  darkness  into  day. 

So,  oft,  we  tread,  unheeding, 
Our  well-appointed  way ; 

Nor  dream  that  after  sorrow 

May  dawn  a  glad  to-morrow. 

Mary  DmneU  OhdlU. 

6M.  DAUCBS88,  Bosttarod. 

O  Thou  Patron  God! 
Thou  God  and  mortal  I  thence,  more  God  tc 
man! 
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Man^s  theme  eternal !  man's  eternal  theme  t 
Thou  canst  not  'scape  unmjnied  from  our 

praise. 
Uninjured  from  our  praise  can  He  escape 
Who,  disembosomed  from  the  Fftther,  bows 
The  heaven  of  heavens  to*  kiss  the  distant 

earUi; 
Breathes  oat  in  agonies  a  sinless  seal: 
Against  the  cross  death's  iron  sceptre  breaks ; 
From  famished  min  plucks  her  human  prey ; 
Throws  wide  the  gates  celestial  to  his' foes ; 
Their  gratitude,  for  such  a  boundless  debt^ 
Deputes  their  suffering  brothers  to  reodve ; 
And  if  deep  human  ^uilt  in  payment  fails, 
Aa  deeper  guilt  prohibits  our  despair, 
Enjcuns  it  aa  our  duty  to  rejoice ! 
And  (to  dose  all)  omnipotently  kind, 
Takes  his  deHghts  among  the  sons  of  men  V 
What  wor£  are  these! — ^And  did   they 

come  from  heaven  ? 
And  were  they  spoke  to  man,  to  guilty  man  f 
What  are  all  mystoies  to  love  like  this  t 
The  song  of  angels,  all  the  melodies 
Of  chor£L  gods,  are  wafted  in  the  sound ; 
Heal  and  exhilarate  the  broken  heart, 
miough  plunged  before  in  horrors  dark  as 

ni^ht ! 
Bicfa  prdibation  of  consummate  joy  I 
Nor  wait  we  dissolution  to  be  blessed. 

This  final  effort  of  the  moral  muse 
How  justly  titled  I    Nor  for  me  alone ; 
For  sSl  that  read,  what  spirit  of  support. 
What  heights  of  consolation  crown  my  song  1 
Then,  farewell,  Night !     Of  darknfws,  now 

no  more. 
Joy  breaks,  shines,  triumphs  1  'tis  eternal  day  t 
Shall  that  wMch  rises  out  of  nought  com- 
plain 
Of  a  few  evils,  paid  vrith  endless  joys  ? 
My  soul,  henceforth,  in  sweetest  union  join 
The  two  supports  of  human  happiness, 
Which  some,  erroneous,  think  can  never  meet. 
True  t€ute  of  life  and  conaUuU  thought  of 

death! 
The  thought  of  death,  sole  victor  of  its  dread. 
Hope  be  thy  joy,  and  probity  thy  skill ; 
Thy  patron  He  whose  diadem  has  dropped 
Yon  gems  of  heaven ;  eternity  thy  prize ; 
And  leave  the  racers  of  the  world  their  own, 
Their  feather  and  their  froth,  for  endless 

toils. 
They  part  with  all  for  that  which  is  not 

bread; 
Th6y  mortify,  they  starve,  on  wealth,  fame, 

power; 
And  laugh  to  scorn  the  fooU  that  aim  at 

more. 
How  must  a  spirit,  lata  escaped  from  earth. 
The  truth  of  things  new  blazing  in  its  eye, 
Look  back  astonished  on  the  ways  of  men, 
Whose  lives'  whole  drift  is  to  forget  their 

graves! 
And  when  our  present  privilege  has  passed, 
To  scourge  us  with  due  sense  of  its  abuse, 
The  same  astonishment  will  seize  us  alL 
What  then  must  pain  us  would  preserve  us 

now.  JSdwara  Young. 


eM.  DABXIESS,  Spirltiua. 

If  in  thy  heart  no  golden  sunlight  lingers 

To  brighten  life  within. 
And  to  thy  ears  earth's  sweet  and  joyous 
singers 

Hake  only  doleful  din ; 

I^  while  the  world  is  robed  in  peerless  beauty. 

Around  thy  spirit  ooil 
Serpents  of  doubt  and  fear,  and  sacred  duty 
•        Is  heavy,  joyless  toil ; 

If  when  thy  knees  are  bowed  in  supplication, 

Struggling  to  cast  thy  care 
On  heaven,  there  comes  no  strength  or  conso- 
lation 

In  answer  to  thy  prayer — 

Seek  not  to  find  a  reason  for  thy  sadness 

In  Him  who  chanseth  not. 
As  if  His  hand  withheld  the  light  and  glad- 
•      ness 

Which  thou  hast  vainly  sought. 

His  loving  kindness  is  a  fount  unfailing. 

Forever  full  and  free ; 
If  life  is  dark  and  prayer  is  unavailing. 

The  hindrance  is  in  thee. 

Is  there  no  foul  impurity  still  clinging 
Around  thy  yieldmg  heart, 

Dark'ning  thy  inner  light,  and  surely  bringing 
TUs  consdous  guilty  smart? 

Is  there  no  idol  shrined  within  thy  spirit, 
Where  Qod  alone  should  reign  ? 

No  love  of  wrong,  which  gives  thee  to  inherit 
A  legacy  of  pain? 

Are  there  no  works  of  faith  and  love  neg- 
lected. 

To  thee  by  Heaven  assigned  ? 
No  daily  Rimmon-worship,  undetected. 

Blighting  thy  peace  of  mind  ? 

Arise  and  search  thy  heart — ^let  nothing  stay 
thee; 

The  fatal  cause  is  there ; 
This  traitor  in  thy  soul  may  else  betray  thee 

To  ruin  and  despair. 

Nor  doubt,  when  thou  with  heart  contrite 
arid  lowly 
Hast  all  thy  sins  conf  essed,^ 
Thy  night  shall  pass  away,  and  God  the  holy 
Shall  hear  and  give  thee  rest. 

Edward  Hartly  Dewart, 

690.  BATOHTEB,  Address  to  a. 

Bright  as  the  skies  that  cover  thee, 

Child  of  the  sunny  brow : 
Bright  as  the  dream  flung  over  thee, 

By  all  that  meets  thee,  now : 
Thy  heart  is  beating  joyously, 

Thy  voice  is  like  a  bird's ; 
And  sweetly  breaks  the  melody 

•Of  thy  imperfect  words ; 
I  know  no  fount  that  gushes  out 
As  gladly  as  thy  tiny  shout. 
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I  would  that  thou  mighVst  ever  be 

As  beautiful  aa  now : 
That  time  jnight  ever  leave  as  free 

Thy  yet  unwritten  brow. 
I  would  life  were  "all  poetry" 

To  gentle  me^ure  set, 
That  naught  but  chasten'd  melody 

Might  stain  tiiine  eye  of  jet ; 
Nor  one  discordant  note  be  spoken, 
Till  Qod  the  cunning  harp  hath  broken. 

I  would— but  deeper  things  than  these 

Wil^  woman's  lot  are  wore : 
Wrouffht  of  intensest  S3rnipathies, 

And  nerved  by  purest  love : 
By  the  strong  spint's  discipline. 

By  the  fierce  wrong  forgiven, 
By  all  that  wrings  the  heart  of  sin. 

Is  woman  won  to  heaven. 
Her  lot  is  on  thee,  lovely  child 
God  keep  thy  spirit  undefiled  I 

I  fear  thy  gentle  loveliness, 

Thy  witching  tone  and  air ; 
Thine  eyes'  be^eching  earnestness 

Mav  be  to  thee  a  snare. 
The  silver  stars  may  purely  shine, 

The  waters  taintless  flow. 
But  they  who  kneel  at  woman's  shrine, 

Wreathe  poisons  as  they  bow ; 
She  may  fling  back  the  gift  again, 
But  the  crush'd  flower  will  o&nest  stain. 

What  shall  preserve  thee,  beautiful  child? 

Keep  thee  as  thou  art  now  f 
Bring  thee,  a  spirit  undefiled. 

At  €k>d's  pure  throne  to  bow  f 
The  world  is  but  a  broken  reed, 

And  life  grows  early  dim : 
Who  shall  he  near  thee  in  thy  need, 

To  lead  thee  up  to  Him  ? 
He,  who  Himself  was  "  undefiled  "  t 
With  Him  we  trust  thee,  beautiful  child! 

iV.  P.  WiUig. 

6S1.  DAYH^  Oharaoterof; 

And  lo  I  the  glories  of  the  illustrious  line 
At  then*  first  dawn  with  ripened  splendors 

shine, 
In  David  all  expressed;  the  good,  the  great, 
The  king,  the  hero,  and  the  man  complete. 
Serene  he  sits,  and  sweeps  the  golden  lyre. 
And  blends  the  prophet's  with  the  poet's  fire. 
See,  with  what  art  he  strikes  the  vood  strings. 
The  God  his  theme,  inspiring  what  he  sings  1 

Bp.  Zatoth, 

639.  DAVIA  Ftahns  oft 
See  Judah's  promised  king,  bereft  of  all. 
Driven  out  an  exile  from  the  face  of  SauL 
To  distant  caves  the  lonely  wanderer  flies. 
To  seek  that  peace  a  tyrant's  frown  denies. 
Hear  the  sweet  accents  of  his  tuneful  voice ; 
Hear  him,  o'erwhelmed  with  sorrows,  yet 

rejoice ; 
No  womanish  or  waUin^  grief  has  part. 
No,  not  a  moment,  in  his  royal  heart; 


'Tis  manly  music,  such  as  martyrs  make. 
Suffering  with  gladness  for  a  Saviour's  sake  : 
His  soul  exults ;  hope  animates  his  lays ; 
The  sense  of  mercy  kindles  into  praise; 
And  wilds,  familiar  with  the  lion's  roar, 
Ring  with  ecstatic  sounds  unheard  before. 

Wm.  Cawper, 

638*  DAVIBt  Mmnph  ofl 
One  struggle  of  might,  and  the  giant  of  Gatb, 
With  a  crash  like  the  oak  in  the  hurricane^s 

path. 
And  a  clangor  of  arms,  as  of  hosts  in  the  fray. 
At  the  feet  of  the  stripling  of  Ephratah  lay. 

A  hush  of  amazement — a  calm  as  of  death 
When  the  watcher  lists  long  for  that  spasm- 
drawn  breath. 
Then  a  shout  like  the  roll  of  artillery  rose, 
And  the  armies  of  Israel  swept  on  their  foes* 

For  a  space  the  Philistines  had  paused,  as  in 

aoubt, 
Ere  the  Israelite's  triumph  rang  gloriously 

out; 
Then,  scattering  his  arms  on  the  mountains, 

he  fled. 
Till  the  valley  of  Elah  was  strewn  with  the 

dead. 

The  carnage  moved  on,  and  alone  in  the  vale. 
The  Shepherd  knelt  down  by  the  dead  in  his 

mail. 
And  there,  with  lus  arm  on  that  still  reeking 

sword, 
Poured  forth  his  thanksgiving  in  prayer  to 

the  Lord. 
e34«  BAT,  BoaullfiiL 

O  unseen  Spirit  I  now  a  calm  divine 
Comes  forth  from  Thee,  rejoicing  earth  and 
airl 

Trees,  hiUs,  and  houses,  all  distmctly  shine. 
And  Thy  great  ocean  slumbers  everywhere. 

The  mountain  ridge  against  the  purple  sky 
Stands  dear  and  strong,  with  darkened 
rocks  and  dells. 

And  cloudless  brightness  opens  wide  and  high 
A  home  aSrial,  where  Thy  presence  dwells. 

The  chime  of  bells  remote,  the  murmuring 
sea. 
The  song  of  birds  in  whispering  copse  and 

wood. 
The  distant  voice  of  children's  thoughtless 
glee, 
And  maiden's  s<mg,  are  all  one  voice  of 
good. 

Amid  the  leaves'  green  mass  a  sunny  play 
Of  flash  and  shadow  stirs  like  inward  life ; 

The  ship's  white  sail  glides  onward  far  away, 
Unhaunted  by  a  dream  of  storm  or  strife. 

John  Sterling. 

^Mm  DAT,  Beginning  the. 

Begin  the  day  with  Godl 

He  is  thy  sun  and  day ; 
His  is  the  radiance  of  thy  dawn, 

To  EQm  address  thy  lay.  , 
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Suig  a  new  song  at  mom  t 
Join  the  glad  woods  and  Mils ; 

Join  the  fi.'esh  winds  and  seas  and  plains^ 
Join  the  bright  flowers  and  rilla. 

Awake,  cold  lips,  and  sing  I 
Arise,  dull  Imees,  and  pray ; 
\  lift  np,  O  man,  thy  heart  and  eyes ; 
I      Brash  slothfolness  away. 

Take  thy  first  meal  with  God ! 

He  is  thy  heayenly  food ; 
Feed  m^A  and  <m  Him ;  He  with  thee 

'Will  feast  in  brotherhood. 

Take  thy  first  walk  with  God! 

Let  Him  go  forth  with  thee. 
Qy  stream  or  sea  or  monntain-pathy 

Seek  still  His  company. 

Tby  first  transaction  be 

Vnth  Ood  Himself  aboye; 
So  shall  thy  business  prosper  well. 

And  all  the  day  be  love. 

fforatiuB  Bimar. 


DAT,  Olofiig  ths. 

All  praise  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  nighty 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light: 
Keep  mc,  oh  keep  me,  King  of  kings, 
Beneath  Thine  own  Almighty  wings ! 

Forgive  me.  Lord,  for  Thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  that  I  this  day  haye  done ; 
That  with  the  wcnrld,  myself,  and  llieei 
ly  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

Teach  me  to  liye,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed  I 
To  die,  that  this  yile  body  may 
Rise  glorious  at  the  awful  day  t 

0  may  my  soul  on  Thee  repose ; 

And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  dose ; 
Sleep,  that  may  me  more  vigorous  make 
To  serve  my  God  when  I  awake  I 

When  in  the  night  I  sleepless  lie. 
My  soul  with  heavenly  thoughts  supply  I 
Let  no  ill  dreams  disturb  my  rest, 
Ko  powers  of  darkness  me  molest  I 

DuU  sleep,  of  sense  me  to  deprive  I 

1  am  but  half  my  time  alive : 

Thy  faithful  lovers,  Lord,  are  griev'd 
To  lie  so  long  of  Thee  bereav'd. 

But  though  sleep  o'er  my  frailty  reigns^ 
Let  it  not  hold  me  lon^  in  chains  I 
And  now  and  then  let  loose  my  heart, 
Till  it  an  hallelujah  dart  I 

The  faster  sleep  the  senses  binds. 
The  more  unfettered  are  our  minds ; 
O  may  my  soul,  from  matter  free, 
Thy  loveliness  unclouded  see  I 


O  when  shall  I,  in  endless  day, 
Forever  chase  dark  sleep  awav. 
And  hymns  with  the  supernal  choir 
Lioessant  sing,  and  never  tire  j 

O  may  my  Guardian,  while  I  sleep, 
Close  to  my  bed  His  vigils  keep ; 
His  love  angelical  instil ; 
Stop  all  the  avenues  of  ill : 

May  He  celestial  joy  rehearse,  ^ 

And  thought  to  thought  with  me  converse ; 
Or  in  my  stead,  all  the  niffht  long, 
Sing  to  my  God  a  grateful  song  I 

Praise  God,  from  whom  aU  blessings  flow, 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below  I 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host  1 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Gost  I 

Bishop  Thomas  Ken, 

€97.  BAT,  BftWA  o£ 

A  wind  came  up  out  of  the  sea. 

And  said,  *^  O  mists,  make  room  for  me  t  ^' 

It  hailed  the  ships,  and  cried,  '*  Sail  on. 
Ye  mariners,  the  night  is  gone.'* 

And  hurried  landward  far  away, 
Crying,  "  Awake  1  it  is  the  day." 

It  said  unto  the  forest,  ''  Shout  I 
Hang  all  your  leafy  banners  out  I " 

It  touched  the  wood-bird's  folded  wing, 
And  said,  "  O  bird,  awake  and  sing  I " 

And  o'er  the  farms,  "  O  chanticleer. 
Tour  clarion  blow ;  the  day  is  near  I " 

It  whispered  to  the  fields  of  com, 

"Bow  down,  and  hail  the  coming  mom ! " 

It  shouted  through  the  belfry-tower, 
"Awake,  O  bell  I  proclaim  the  hour." 

It  crossed  the  diurchyard  with  a  sigh. 
And  said,  "Not  yet  1  in  quiet  lie." 

Hsnrf  Wadsworth  Lon^eUow, 

688.  DAT,  Xindi  o£ 

There  is  a  precious  day  ; 
In  youth  that  day  is  ours, 
When  we  should  dedicate  to  God  > 
Our  life  with  all  its  powers. 

There  is  a  gracious  day. 
When  conscience  speaks  within ; 
'•ns  now,  for  now  the  Spirit  strives, 
Convincing  us  of  sin. 

There  is  a  holy  day, 
Of  faith  and  hope  and  love : 
It  reaches  through  our  Christian  life 
On  earth  to  heaven  above. 
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There  is  a  serious  day, 
When  we  must  yield  our  breath ; 
Be  bom,  to  die  no  more,  or  die 
An  everlasting  death. 

There  is  an  awful  day, 
Of  judgment  and  decree ; 
Lordl  be  we  all  through  Christ  prepared 
That  last  of  days  to  see. 

g     There  is  a  glorious  day, 
Of  sweet  Sabbatic  rest : 
Oh !  may  we  its  eternal  length 
Enjoy  with  all  the  blest  I 

Jamet  Montgomery, 

680.  DAT,  Loit. 

Lost  I  lost  I  lost  I 

A  gem  of  countlesi  price, 
Cut  from  the  living  rock. 

And  graved  in  Paradise : 
Bet  round  with  throe  times  dffht 

Large  diamonds,  clear  and  bright, 
And  each  with  sixty  smaller  ones, 

AU  changeful  as  the  light 

Lost  where  the  thoughtless  throng 

Li  fashion's  maa&es  wind. 
Where  trillcth  f  olives  song. 

Leaving  a  sting  behind. 
Tet  to  my  hand  'twas  given, 

A  golden  harp  to  buv, 
Buch  as  the  white-robed  choir  attune 

To  deathless  minstrelsy. 

Lost  I  lost  I  lost! 

I  feel  all  search  in  vain ; 
Tliat  gem  of  countless  cost 

Can  ne*er  be  mine  again : 
I  offer  no  reward, — 

For  till  these  heart-strings  sever 
I  know  that  Heaven's  intni^ted  gift 

Is  reft  away  forever. 

Bat  where  the  sea  and  land. 

Like  burning  scroll,  have  fled, 
m  see  it  in  His  hand. 

Who  judgeth  quick  and  dead ; 
And  when  of  scathe  and  loss 

That  man  can  ne'er  repair. 
The  dread  inquiry  meets  the  soul. 

What  shall  it  answer  there  ? 

Mrs,  L,  H.  BigouriMy, 

6M»  DAT,  Qoestioii&reMfa. 

At  evening  to  myself  I  say, 
Soul,  where  hast  thou  gleaned  to-day. 
Thy  labors  how  bestowed  ? 
What  hast  thou  rightly  said,  or  done  ? 
What  grace  attained,  or  knowledge  won, 
In  following  after  God  ? 

Charles  Wedey, 

641.  DAT,  Bdny. 

The  day  is  cold,  and  dark,  and  dreary; 
It  rains,  and  the  wind  is  never  weary ; 
The  vine  still  clings  to  the  mouldering  wall, 
But  at  every  gust  the  dead  leaves  fall, 
And  the  day  is  dark  and  dreary. 


My  life  is  cold,  and  dark,  and  dreary ; 
It  rains,  and  the  wind  is  never  weary ; 
My  thoughts  still  ding  to  the  moulderiiig 

Past, 
But  the  hopes  of  youth  fall  thick  in  the  blast, 
And  the  days  are  dark  and  dreary. 

Be  still,  sad  heart  I  and  cease  repining ; 
Behind  the  clouds  is  the  sun  still  shinmg ; 
Thy  fate  is  the  common  fate  of  aU, 
Into  each  life  some  rain  must  fall. 

Some  days  must  be  dark  and  dreair. 

K  W.LmygfMcnD. 

M9.  DAT  OF  JUDaHEIT,  DeMriptinoftiiti 

That  great  Day  of  wrath  and  terror. 
That  last  Day  of  woe  and  doom, 
Like  a  thief  at  darkest  midnight, 
On  ^he  sons  of  men  shall  come ; 
When  the  pride  and  pomp  of  ages 
All  shall  utterly  have  pa^ed. 
And  they  stand  in  anguish,  owning 
That  the  end  is  here  at  last 
Then  the  trumpet's  pealing  clangor, 
Through  the  earth's  four  quarters  spread. 
Waxing  loud  and  even  louder, 
Shall  convoke  the  quick  and  dead; 
And  the  King  of  heavenly  glory^ 
Shall  assume  His  throne  on  high. 
And  the  cohorts  of  His  angels 
Shali  be  near  Him  in  the  sky. 
Then  the  sun  shall  turn  to  darkness. 
And  the  moon  be  red  as  blood ; 
And  the  stars  shall  fall  from  heaven. 
Whelmed  beneath  destruction's  flood, 
flame  and  fire  and  desolation 
At  the  Judge's  feet  shall  go : 
Earth  and  sea  and  all  abysses 
Shall  His  mighty  sentence  know. 

Then  th'  elect  upon  the  right  hand 
Of  the  Lord  shall  stand  around ; 
But,  like  goats,  the  evil-doers 
Shall  upon  the  left  be  found. 
*'  Come,  ye  Blessed,  take  the  kingdom,'* 
Shall  be  there  the  King's  award, 
**  Which  for  you,  before  the  world  was, 
Of  My  Father  was  prepared : 
I  was  naked,  and  ye  clothed  Me, 
Poor,  and  ye  relieved  Me ;  hence. 
Take  the  riches  of  My  glory 
For  your  endless  recompense.^^ 
Then  the  righteous  shall  make  question : 
*'  When  have  we  beheld  Thee  poor, 
Lord  of  glory  ?    When  relieved  Thee 
Lying  nesdy  at  our  door  ? " 
Whom  the  Blessed  King  shall  answer : 
**  When  ye  showed  your  charity. 
Giving  bread  and  home  and  raiment. 
What  ye  did  was  done  to  Me." 
In  like  manner,  to  the  left  hand 
That  most  righteous  Judge  shall  say, 
*'  Go,  ye  cursed,  to  Gehenna, 
And  the  fire  that  is  for  aye : 
For  in  prison  ye  came  not  nigh  Me ; 
Poor,  ye  pitied  not  My  lot ; 
Naked,  ye  have  never  clothed  Me ; 
Sick,  ye  visited  Me  not" 
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They  shall  say,  *'  O  Christ  t  when  saw  we 
That  thou  caUedst  for  our  aid, 
And  in  prison,  or  sick  or  hungry, 
To  relieye  hava  we  delayed  ?  " 
Whom  again  the  Judge  shall  answer: 
'*  8inoe  ye  never  cast  your  eyes 
On  the  sick  and  poor  and  needy. 
It  was  Me  ye  did  despise.** 

Backward,  backward,  at  the  sentence, 
To  Gehenna  they  shall  fly, 
Where  the  flame  is  neyer-ending, 
Where  the  worm  can  never  die ; 
Where  are  Satan  and  his  angels 
In  profoundest  dungeon  bound; 
Where  are  chains  and  lamentation. 
Where  are  quendiless  flames  around. 

But  the  righteous,  upward  soaring, 
To  the  heayeoly  land  shall  go, 
IGdst  the  cohorts  of  the  angelsy 
Where  is  joy  for  eyermo : 
To  Jerusalem,  exulting, 
They  with  shouts  shall  enter  in ; 
That  true  *'  sight  of  peace  "  and  glory 
That  sets  free  from  grief  and  sin. 
Christ  shall  they  behold  f  orerer, 
Seated  at  the  Father's  lumd, 
As  in  Beatific  Vision 
His  elect  before  Him  stand 

Wherefore  man,  whQe  yet  thou  mayest. 
From  the  dragon's  malice  fly : 
Give  thy  bread  to  feed  the  hungry, 
If  thou  seek^st  to  win  the  s^ ; 
Let  thy  loins  be  straitly  guaed. 
Life  be  pure,  and  heart  be  right ; 
At  the  coming  of  the  Bridegroom, 
That  thy  lamp  may  glitter  bright 

Tr.  from  the  £uin  hy  J.  M.  ISteaU, 

•4».  BAT  OF  JUDGMEHT.   IMm  Ink 

Day  of  yengeance,  without  monow ! 
Earth  shall  end  in  flame  and  sorrow. 
As  from  saint  and  seer  we  borrow. 

Ah  I  what  terror  is  impending, 
When  the  Judge  is  seen  descwiding. 
And  each  secret  yeil  is  rendingi 

To  the  throne,  the  trumpet  sounding. 
Through  the  sepulchres  resounding. 
Summons  all  with  yoice  astounding. 

Death  and  Nature,  mazed^  are  qusking. 
When,  the  graye's  long  slumber  brealdng, 
Man  to  judgment  is  awaking. 

On  the  written  yolume^s  pages. 
Life  is  shown  in  all  its  stages — 
Judgment-record  of  past  ages  1 

Sits  the  Judge  the  raised  arraigning, 
Daricest  mysteries  explaining, 
Nothing  unayenged  remaining. 

What  shall  I  then  say,  unfriended, 

By  no  adyocate  attended. 

When  the  just  are  scarce  defended 


King  of  Majesty  tmnendous. 
By  Thy  saying  grace  defend  us ; 
Fount  of  pity,  safety  send  us  1 

Holy  Jesus  I  meek,  forbearing. 

For  my  sins  the  death-crown  wearing, 

Saye  me,  in  that  day,  despairing. 

Worn  and  weary.  Thou  hast  sought  me ; 
By  Thy  cross  and  passion  bought  me ; 
Spare  the  hope  Thy  labors  brought  me. 

Righteous  Judge  of  retribution, 
Giye,  oh,  giye  me  absolution 
Ere  the  day  of  dissolution. 

As  a  guilty  culprit  groaning. 
Flushed  my  face,  my  errors  owninff ,    , 
Hear,  O  God,  my  spirit's  moaning! 

Thou  to  Mary  gay'st  remission, 
Heard'st  the  dying  thief  s  petition, 
Bad'st  me  hope  in  my  contritioiL 

In  my  prayers,  no  grace  discerning, 
Tet  on  me  Thy  f ayor  turning, 
Saye  my  soul  from  endless  burning  1 

Giye  me,  when  Thy  sheep  confiding 
Thou  art  from  the  goats  oiyiding, 
On  Thy  right  a  place  abiding  I 

When  the  wicked  are  confounded. 
And  by  bitter  flames  surrounded. 
Be  my  joyful  pardon  sounded  I 

Prostrate  all  my  guilt  discerning. 
Heart  as  though  to  ashes  turning ; 
Saye,  oh,  saye  me  from  the  burning  I 

Day  of  weeping,  when  from  ashes 
Man  shall  nse  'mid  lightning  flashes, 
Guilty,  trembling  with  contntion, 
Saye  him.  Father,  from  perdition  I 
ThomoM  of  Celano,  tr.  hy  John  A.  Dix. 

M4«  DATS,  Lost. 

The  lost  days  of  my  life  until  to-day. 
What  were  they,  could  I  see  them  on  the 

street 
lie  as  they  fell  ?    Would  they  be  ears  of 
wheat 
Sown  once  for  food  but  trodden  into  clay  ? 
Or  golden  coins  squandered  and  still  to  pay  ? 
Or  drops  of  blood  dabblmg  the  guilty  feet  ? 
Or  such  spilt  water  as  in  dreams  must  cheat 
The  throats  of  men  in  Hell,  who  thirst  al- 
wayt 

I  do  not  see  them  here ;  but  after  death 

Gk)d  knows  I  know  the  faces  I  shall  see. 
Each  one  a  murdered  self,  with  low  last 
breath. 
''I  am  thyself, — ^what  hast  thou  done  to 
me? 
"And  I — and  I — ^thyself,"  (lo !  each  one  saith,) 
''  And  thou  thyself  to  all  eternity  I " 

Dante  GaMd  BosietU. 
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'  645.  DATS,  Old. 

So  many  good  lessooB, 
So  many  good  sermons, 
And  so  few  deyodons, 

Sawe  I  never. 
So  many  empti  purses. 
So  few  good  horses. 
And  so  many  carses, 

Sawe  I  never. 

Such  hosiers  and  biaggeis, 
So  newe  f ashyoned  daggers, 
And  so  many  beggers, 

Sawe  I  never : 
So  many  propre  knyves. 
So  well  appairelled  wyvea 
And  so  yU  of  theyr  lyres, 

Sawe  I  never. 

So  much  stiivinge 

For  goodes  and  for  wiriBge, 

And  so  lytle  thryvynge, 

Sawe  I  never: 
So  many  capacities, 
Offices  and  plnn^tes, 
And  changing  of  dignitiesi 

Sawe  I  never. 

So  much  wrath  and  envy, 
Covetous  and  fflottony. 
And  so  little  doaritie, 

Sawe  I  never: 
So  many  carders, 
Revelers  and  dicers, 
And  so  many  yl  ticeiiy 

Sawe  I  never. 

Amendment 

Were  convenienti 

But  it  may  not  be ; 

We  have  exiled  verite. 

God  is  neither  dead  nor  sic^e ; 

He  may  amend  al  yet, 

And  trowe  ye  so  in  dede, 

As  ye  believe  ye  shall  have  mede. 

After  better  I  hope  ever, 

For  worse  was  it  never. 

{A.D.  1568)    Jchfi  BheUon. 

646.  DEAD,  BlMwd. 
O  safeathome,  where  the  dark  tempter  roams 
not, 

How  I  have  envied  thy  far  happier  lot  I 
Already  resting  where  the  evil  comes  not, 

The  tear,  the  toil,  the  woe,  the  sin  forgot 

O  safe  in  port,  where  the  rough  billow  breaks 
not, 
Where  the  wild  sea-moan  saddens  thee  no 
more; 
Where  the   remorseless   stroke  of  tempest 
shakes  not ; 
When,  when  shall  I  too  gain  that  tranquil 
shore) 

O  bright,  amid  the  brightness  all  eternal, 
Wlien  shall  I  breathe  with  thee  the  purer 
airt 

Air  of  a  land  whose  clime  is  ever  vernal, 
A  land  without  a  serpent  or  a  snare. 


Away,  above  the  scenes  of  guilt  and  folly. 
Beyond  this  desert's  heat  and  dreariness. 

Safe  in  the  dty  of  the  ever-holy, 
Let  me  make  haste  to  join  thy  earlier  blisB. 

Another  battle  fought,  and  oh,  not  lost — 
Tells  of  the  ending  of  this  fight  and  thrall^ 

Another  ridge  of  time's  lone  moorland  crossed. 
Gives  nearer  prospect  of  the  jasper  walL 

Just  gone  within  the  veil,  where  I  shall  follow. 
Not  far  before  me,  hardly  out  of  siffht — 

I  down  beneath  thee  in  this  doudy  hollow. 
And  thou  fur  up  on  yonder  sunny  height. 

Gone  to  begin  a  new  and  happier  story, 
Thy  bitterer  tale  of  earth  now  told  and 
done; 

These  outer  shadows  for  that  inner  glory 
Ezchuiged  forever. — ^O  thrice  blessed  one ! 

O  freed  from  fetters  of  this  lonesome  prison, 
'  How  I  shall  met  thee  in  that  day  of  days. 
When  He  who  died,  yea  rather  who  is  risen. 
Shall  these  frail  frames  from  dust  and  dark- 
ness raise.  HoraUu9  Bonar. 

647,  DBAA  OeBsnxtag  ilM. 
Dead.    There's  an  answer  to  arrest 

All  carping.    Dust*s  his  natural  place ; 

He'll  let  the  flies  buzz  round  his  face. 
And  though  you  slander,  not  protest  I 
For  silch  an  one,  exact  the  Best  1 

Opinions  gold  or  brass  are  nulL 
We  chuck  our  flattery  or  abuse. 
Called  Ceesar's  due,  as  Charon's  dues, 
F  the  teeth  of  some  dead  sage  or  fool, 
To  mend  the  grinning  of  a  skulL 

Be  abstinent  in  praise  and  blame. 
The  man's  still  mortal,  who  stands  flrst, 
And  mortal  only,  if  last  and  worst. 

Then  slowly  lift  so  frail  a  fame. 

Or  softly  drop  so  poor  a  shame. 

Elvmeth  BarrtU  Brawmtg. 

M8.  DEAD,  DixgefinrthA. 

Fear  no  more  the  heat  o'  the  sun. 
Nor  the  furious  winter's  rages ; 

Thou  thy  worldly  task  hast  done. 
Home  art  gone,  and  ta'en  thy  wages : 

Golden  lads  and  girls  all  must, 

As  chinmey-sweepers,  come  to  dust. 

Fear  no  more  the  frown  o'  the  great, 
Thou  art  past  the  tyrant's  stroke ; 

Care  no  more  to  clothe,  and  eat ; 
To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak : 

The  sceptre,  learning,  physic,  must 

All  f  oUow  this,  and  come  to  dust 

Fear  no  more  the  lightning  flash 
Nor  the  all-dreaded  thunder-stone ; 

Fear  not  slander,  censure  rash ; 
Thou  hast  finished  joy  and  moan : 

All  lovers  young,  all  lovers  must. 

Consign  to  thee,  and  come  to  dust. 
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6W.  IfEAB,  Forget  M  «hib 

Foiget  them  not :  though  now  their  name 

Be  bat  a  monmfal  sonnd. 
Though  by  the  hearth  its  atterance  daun 

A  stOlness  ronncL 

Though  for  their  sake  this  earth  no  more 

As  it  hath  been  may  be, 
And  diadowB,  never  marked  before. 

Brood  o'er  each  tree ; 

And  though  their  image  dim  the  sky, 

Tety  yet  forget  them  not ! 
Kor  where  their  lore  and  life  went  by, 

Foftoke  the  spot  I 

They  have  a  breathing  influence  there^ 

A  chann  not  elsewhere  found ; 
Sad,  yet  it  sanctifies  the  air, 

The  stream — the  ground. 

Then  though  the  wind  an  altered  tone 
Through  the  young  foliage  bear, 

Though  every  flower,  of  something  gone, 
A  tmge  may  wear ; 

Oh!  fly  it  not!  no/f*ut^2fiM. grief 

Thus  in  their  presence  felt, 
A  record  links  to  every  leaf 

There,  where  they  dwelt. 

Still  trace  the  path  which  knew  their  tread. 

Still  tend  their  garden  bower, 
Still  commune  with  the  holy  dead 

In  each  lone  hour  I 

The  holy  dead  I— oh  blessed  we  are, 

That  we  may  call  them  so, 
And  to  their  image  look  afar. 

Through  all  our  woe ! 

Blessed,  that  the  things  Ihey  loved  on  earth, 

As  relics  we  may  hold. 
That  wake  sweet  thoughts  of  parted  worth, 

By  springs  untold ! 

Blessed,  that  a  deep  and  chastening  power 

Thus  o'er  our  souls  is  given, 
If  but  to  bird,  or  song,  or  flower. 

Yet  all  for  heaven  I 

Mrs,  JF[  jD.  Bmans, 

6M.  DEAD,  Glory  of  tlie, 

They  are  all  gone  into  the  world  of  light, 

And  I  alone  sit  lingering  here ! 
Their  very  memory  is  fair  and  bright. 

And  my  sad  thoughts  doth  clear ; 

It  glows- and  glitters  in  mv  cloudy  breast, 
Like  stars  upon  some  gloomy  grove, — 

Or  those  faint  beams  in  which  this  hill  is 
drest 
After  the  su^s  remove. 

I  see  them  walking  in  an  air  of  glory. 
Whose  light  doth  trample  on  my  days, — 

Hy  days  which  are  at  best  but  dull  and  hoary, 
Jfere  glimmering  and  decays. 


O  holy  hope!  and  high  humility, — 

High  as  the  heavens  above  I 
These  are  your  walks,  and. you  have  showed 
them  me 

To  kindle  my  cold  love. 

Dear,  beauteous  Death !  the  jewel  of  the  just, 
Shining  nowhere  but  in  the  dark ; 

What  mysteries  do  lie  beyond  thy  dust, 
Could  man  outlook  that  mark  I 

He  that  hath  found  some  fledged  bird's-nest 
may  know, 

At  first  si^ht,  if  the  bird  be  flown ; 
But  what  fair  dell  or  grove  he  sings  in  now, 

That  is  to  him  unknown. 

And  yet,  as  angels  in  some  brighter  dreams 
Call  to  tiie  soul  when  man  doth  sleep. 

So   some   strange  thoughts  transcend  our 
wonted  themes, 
And  into  glory  peep. 

If  a  star  were  conflned  into  a  tomb, 
Her  captive  flames  must  needs  bum  there, 

But  when  the  hand  that  locked  her  up  gives 
room, 
She^ll  shine  through  all  the  sphere. 

O  Father  of  eternal  life,  and  aU 

Created  glories  under  Thee, 
Resume  thy  spirit  from  this  world  of  thrall 

Into  true  liberty. 

Either  disperse  these  mists,  which  blot  and 
fill 
My  perspective  still  as  they  pass ; 
Or  else  remove  me  hence  into  that  hiU, 
Where  I  shall  need  no  glass. 

Emry  Va^ighn. 

651.  DEAD,  Mef  for  tiw. 

O  hearts  that  never  cease  to  yearn  1 
O  brimming  tears  that  ne'er  are  dried  I 

The  dead,  though  they  depart,  return, 
As  though  they  had  not  died  I 

The  living  are  the  only  dead ; 

The  dead  live,  nevermore  to  die ; 
And  often,  when  we  mourn  them  fled. 

They  never  were  so  nigh  I 

And  though  they  lie  beneath  the  waves. 
Or  sleep  within  the  churchyard  dim, 

(Ah  I  through  how  many  different  graves 
Gk>d's  children  go  to  Him.) 

Yet  every  grave  gives  up  its  dead 
Ere  it  is  overgrown  with  grass ; 

Then  why  should  hopeless  tears  be  shed. 
Or  need  we  cry,  **  Alas  "  ? 

Or  why  should  Memory,  veiled  with  gloom, 
And  like  a  sorrowing  mourner  craped, 

Sit  weeping  o'er  an  empty  tomb, 
Whose  captives  have  escaped? 

'Tis  but  a  mound,  and  will  be  mossed 
Whene'er  the  summer  grass  appears ; 

The  loved,  though  wept,  are  never  lost; 
We  only  lose — our  tears  I 
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Nay,  Hope  may  whisper  with  the  dead 
By  bending  forward  where  they  are ; 

But  Memory,  with  a  backward  tread,  • 
Communes  with  them  afar. 

The  joys  we  lose  are  but  forecast, 
And  we  shall  find  them  all  once  more ; 

We  look  behind  ns  for  the  Past, 
Bntlol  'tis  aU  before ! 

d53*  DEABi  Hftpplaan  of  the. 

Thou  art  in  heaven,  and  I  am  still  on  earth ; 
'Tis  years,  long  years,  since  we  were  parted 

here, 
I  still  a  wanderer  amid  grief  and  fear, 
And  thou  the  tenant  of  a  brighter  sphere. 

Tet  still  thou  seemest  near; 

But  yesterday  it  seems. 

Since  the  last  dasp  was  giyen, 

Since  our  lips  met, 
And  our  eyes  looked  into  each  other's  depths. 

Thou  art  amid  the  deathless,  I  still  here. 
Amid  things  mortal,  in  a  land  of  graves, 
A  land  o'er  which  the  heavy-beatmg  waves 
Of  changing  time  move  on,  a  land  where  laves^ 

The  storm,  which  whoso  braves 

Must  have  his  anchor  fixed 

Firmly  within  the  vaU ; 

So  let  my  anchor  be ; 
Such  be  my  consolation  and  my  hope. 

Thou  art  amid  the  sorrowless,  I  here 
Amid  the  sorrowing ;  and  yet  not  long 
Shall  I  remain  'midsin,  and  fear,  and  wrong: 
Soon  shall  I  join  you  in  your  sinless  song. 
Thy  day  has  come,  not  gone, 
Thy  sun  has  risen,  not  set, 
Thy  life  is  now  beyond 
The  readi  of  death  or  change ; 
Not  ended  but  begpm, 
Such  shall  our  life  be  soon. 
And  then, — ^the  meeting-day, 
How  full  of  light  and  joy  f 
All  fear  of  change  cast  out, 
All  shadows  pa^ed  away, 
The  union  sealed  forever 
Between  us  and  our  Lord. 

Horatius  BoTiar. 

M3.  DEAD,  InvoUiig  the. 

There  are  who  fondly  call  upon  the  dead 
To  hear  them,  and  imagine  they  receive 
Some  dark  response  in  symbols  or  in  sounds : 
But  either  in  their  minds  their  own  prayers 

raise 
Distempered  phantasies,  or  spirits  unblest, 
Perceiving  that  the  bond  of  fealty 
Is  broken  with  the  One  and  Only  God, 
Assume  the  very  lineaments  and  voice 
Of  those  invoked,  and  answering  them,  allure 
Their  worshippers  to  ruin.  Biehenteth, 

•54.  DEAD,  lUntlas  of  tha. 

From  the  eternal  shadow  rounding 

All  unseen  and  starlight  there. 
Voices  of  our  lost  ones  sounding. 
Bid  us  be  of  heart  and  cheer 
Through  the  silence,  down  the  spaces,  falling 
on  the  inward  ear. 


Enow  we  not  our  dead  are  looking 

Downward,  as  in  sad  surprise, 
All  our  strife  of  words  rebuking 
With  their  mild  and  earnest  eyes  ? 
Shall  we  grieve  the  holy  angels;  shall  we 
cloud  their  blessed  skies  t 

Let  us  draw  their  mantles  o'er  us. 
Which  have  fallen  in  our  way : 
Let  us  do  the  work  before  us 
Calmly,  bravely,  while  we  may. 
Ere  the  long  night-silence  oometh,  and  with 
us  it  is  not  day  1 

John  G.  WhUHer. 

655»  DEAD,  Komorials  of  the. 

We  gather  up  with  pious  care 
"miat  happy  saints  have  left  behind; 

Their  writings  in  our  memory  bear,  ' 

Their  sayings  on  our  faithful  mind* 

Their  works  which  traced  them  to  the  skies 
For  patterns  to  ourselves  we  take. 

And  dearly  love,  and  highly  prize 
The  mantle  for  the  wearer's  sake. 

Charles  WeaUff. 

6M.  DEAD,  Xomoiyof  iho. 

When  the  hours  of  day  are  numbered. 
And  the  voices  of  the  night 

Wake  the  bitter  soul  that  slumbered 
To  a  holy,  calm  delight, — 

Ere  the  evening  lamps  are  lighted. 
And,  like  phantoms  grim  and  taU, 

Shadows  from  the  fitful  firelight 
Dance  upon  the  parlor  wall ; 

Then  the  forms  of  the  departed 

Enter  at  the  open  door, — 
The  beloved  ones,  the  true-hearted. 

Come  to  visit  me  once  more ; 

He  the  young  and  strong,  who  cherished 
Noble  longings  for  the  strife. 

By  the  roadside  fell  and  perished. 
Weary  with  the  march  of  life ! 

They,  the  holy  ones  and  weakly. 
Who  the  cross  of  suffering  bore, 

Folded  their  pale  hands  so  meekly. 
Spake  with  us  on  earth  no  more  I 

And  with  them  the  being  beauteous 
Who  unto  my  youth  was  given, 

More  than  all  things  else  to  love  me. 
And  is  now  a  saint  in  heaven. 

With  a  slow  and  noiseless  footstep 
Comes  that  messenger  divine, 

Takes  the  vacant  chair  beside  me, 
Lays  her  gentle  hand  in  mine ; 

And  she  sits  and  gazes  at  me 
With  those  deep  and  tender  eyes. 

Like  the  stars,  so  still  and  saint-like, 
Looldng  downward  from  the  skies. 


TTtiered  not,  yet  oompiehended. 
Is  the  Bpirit'8  Yoicdew  pnrer, 

Soft  rebukes,  in  bleaaings  endedy 
"■*—***''*'•  jErom  her  lips  of  air. 


O,  tfaong^  oft  depressed  and  lonely. 
All  my  fears  are  laid  aside. 

If  I  bat  remember  only 
Such  as  these  have  Uved  and  died  I 
Henry  Wadtwortk  Longfdiow. 

Thon^rt  passing  hence,  my  brother ! 

Oh  I  my  earliest  friend,  farewell  I 
ThoiQ'rt  leaving  me  without  thy  Toioey 

In  a  lonely  home  to  dwell, 
And  from  the  hilk,  and  £rom  the  hearth. 

And  from  the  household  tree. 
With  thee  departs  the  lingering  mir^h, 

The  brightness  goes  with  Uiee. 

Bat  thoo,  my  friend  and  brother  I 

Thou'rt  speeding  to  the  shore 
Where  the  dirge-like  tone  of  parting  words 

ShaU  smite  the  soul  no  mora  t 
And  thoa  wilt  see  our  holy  dead,* 

The  lost  of  earth  and  main ; 
into  the  sheaf  of  kindred  hearts    . 

llkoa  will  be  bound  againl 

And  tell  our  fair  young  sister, 

The  rose  cut  down  in  spring, 
Tliat  yet  my  gashing  soul  is  filled 

With  lays  she  loved  to  sing: 
Her  soft,  deep  eyes  look  through  my  dreams 

Tender  and  sadly  sweet : 
Tell  her  my  heart  within  me  bums 

Onoe  more  that  gaze  to  meet 

And  tell  our  white-hair*d  f  atherf 

TbsA  in  the  paths  he  trod. 
The  child  he  loved,  the  last  on  earth, 

Yet  walks  and  worships  God ; 
Say,  that  his  last  fond  blessing  y^ 

Rests  on  my  soul  like  dew. 
And  by  its  hallowing  might  I  trust 

Onoe  more  his  j»ce  to  view. 

And  teU  our  genUe  mother, 

That  o'er  her  grave  I  pour 
The  sorrows  of  my  spirit  forth. 

As  on  her  breast  of  yore  I 
Happy  thou  art,  that  soon,  how  soo^ 

Our  good  and  bright  will  see ;  f 
Oh  I  bro&er,  brother  1  may  I  dwell 

Ere  long  with  them  and  thee  I 

MS.  BBAD  MMiar. 

But  when  I  go 
To  my  lone  bed,  I  ftid  no  mother  there ; 
And  weeping  kneel,  to  say  the  prayer  she 

tanght; 
Or  when  I  read  the  Bible  that  she  loved. 
Or  to  her  vacant  scat  at  Church  draw  near. 
And  think  of  her,  a  voice  is  in  my  heart. 
Bidding  me  earlv  seek  mv  God,  and  love 
My  Biased  Saviour;  and  that  voice  is  hers; 

11 
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I  know  it  is,  because  these  were  the  words 
She  used  to  speak  so  tenderly,  with  tears. 
At  the  still   twilight   hour, — or  when  we 

walked 
Forth  in  the  Spring,  among  rejoicing  birds, 
Or  peaceful  talked  beside  &e  Winter  hearth. 

Mn.  Sigoumey. 

6M.  DBAA  Vrabn  «f  the. 

Number  the  grains  of  sand  outspread 

Wherever  Ocean's  billows  flow ; 
Or  count  the  bright  stars  over  head, 

As  these  in  their  proud  courses  glow ; 

Count  all  the  tribes  on  earth  thi^  creep, 
.  Or  that  expand  the  wing  in  air ; 

Number  the  hosts  that  In  the  deep 
Existence  and  its  pleasures  share ; 

Count  the  green  leaves  that  in  the  breath 

Of  Spring's  blithe  gale  are  dancing  fast ; 
Or  those,  aU  faded,  sere  in  death, 

Whidf  flit  before  the  wintry  blast ; 

w 

Ay  I  number  these,  and  myriads  mora^ 
All  countless  as  they  seem  to  be ;» 

There  still  remains  an  ampler  store 
Untold  by,  and  unknown  of  thee. 

Askest  thou,  '*  Who,  or  what  are  they  t  ^ 
Oh  I  think  upon  thy  mortal  doom ; 

,And  with  anointed  eye  survey 
The!  silent  empire  of  the  tomb  I 

Think  of  all  those  who  erst  have  been 

Living  as  thou  art— even  now ; 
Looking  upon  life's  busy  scene 

With  glance  as  careless,  light,  as  thou. 

AU  these,  like  thee,  have  lived  and  moved. 
Have  seen — ^what  now  thou  look'st  upon. 

Have  fear'd,  hoped,  hated,  mourned,  or  loved. 
And  now  from  mortal  sight  are  gone. 

Yet,  thouffh  unseen  of  human  eye. 
Their  rddcs  slumber  in  tiie  earth. 

The  boon  of  immortality 
To  them  was  given  with  vital  birth. 

They  were  ;  and,  having  been,  they  are/ 
Earth  but  contains  their  mould'ring  dust ; 

Their  deathless  spirits,  near  or  far, 
With  thine  must  rise  to  meet  the  jusi 

Thou  know'st  not  but  they  hover  near. 

Witness  of  every  secret  deed, 
Which,  shunning  human  eye  or  -ear. 

The  spirits  of  the  dead  may  heed. 

An  awful  thought  it  is  to  think 
The  viewless  dead  outnumber  all 

Who,  bound  by  life's  connecting  link. 
Now  share  with  us  this  earthly  ball. 

It  is  a  thought  as  dread  and  high, 
And  one  to  wake  a  fearful  t£ill. 

To  think,  while  all  who  live  must  die, 
The  dead,  the  dead,  are  living  still  I 
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660i»  DEAD,  Beeret  of  the. 

Does  the  dark  and  soundless  river 
Stretch  so  wide — 
The  homeless-rolling  tide 
Over  which  have  crossed 
Onr  loved  and  early  lost, 
That  their  unsealed  eyes  may  never  see 

The  farther  side. 
Where  still  amid  this  ooil  and  midery 
We  hide  ? 

Is  the  realm  of  their  transition 
Close  at  hand 
To  this  our  living  land? 
Nearer  than  we  ^eam  ? 
Can  they  catch  the  gleam 
Of  our  smiles  and  hear  the  words  wo  speak  f 

And  see  our  deeds  f 
And  looking  deeper  than  our  eyes  may  seek, 
Onr  needs  ? 

Do  they  mingle  in  our  gladncsn  ? 
Do  they  grieve 
When  ways  of  good  we  leave  ? 
Do  they  know  each  thought  and  hope  t 
While  ve  in  shadows  grope, 
Can  they  hear  the  Future's  high  behest, 

Tet  lack  the  power 
To  lead  us  from  our  ill  or  to  arrest 
The  hour  9 

When  they  find  us  bowed  in  sorrow 
Do  they  high  ? 
Or  when  the  earth  passes  by 
For  them,  do  they  forget 
The  cares  that  here  beset 
Their  well-beloved  ?    Or  do  they  wait 

(O  be  it  thus) 
And  watch  beside  the  golden  gate 
For  us? 

We  are  yearning  for  their  secret : 
Though  we  coll, 
No  answers  ever  fall 
Upon  our  dulldd  ears 
To  quell  our  nameless  fears. 
Yet  God  is  over  all,  whatever  may  be, 

And  trusting  so. 
Patience,  my  heart  I  a  little  whUe,  and  we 
Shall  Imow.  Oeorge  Cooper. 

Ml.  DEAA  Sin  agdnit  ihs. 

Say,  who  can  mourn 

Over  the  smitten  idol,  by  long  yeans 

Cemented  with  his  being,  yet  perceive 

No  dark  remembrance  that  he  fain  would 

blot. 
Troubling  the  tear?    If  there  were  no  kind 

deed 
Omitted,  no  sweet,  healing  word  of  love 
Expected,  yet  unspoken ;  no  light  tone 
That   strudc   discordant   on   the  shivering 

nerve, 
For  which  tiie  weeper  fain  would  rend  the 

tomb 
To  cry  **Forgive; "  oh,  let  him  kneel  and 

praise 
God  amid  .all  ids  grief. 

Mru,  L,  IC  Biffoumty^ 


6M.  DBAD,  Spirit  of  tlM. 

Ai\|iwer  me,  burning  stars  of  night ; 

Where  is  the  spirit  gone. 
That,  past  the  reach  of  human  sight, 

Even  as  a  breeze  hath  flown  ? 
And  the  stars  answer'd  me,  ''  We  zoU 

In  light  and  power  on  high. 
But,  of  the  never-dying  soul, 

Ajsk  things  that  cannot  die.*' 

O  many-toned  and  chainless  Wind  I 

Thou  art  a  wanderer  free ; 
Tell  me  if  thou  its  place  canst  find, 

F^  over  mount  and  sea  ? 
And  the  Wind  murmured  in  reply, 

*'  The  blue  deep  I  have  crossed, 
And  met  its  barks  and  billows  high. 

But  not  what  thou  hast  lost*' 

Te  Clouds  that  gorgeously  repose 

Around  the  setting  sun, 
Answer  1  have  ye  a  home  for  those 

Whose  earthly  race  has  run  ? 
The  bright  Clouds  answered,  ''  We  depart^ 

We  vanish  from  the  sky ; 
Ask  what  is  deathless  in  thy  heart, 

For  that  which  cannot  die  t  " 

Speak  then,  thou  Voice  of  €k>d  within, 

Thou  of  the  deep  low  tone ! 
Answer  mo  through  life's  restless  din. 

Where  is  the  Spirit  flown  ? 
And  the  Voice  answer'd,  ''Be  thou  still ! 

Enough  to  know  is  given ; 
Clouds,  Winds,  and  Stars  their  task  fulfil, 

Hdne  if^U}  trust  in  Heaven." 

Mr$,  F,  D,  ffemans, 

e63.  DEAD,  Steto  of  As. 

Bamlet.    To  be,  or  not  to  be, — ^that  is  the 

question : 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  suffer 
The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune, 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troublea. 
And,  by  opposing,  end  them  ? — ^To  die, — ^to 

sleep ; — 
No  more ;  and,  by  a  sleep,  to  say  we  end 
The  heart-ache,   and  the  thousand  natural 

shocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to, — ^'tis  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wished.  To  die, — to  sleep ;  — 
To  sleep  I  perchance  to  dream : — ay,  there'a 

the  rub; 
For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may 

come, 
When  we  have  shufl9ed  off  this  mortal  coil. 
Must  give  us  pause :  there's  the  respect 
That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life ; 
For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of 

time. 
The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  oon- 

tumelv. 
The  panffs  of  despised  love,  the  law's  delay, 
The  insolence  of  ofllce,  and  the  spurns 
That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes, 
When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 
With  a  bare  bodkin?   who  would  faidela 

bear, 
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To  grant  and  sweat  under  a  ireaiy  life. 
Bat  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death — 
That    nndiscoyered   country,    from   whose 

bourn 
No  traveller  returns — puzzles  the  will. 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  hare, 
Than  fly  to  others  that  wc  Imow  not  of  ? 
Thus  consdence  docs  make  cowards  of  us  all ; 
And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 
Is  sicklied  o^er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought ; 
And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment. 
With  this  regard,  their  ouirents  turn  awry, 
And  lose  the  name  oi  action. 

ShaieBpeare, 

e64«  BEAA  TheBleoed. 

Hail,  heavenly  voice,  once  heard  in  Patmos 
"Write, 
Henceforth  the  dead  who  die  in  Christ  are 

blest; 
Tea,  saith  the  Spirit,  for  they  now  shall  rest 
From  all  their  l^rs  I  '^    But  no  dull  dark 

night 
Tliat  rest  overshadows:    'tis  the  day-spring 
bright 
Of  bliss;  the  foretaste  of  a  richer  feast ; 
A  sleep,  if  sleep  rt  be,  of  lively  zest. 
Peopled  with  visions  of  intense  delight. 
And  though  the  secrets  of  that  resting-plaoe 
The  soul  embodied  knows  not;  yet  she 
knows 
No  sin  is  there  Gtod^s  likeness  to  deface, 

To  stint  His  love  no  purgatorial  woes ; 
Her  dross  is  left  behind,  nor  mixture  base 
Mars  the  pure  stream  of  her  serene  repose. 

Buhop  Mant, 

665.  DBAB,  Voioei  of  the. 

Lord,  the  lights  are  gleaming  from  the  dis- 
tant shore. 

Where  no  billows  threaten,  where  no  tempests 
roar; 

Long-beloved  voices  calling  me  I  hear, — 

O,  how  sweet  th^r  summons  falls  upon  my 
carl 

Here  are  foes  and  strangers,  faithless  hearts 
and  cold; 

There  is  fond  affection,  fondly  proved  of  old  I 

Let  me  haste  to  join  them ;  may  it  not  be  so  ? 
Loose  the  cable,  let  me  go  I 


\.  DEAA  Weep  Hot  £»  the. 
Oh,  weep  not  for  the  dead  I 
Rather,  O  rather  sive  the  tear 
To  those  that  darkly  linger, 
When  all  besides  are  flea : 
Weep  for  the  spirit  withering 
In  its  cold;  cheerless  sorrowing ; 
Weep  for  the  young  and  lovely  one 
That  ruin  darkly  revels  on ; 
But  never  be  a  tear-drop  shed 
For  them  the  pure,  the  enfranchised  dead. 

Mary  JS.  Brooki. 

067    DEATH,  A  Ohild'B. 

Fall  short  his  journey  was ;  no  dust 
Of  earth  unto  his  sandals  clave ; 
The  weary  weight  that  old  man  must, 
He  bore  not  to  the  grave. 


He  seemed  a  cherub  who  had  lost  his  way 
And  wandered  hither,  so  his  stay 
With  us  was  short,  and  'twas  most  meet 
That  he  should  be  no  delver  in  earth's  clod,  • 
Nor  need  to  pause  and  cleanse  his  feet 
To  stand  before  his  Qod : 
O  blest  word — Evermore ! 

Jamet  Btmdl  Lowdl. 

M8«  DBATE^  Aasn*f  Tiiioa  of; 

To  whom  thus  Michael:  ''Death  thou  hast 

seen 
In  his  first  shape  on  man ;  but  many  shapes 
Of  Death,  and  many  are  the  ways  that  lead 
To  his  grim  cave,  all  dismal ;  yet  to  sense 
More  terrible  at  th'  entrance  than  within. 
Some,  as  thou  saw'st,  by  violent  stroke  shall 

die. 
By  fire,  flood,  famine ;  by  intemp'ranoc  more 
In  meats  and  drinks,  which  on  the  earth  shall 

bring 
Diseases  dire,  of  which  a  monstrous  crew 
Before  thee  shall  appear;  that  thou  mayst 

know 
What  misery  th'  inabstlnence  of  Eve 
Shall  bring  on  men."    Immediately  a  place 
Before  his  eyes  appeared,  sad,  noisome,  dark, 
A  lazar-house  it  seem'd,  wherein  were  laid 
Numbers  of  all  diseas'd,  all  maladies, 
Of  ghastly  spasm,  or  racking  torture,  qualms. 
Of  heart-sick  agony,  all  feverous  kinds. 
Convulsions,  epilepsies,  fierce  catarrhs. 
Intestine  stone  ana  ulcer,  colic-pangs. 
Demoniac  frenzy,  moping  melancholy. 
And  moon-struck  madness,  pining  atrophy. 
Marasmus,  and  wide-wasting  pestilence. 
Dropsies,  and  asthmas,   and  joint  -  racking 

rheums. 
Dire  was  the  tossing,  deep  the  groans;  De- 
spair 
Tended  the  sick,  busiest  from  couch  to  couch : 
And  over  them  triumphant  Death  his  dart 
Shook,  but  delay'd  to  strike,  though  oft  in- 

vok'd 
With  vows,  as  their  chief  good,  and  final 

hope. 
Sight  so  deform  what  heart  of  rock  could 

long 
Dry  -  ey'd  behold  ?    Adam  could  not,  but 

wept.  John  MUton, 

MO.  death;  Agents  oil 

Foremost,  Old  Age,  his  natural  ally 
And  firmest  friend ;  next  him  diseases  thick, 
A  motley  train ;  Fever,  with  cheek  of  fire ; 
Consumption  wan;  Palsy,  half  wann  with 

life. 
And  half  a  day-cold  lump ;  joint  tort'ring 

gout. 
And  ever-gnawing  Bheum;  Convulsion  wild; 
Swoln  Dropsy ;  panting  Asthma ;  Apoplex 
Full  gorg'd.    There  too  the  Pestilence  that 

walks 
In  darkness,  and  the  sickness  that  destroys 
At  broad  noon-day.    These,  and  a  thousand 

more. 
Horrid  to  tell,  attentive  wait ;  and,  when 
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By  Heaven^fl  command  Death  wares  Ms  ebon 

wand, 
Sndden  rush  forth  to  execute  his  pnipose. 
And  scatter  desolation  o'er  the  earth. 

670*  DEATHi  Angvl  of. 

O  glorious  world  I  thou  art'deck'd  in  pride. 
And  crowned  with  Joy  like  a  mortal  bride ; 
The  robe  of  majesty  thou  dost  wear 
Glows  with  the  hues  of  the  changing  year. 
Btrange  beauty  dwells  on  forest  and  plain, 
On  snow-capped  mountains  and  swelling  main, 
On  rose-huea  glacier  and  rocky  isle. 
And  yale,  where  the  waving  harvests  smile. 
Bright  warblers  dwell  in  thy  perfumed  groves. 
The  snowy  sail  o'er  the  blue  lake  moves ; 
And  marble  column  and  gilded  spire 
Gleam  on  the  plain  in  the.  sun's  red  fire. 
The  spell  of  unmingled  beauty  is  thine, 

0  glorious  world  I  yet  I  call  thee  mine. 

By  the  lightning's  flash,  by  the  t^npest's 

gloom, 
By  the  whirlwind's  nxdh  I  blast  thy  bloom. 

1  bow  the  pride  of  all  living  things, 

I  shadow  them  all  with  my  brooding  wings ; 
They  fade,  they  droop  at  my  withering  breath, 
Hi^ty  I  am,  and  my  name  is  Death  I 
Yet  call  me  not  stem,  although  my  sway 
Bid  peasant  and  monarch  pass  away ; 
The  strong-armed  youth,  the  maid  in  her 
bloom, 

0  child  of  earth,  I  call  ye  home ! 

Are  ye  happy  here  ?    Would  ye  remain. 
Sullied  by  sin  ? — bound  by  the  chain 
Of  strong  affection  which  grasps  the  soul 
And  bows  it  to  earth  in  its  fierce  control  ? 
In  your  yearning  fondness,  ve  have  made 
Gods  of  the  things  which  alter  and  fade. 
Bright  hopes  are  nursed  in  the  trusting  breast 
like  the  unfledg'd  brood  of  the  wild  bird's 

nest- 
They  found  their  wings, — one  by  one  have 

gone. 
Their  home  is  desolate  left,  and  lone. 
Ye  mark  the  fiiffht  of  yotjr  passing  years 
By  the  whiten'a  locks  and  the  trace  of  tears. 

1  set  you  free  from  the  binding  chain, 
I  wash  you  pure  from  the  ffuilty  stain. 
Th'  undying  soul,  the  spa»:  of  heaven, 
The  holy  light  to  your  weak  frames  given. 
Fears  not  my  power— rl  bid  it  rise. 
Perfect  and  pure,  to  the  happy  skies. 
Children  of  sorrow  I     I  make  you  bless'd — 
I  call  you  home  to  a  glorious  rest ! 

671.  DEATHi  An  Iniiot'B. 

A  host  of  angels  fiying. 

Through  cloudless  £ies  impelled, 

Upon  Sic  earth  beheld 
A  pearl  of  beauty  lying, 

"Worthy  to  glitter  bright 

In  heaven's  vast  hall  of  light. 

They  saw  with  glances  tender. 
All  infant  newly  bom. 
O'er  whom  life's  earliest  mom 

Just  cast  its  opening  splendor ; 


'Virtue  it  could  not  know, 
Kor  vice,  nor  joy,  nor  woe. 

The  blest  angelic  legion 

Greeted  its  birth  above. 

And  came,  with  looks  of  love, 
From  heaven's  enchanting  region; 

Bending  their  wingM  way 

To  where  the  infant  lay. 

They  spread  their  pinions  o'er  it, 

Tliat  little  pearl  whidi  dione 

With  lustre  all  its  own  ; 
And  then  on  hi^h  they  bore  it. 

Where  glory  has  its  birth — 

But  left  the  shell  on  earth 
Dirh  Smith,  tr.  hy  H.  8.  Van  Dyh. 

679.  DEATH,  ApproMh  of; 

That  awful,  that  tremendous  day. 
Its  coining  who  shall  tell  ?    For  as  a  thief 
Unheard,  unseen,  it  steals  with  silent  pace 
Through  night's  dark  gloom.    Perhaps, 

here  I  sit,  , 

And  rudely  carol  these  recondite  lays, 
Soon  shall  the  hand  be  checked,  and  dumb 

the  mouth 
That  lisps  the  falt'ring  strain.    01  may  it 

ne'er 
Intrade  unwelcome  on  an  ill-spent  hour ; 
But  find  me  wrapt  in  meditations  high 
Hymning  my  great  Creator. 

Wm.  Hodgmm. 
673*  DEATH  Averted. 

Death's  at  my  door,  walks  to  my  side  I 
Hand  of  all  power,  in  Thee  I  hide  I 
Christ,  in  alarm,  I  beg  for  aid ; 
Lift  Thy  pierced  arm,  break  the  foe's  blade. 
Bat  if,  at  noon.  Thou  call'st  me  home, 
"Ks  not  too  soob :  Jesus,  I  come  I 

Fm  near  my  goal,  and  want  Thy  cheer ! 
Body  and  soul  dissolve  with  fear ; 
Death  aims  his  blow,  my  tongue  is  dumb. 
My  senses  go,  my  hour  is  come  I 
The  fiend  is  feeling  for  his  prey ; 
He  is  stealing  life  away. 
I'll  fear  no  more  his  voice  or  eye : 
Jesus,  before  Thy  cross  I  lie  I 

Father,  I  live  1  healed  of  my  pain,  . 
Myself  I  give  to  Thee  again  1 
From  all  things  wrong,  oh,  keep  me  free, 
And  let  my  tongue  sing  only  Thee  I 
The  unknown  hour  wiU  come  at  length. 
With  darker  power  to  crush  my  stroogth. 
But  Tve  no  dread ;  for  then  Til  rise. 
With  lifted  h^ui,  above  the  skies. 

Zmngli, 
674.  DEATH}  Beet  Time  for. 
And  could  we  choose  the  time,  and  choose 

aright, 
'Tis  best  to  die,  our  honor  at  the  height 
When  we  have  done  our  ancestors  no  shame, 
But  serv'd  our  friends,  and  well  secured  our 

fame; 
Then  should  we   wish  our  happy  life  to 

dose. 
And  leave  no  more  for  fortune  to  dispose ; 
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8o  ahoald  we  make  oor  death  a  glad  relief 
Item  fature  shame,  from  sickness,  and  from 

grief : 
Enjoying  while  we  lire  the  present  hour, 
And  dying  in  our  ezoellenoo  and  flower, 
nien   round   our    death-bed   eyery   friend 

should  run. 
And  joyous  of  our  eonquest  early  won : 
While  the   malicious  world   with   euTious 

tears 
Should  grudge  our  happy  end,  and  wish  it 

theirs.  Qeoffri/^  Chaucer. 

WS.  BSAXH,  Ibth  ud. 

In  that  hotne  was  joy  and  sorrow,  where  an 
in£uit  first  drew  br&th, 

While  an  aged  sire  was  drawing  near  unto 
'        the  gate  of  death ; 

His  feeble  pulse  was  failing,  and  his  eye  was 
growing  dim, — 

He  was  standing  on  the  threshold,  when  they 
brought  the  babe  to  him  : 

While  to  murmur  forth  a  blessing  on  the  lit- 
tle one  he  tried, 

In  his  trembling  arms  he  raised  it,  pressed  it 
to  his  lips,  and — died ! 

An  awful  darkness  resteth  on  the  path  they 
both  begin, 

Who  thus  met  upon  the  threshold, — agoing 
out  and  coming  in  I 

Going  out  into  the  triumph,  coming  in  into 
the  fight ; 

Ooming  in  unto  the  darkness,  going  out  unto 
the  light! 

Although  the  shadow  deepened  in  the  mo- 
ment of  eclipse, 

When  he  passed  through  the  dread  portal, 
with  the  blessing  on  his  lips ; 

And  to  him  who  bravefy  conquers,  as  he  con- 
quered in  the  stnf  e, 

life  is  but  the  way  of  dying,  death  is  but 
the  gate  of  life  I 

Yet  awful  darkness  resteth  on  the  path  we  aU 
beigpn, 

When  we  meet  upon  the  threshold, — going 
out,  and  ooming  in  t 

lidbeUa  Craig, 

67e.  DBATH  Bribolasb 

If  hoarded  gold  possessed  the  power 
To  lengthen  life's  too  fleeting  hour, 
And  purchase  from  the  hand  of  Death 
A  little  span,  a  moment's  breath. 
How  I  would  love  the  precious  ore ! 
And  every  hour  should  swell  my  store ; 
That  when  Death  came,  with  shadowy  pin- 
ion. 
To  waft  me  to  his  bleak  donmdon, 
I  might,  by  bribes,  my  doom  delay, 
And  Did  him  call  some  distant  day. 
But  since  not  all  earth's  golden  store 
Can  buy  for  us  one  bright  hour  more, 
Why  should  we  rainly  mourn  our  fate, 
Or  si|^  at  life's  uncertain  date  f 
Nor  wealth  nor  grandeur  can  illume 
The  silent  midnight  of  the  tomb. 

Anacreon^  tr,  "by  Th<nna$  Moore, 


Wr.  DEATH,  (Ul  of. 

Haste,  my  spirit,  fly  away ! 

Tis  thy  j^adous  Saviour  calls ; 

Leave  this  tenement  of  clay, 

Quit  its  broken,  shattered  walls ; 
Through  these  ruins  I  descry 
Gleams  of  immortality. 
Qod  hath  sent  His  envoy.  Death : 

Earthly  blessinffs  I  resisn ; 
Lord,  to  Thee  I  yield  my  breath. 

Take  this  ransomed  soul  of  mine ; 
And  my  songs  of  joy  shall  be 
Ceaseless  as  eternity. 

67§«  DEATH,  Osrtalaty  ot 

Thee  we  adore,  eternal  Name  I 

And  humbly  own  to  Thee 
How  feeble  is  our  mortal  fram&— 
.  What  dying  worms  are  we  t 

Our  wasting  lives  grow  shorter  still. 
As  days  and  months  increase ; 

And  every  beating  pulse  we  tell 
Leaves  but  the  number  less. 

The  year  rolls  round,  and  steals  away 

The  breath  that  first  it  gave : 
Whatever  we  do,  where'er  we  be. 

We're  travelling  to  the  grave. 

Dangers  stand  thick  through  all  the  ground, 

To  push  us  to  the  tomb; 
And  fierce  diseases  wait  around. 

To  hurry  mortals  home.    Isaae  Watte, 

OTH*  DEATH,  Chamber  of; 

The  death-bed  of  the  just  1  b  yet  undrawn 
By  mortal  hands ;  it  merits  a  divine : 
Angels  should  paint  it ;  angels  ever  there, 
There  on  a  post  of  honor  and  of  joy.       [fate 
The  chamber  where  the  good  man  meets  his 
Is  privileged  beyond  the  common  walk 
Of  virtuous  lifev  quite  in  the  verge  of  heaven. 
Here,  tired  dissimulation  drops  her  mask ; 
Through  life's  grimace,  that  mistress  of  the 

scene  I 
Here,  real  and  apparent  are  the  same. 
Tou  see  the  man ;  you  see  his  hold  on  heaven. 
If  sound  his  virtue.   .   .   • 
Heaven  waits  not  the  last  moment ;  owns  her 

friends  [men : 

On  this  side  death ;  and  points  them  out  to 
A  lecture  silent,  but  of  sovereign  power  I 
To  vice,  confusion — and  to  virtue,  peace. 

Edward  Toung, 

6S4I.  DSATI^  (bsagt  \f. 

It  is  not  death  to  die; 

To  leave  this  weary  road. 
And,  'midst  the  brotherhood  on  high. 

To  be  at  home  with  Gk>d. 

It  is  not  death  to  close 
The  eye  long  dimmed  by  tears, 

And  wake  in  glorious  repose 
To  spend  eternal  years. 

It  is  not  death  to  bear 

The  wrench  that  sets  us  free 
From  dungeon  chain,  to  breathe  the  air 

Of  boundless  liberty. 
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It  is  not  death  to  fling 

Aside  this  sinful  dust, 
And  rise  on  strong,  exulting  wing 

To  live  among  the  just. 

Jesus,  Thou  Prince  of  Life, 

Thy  chosen  cannot  die ; 
Like  Thee,  they  conquer  in  the  strife 

To  reign  with  Thee  on  high, 

C.  Malan,  tr.  hy  G.  W.  Bethuns. 

6§1.  DBATH;  Oomfort  in. 

My  lifers  a  shade,  my  days 
Apace  to  death  decline ; 
My  Lord  is  Life,  He'll  raise 
My  dust  again,  eY*n  mine. 
C7u>,  Sweet  truth  to  me  I 
I  shall  arise, 
And  with  these  eyes 
My  Saviour  see. 

My  peaceful  fprave  shall  keep 
My  bones  till  that  sweet  d^y ; 

I  wake  from  my  long  sleep 
And  leave  my  bed  of  clay. 

My  Lord  His  angels  shall 
Their  golden  trumpets  sound, 

At  whose  most  welcome  call 
My  grave  shall  be  unbound. 

I  said  sometimes  with  tears, 
Ah  me  1  Tm  loath  to  die  t 

Lord,  nlence  Thou  these  fears  : 
My  lif  e*8  with  Thee  on  high. 

What  means  my  trembling  heart, 

To  be  thus  shy  of  death  ? 
My  life  and  I  sha'nt  part, 

Though  I  resign  my  breath. 

Then  welcome,  harmless  grave  I 
By  thee  to  heaven  Til  go  : 

My  Lord  His  death  shall  save 
Me  from  the  flames  below. 

Samud  CroMmatk, 

60SI«  DEATH,  tka^  A 

O  Thou  most  terrible,  most  dreaded  Power, 
In  whatsoever  form  thou  meetest  the  eye  I 
Whether  thou  biddest  thy  sudden  arrow  fly 
In  tiie  dread  silence  of  the  midnight  hour ; 
Or   whether,   hovering   o^er   the   lingering 
wretch, 
Thy  sad  cold  jarelin  hangs  suspended  long. 
While  round  the  couch  the  weeping  kin- 
dred throng, 
With  Hope  and  Fear  alternately  on  stretch ; 
Oh  say,  for  me  what  horrors  are  prq^ared  ? 
Am  I  now  doomed  to  meet  thy  fatal  arm  ? 
Or  wilt  thou  first  from  life  steal  every 
charm,  [guard  ? 

And  bear  away  each  ffood  my  soul  would 
That  thus,  deprived  of  all  it  loved,  my  heart 
From  life  itself  contentedly  may  part. 

Mn,  Mary  Tighe. 

6§8.  DEATH,  Oomminlon  of; 

*  Thus  runs  Death^s  dread  commission :  ' '  Strike, 

but  so, 
Aa  most  alarms  the  living  by  the  dead.'* 


Hence,  stratagem  delights  him,  and  Bozpiise, 
And  cruel  sport  with  man's  securities. 
Not  simple  conquest,  triumph  is  his  aim ; 
And  where  least  feared,  there  conquest  tri- 
umphs most. 
This  proves  my  bold  assertion  not  too  bold. 

Wliat  are  his  arts  to  lay  our  fears  asleep  ? 
Tiberian  arts  his  purposes  wrap  up 
In  deep  dissimulation's  darkest  night 
Like  princes  unconf essed  in  foreign  courts, 
Who  travel  under  cover.  Death  assumes 
Tlie  name  and   look  of   life,   and   dwells 
among  us.  [designs. 

He  takes  aU  shapes  that  serve  his  b&ck 
Though  master  of  a  wider  empire  far 
Than  that  o'er  which  the  Roman  Eagle  flew. 
Like  Nero,  he's  a  fiddler,  charioteer ; 
Or  drives  his  phaeton  in  female  guise, 
Quite  unsuspected,  till,  the  wheel  beneath. 
His  disarray'd  oblation  he  devours. 

He  most  affects  the  forms  least  like  himseli^ 
His  slender  self :  hence,  burly  corpulence 
Is  his  familiar  wear,  and  sleek  disguise. 
Behind  the  rosy  bloom,  he  loves  to  lurk ; 
Or  ambush  in  a  smile ;  or,  wanton,  dive 
In    dimples    deep — ^Love's    eddies,    which 

draw  in 
Unwary  hearts  and  sink  them  in  despair. 
Such,  on  Nabcissa's  couch,  he  loitered  long^ 
Unknown ;  and  when  detected,  still  was  seen 
To  smile  I  — such  peace  has  Innocence  in  death ! 

Most  happy  they,  whom   least   his  arts 
deceive. 
One  eye  on  death,  and  one  fuU  fixed  on 

heaven. 
Becomes  a  mortal  and  immortal  man. 
Long  on  his  wiles  a  piqued  and  jealous  spy, 
Fve  seen,  or  dreamed  I  saw,  the  tyrant  dross. 
Lay  by  his  horrors  and  put  on  his  smiles. 

He  gave  an  old  vivacious  usurer 
His  meagre  aspect  and  his  naked  bones, 
In  gratitude  for  plumping  up  his  prey : 
A.  pampered  spendthrift,  whose  fantastic  air. 
Well-fashioned  figure,  and  cockaded  brow. 
He  took  in  change,  and  underneath  the  pride 
Of  costly  linen,  tucked  his  filthy  shroud. 
His  crooked  bow  he  straightenca  to  a  cane, 
And  hid  his  deadly  shafts  in  Mtba's  eye, 

The  dreadful  masqnerader,  thus  equipped, 
Outsallies  on  adventures.    Ask  you  where  f 
Where  is  he  not  t    For  his  peculiar  haunts. 
Let  this  sufiice :  sure  as  night  follows  day. 
Death  treads  in  pleasure's  footsteps  round  the 

world,  [shuns. 

When  pleasure  treads  the  path  which  reason 
When  against  reason  riot  shuts  the  door, 
And  gayety  supplies  the  place  of  sense, 
Then  foremost  at  the  banquet  and  the  ball. 
Death  leads  the  dance  or  stamps  the  deadly 

die,  t 

Nor  ever  fails  the  midnight  bowl  to  crown. 
Qayly  carousing  to  his  gay  compeers. 
Inly  he  laughs  to  see  them  laugh  at  him. 
As  absent  far :  and  when  the  revel  bums, 
When   fear   is   banished,   and    trimnphaiit 

thought-, 
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OBlCng  for  all  the  joys  beneath  the  moon, 
Against  him  turns  the  key,  and  bids  him  sap 
With  their  progenitors— he  drops  his  mask, 
Frowns  out  at  full;  they  start,  despair,  ex- 
pire. 
Scarce  with  more  sudden  terror  and  surprise 
From  his  blade  mask  of  nitre,  touched  by 

fire. 
He  bursts,  expands,  roars,  blazes,  and  de- 
Tours.  Edward  Tovng, 

664.  BEATR  Oaaqwsd. 

In  the  bonds  of  Death  He  lay, 

Who  for  our  offence  was  slain : 
But  the  Lord  is  risen  to-da^, 

Christ  hath  brought  U3  bf e  again. 
Wherefore  let  us  i£  rejoice, 
Singing  loud,  with  cheerful  yoice : 
Hallelujah! 

Of  the  sons  of  men  was  none 

Who  could  break  the  bonds  of  Death : 
ffin  this  mischief  dire  had  done, 

Innocent  was  none  on  earth ; 
Wherefore  Death  grew  strong  and  bold, 
Would  all  men  in  his  prison  hold : 
Hallelujah  I 

Jesus  Christ,  €k)d^s  only  Son, 

Came  at  last  our  foe  to  smite ; 
All  our  sins  away  hath  done. 

Done  away  Death^s  power  and  right ; 
Only  the  form  of  Death  is  left, 
Of  his  sting  he  is  bereft : 
Hallelujah  I 

That  was  a  wondrous  war  I  trow. 
When  I^f e  and  Death  together  fought ; 

But  Life  hath  triumphed  o'er  his  foe. 
Death  is  mocked  and  set  at  nought ; 

"Hs  even  as  the  Scripture  saith, 

Christ  through  death  has  conquered  Death: 
HaUelu jah  1 

The  rightful  Paschal  Lamb  is  He, 
On  whom  alone  we  all  must  live. 

Who  to  death  upon  the  tree. 
Himself  in  wondrous  loye  did  give. 

Faith  strikes  His  blood  upon  the  door. 

Death  sees,  and  dares  not  harm  us  more : 
Hallelujah  I  Martin  Luther. 

Wff  •  DEATH  Oonqvtnr. 

The  glories  of  our  birth  and  state 

Are  shadows,  not  substantial  things ; 
There  is  no  armor  against  fate : 
D^h  lays  his  icy  hands  on  kings ; 
Sceptre  and  crown 
Must  tumble  down. 
And  in  the  dust  be  equal  made 
With  the  poor  crooked  scythe  and  spade. 

Seme  men  with  swords  may  reap  the  field. 
And  plant  fresh  laurels  where  they  kill ; 
But  their  strong  nenres  at  last  must  yield : 
They  tame  but  one  another  still ; 
Early  or  late 
They  stoop  to  fate, 
And  must  give  up  their  murmuring  breath. 
When  they,  pale  captives,  creep  to  death. 


The  garlands  wither  on  your  brow : 

Then  boast  no  more  your  mighty  deeds  ; 
Upon  death^s  purple  altar,  now. 
See  where  the  victor  victim  bleeds ! 
All  heads  must  come 
To  the  cold  tomb : 
Only  the  actions  of  the  just 
Smell  sweet,  and  blossom  in  the  dusL 

Jamet  SkirUy. 
6M«  SEAXH,  OoaianpUthig. 

Yes,  'tisthe  hand  ' 
Of  death  I  feel  press  heavy  on  my  vitals. 
Slow  sapping  the  warm  cunrent  of  existenoe. 
My  moments  now  are  few — ^the  sand  of  life 
Ebbs  fastly  to  its  finish.    Tet  a  little. 
And  the  last  fleeting  particle  will  fall 
Silent,  unseen,  unnoticed,  unlamented. 
Come,  then,  sad  Thought,  and  let  us  meditate; 
While  meditate  we  may.    We  have  now 
But  a  small  portion  of  what  men  call  time 
To  hold  communion ;  for  even  now  the  knif e^ 
The  separating  knife,  I  feel  divide 
The  tender  bond  that  binds  my  soul  to  earth. 
Yes,  I  must  die — ^I  feel  that  I  must  die ; 
And  though  to  me  has  life  been  dark  and 

dreary,  , 

Though  Hope  for  me  has  smiled  but  to  de^ 

ceive, 
And  disappointment  still  pursued  her  bland- 
ishments, . 
Yet  do  I  feel  my  soul  recoil  within  me 
As  I  contemplate  the  dim  gulf  of  death. 
The  shuddmng  void,  the   awful   blank — 

futurity. 
Ay,  I  had  planned  full  many  a  sanguine 

scheme 
Of  earthly  happiness— romantic  schemes. 
And  fraught  with  loveliness ;  and  it  is  hard 
To  feel  the  hand  of  death  arrest  one^s  steps, 
llipow  a  chiU  bUght  o'er  «U  one's  budainjf 

hopes, 
And  hurl  one^s  soul  untimely  to  the  shades. 
Lost  in  the  gaping  gulf  of  blank  oblivion. 
Fifty  years  hence,   and  who  will  hear  of 

Henry? 
Oh  I  none ;  another  busy  brood  of  beings 
Will  shoot  up  in  the  interim,  and  none 
Will  hold  him  in  remembrance,    I  shall  sink 
As  sinks  a  stranger  in  the  crowded  streets 
Of  busy  London :  some  short  bustles  caused,. 
A  few  inquiries,  and  the  crowds  close  in, 
And  all's  forgotten.  K  K  White. 

6S7.  DEATH,  Ooait  o£ 

For  within  the  hollow  crown. 
That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  king, 
Keeps  Death  his  court ;  and  there  the  antick 

sits 
Scoffing  his  state,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp ; 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  scene 
To  monarchise,  be  feared,  and  kill  with  looks ; 
Infusing  him  with  self  and  vain  conceit. 
As  if  this  flesh,  which  walls  about  our  life. 
Were  brass  impregnable :  and,  humored  thus. 
Comes  at  the  last,  and  with  a  little  pin 
Bores  through  his  castle-walls,  ana  f areweU 

king  I  Shakeepearc 
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6S§.  DEATH,  Dedw  far. 

To  languish  for  his  native  air 
Can  the  poor  wandering  exile  oease !  • 

The  tired  hia  wish  of  rest  forbear  ? 
The  tortured  help  desiring  ease  f 

The  slave  no  -more  for  freedom  sigh. 

Or  I  no  longer  pine  to  die  ? 

• 

As  shipwrecked  mariners  desire 
With  eager  grasp  to  reach  the  shore. 

As  hirelings  long  to  obtain  their  hire 
And  veterans  wish  their  warfare  o^er, 

I  languish  from  this  earth  to  flee, 

And  gasp  for  inmiortality. 

OharUi  Wedeif, 

W9«  DEATEt  Evly. 

Last  night,  on  coughing  slightly,  witii  shaip 
pain 
There  came  arterial  blood,  and  with  a  sigh 
Of  absolute  grief  I  cried  in  bitter  vein. 
That  drop  is  my  death-warrant:  I  must 
die. 

Poor,  meagre  life  is  mine,  meagre  and  poor  t 
RaUier  apiece  of  childhood  thrown  away ; 

An  adumbration  faftit ;  the  overture 
To  stifled  music ;  year  that  ends  in  May ; 

The  sweet  beginning  of  a  tale  unknoT^ — 
All  its  deep  rich  vermilion  crushed  and 
killed 
r  th*  bud  by  frost :— Thus  in  false  fear  I  cried. 
Forgetting  that  to  abolish  death  Christ 
died.  David  Gray, 

DEATH,  EmpivB  oft 

What  is  death  f    ^TIs  to  be  free, 

No  more  to  love  or  hope  or  f^, 
To  join  the  ^reat  equality ; 
All,  all  abke  are  humbled  there. 
The  mighty  grave 
Wraps  h>ra  and  slave ; 
Nor  pride  nor  poverty  dares  come 
inthin  that  refuge-house — the  tomb. 

Spirit  with  the  drooping  wing 

And  the  ever-weeping  eye. 
Thou  of  all  earth^s  kings  art  king ; 
Empires  at  thy  footstool  lie ; 
Beneath  thee  strewed. 
Their  multitude 
Sink  like  waves  upon  the  shore ; 
Storms  shall  never  raise  them  more. 

What's  the  grandeur  of  the  earth 

To  tiie  grandeur  round  thy  throne  t 
Biches,  glory,  beauty,  birth, 
To  thy  kingdom  idl  have  gone. 
Before  thee  stand 
The  wondrous  band : 
Bards,  heroes,  sages,  side  by  side. 
Who  darkened  nations  when  they  died. 

Barth  has  hosts,  but  thou  canst  show 
Many  a  million  for  her  one ; 

Through  thy  gates  the  mortal  flow 
Hi^  for  countless  years  rolled  on. 


Back  from  the  tomb 
No  step  has  come, 
There  fixed  till  the  last  thunder's  sound 
Shall  bid  thy  prisoners  be  unbound. 

OeoTffe  Orolff. 
6M«  DEATE^EquIityia. 

It  is  a  monitory  truth,  I  ween. 

That,  turning  up  the  ashes  of  the  grmve, 
One  can  discern  no  difference  between 

The  richest  sultan  and  thepoorest  sLave. 
Oriental,  tr.  hy  W.  B.  Alffer. 

4M»  DEATH,  Ezpootiag^ 

I  think  that  a  little  bird  will  sing 
Over  a  grassy  mound,  next  spnng, 

Where  something  that  once  wos  me  ye'll  leave 
In  the  level  sunshine,  mom  and  eve : 

But  I  shall  be  gone,  past  nig^t,  past  day. 
Over  the  hills  and  far  away. 

Dinah  Maria  Muloch  CraiL 

eM,  death;  Fate  iB. 

Fate  is  a  Hand.    It  lays  two  fingers  on  the 
eyes, 
Two  on  the  ears,  one  on  the  mouth,  and  si- 
lent cries, 
''  Be  ever  still  I ''     Then  down  in  endless 
sleep  man  lies. 

Oriental,  tr,  "by  W.  R.  Alger. 

eM.  death;  FmiAil 

Death  is  &  fearful  thing. 
And  shamed  life  a  hatefuL 
To  die  and  go  we  know  not  where ; 
To  lie  in  cold  obstruction,  and  to  rot ; 
This  sensible  warm  motion  to  become 
A  kneaded  clod ;  and  the  delighted  spirit 
To  bathe  in  fiery  floods,  or  to  reside 
In  thrilling  regions  of  tMck-ribb'd  ioe ; 
To  be  imprisoned  in  the  viewless  winds, 
And  blown  with  restless  violence  round  about 
The  pedant  world,  or  to  be  worse  thui  worst 
Of  those,  that  lawless  and  uncertain  thoughte 
Imagine  howlins ! — ^tis  too  horrible  I 
The  weariest  and  most  loathed  worldly  life, 
That  age,  ache,  penury,  and  imprisonment 
Can  lay  on  Nature,  is  a  paradise 
To  what  we  fear  of  death.      Shakeepeare, 

eM.  DEATH  FoMOttan. 
Behold  the  inexorable  hour  at  hand  I 
Behold  the  inexorable  hour  forgot  I 
And  to  forset  it  the  chief  aim  of  life, 
Though  wdl  to  ponder  it  is  lifers  chief  end. 

Is  <£ath,  that  ever-threat'ning,  ne'er  remote^ 
That  aJl-important,  and  that  only  sure, 
(Come  when  he  will)  an  unexpected  guest  ? 
Nay,  though  invited  by  the  loudest  calls 
Of  blind  imprudence,  unexpected  still, 
Though  numerous  messengers  are  sent  before 
To  warn  his  great  arrival    What  the  cause. 
The  wondrous  cause,  of  this  m3r8terious  ill  t 
All  heaven  looks  down,  astonished  at  the  sight. 

Is  it  that  life  has  sown  her  joys  so  thick 
We  can^t  thrust  in  a  single  care  between  f 
Is  it  that  Life  has  such  a  swarm  of  cares. 
The  thought  of  death  can't  enter  for  the 
throng! 
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Ib  it  that  Time  Bteals  on  with  downy  f  oet^ 
Nor  wakes  indnlgenoe  from  her  golden  dicam  ? 
To-day  is  so  like  yesterday,  it  cheats ; 
We  taA:e  the  lying  sister  for  the  same, 
life  glides  away,  Lorenzo,  like  a  brook, 
Forerer  changing,  nnperceiVd  the  change. 
In  the  same  brook  none  ever  bathed  him  twice : 
To  the  same  life  none  ever  twice  awoke. 
We  call  the  brook  the  same;  the  same  we 

think 
Oor  life,  thongh  still  more  rapid  in  its  flow, 
Kor  mark  the  mnch  irreyocably  lapsed. 
And  mingled  with  the  sea.    C^  shall  we  say 
(Retaining  still  the  brook  to  bear  us  on) 
That  life  is  like  a  yessel  on  the  stream  ? 
In  life  embark'd,  we  smoothly  down  the  tide 
Of  time  descend,  bat  not  on  time  intent; 
Amosed,  nnconscions  of  the  gliding  wave, 
'nil  on  a  sudden  we  perceiye  a  sho^ 
We  start — awake — ^look  ont     What  see  we 

there? 
Oor  brittle  baik  is  burst  on  Charon^s  shore. 
Is  this  the  cause  death  flies  all  human 

thought  f 
Or  is  it  judgment  by  the  will  struck  blmd. 
That  domineering  mistress  of  the  soul ! 
Like  him  so  strong  by  Delilah  the  fair  f 
Or  is  it  fear  turns  startled  reason  back. 
From  looking  down  a  precipice  so  steep  Y 
Tlsdreadful;  and  the  dreaa  is  wisely  placed, 
By  nature  conscious  of  the  make  of  man. 
A  dreadful  friend  it  is,  a  terror  kind, 
A  flaming  sword  to  guard  the  tree  of  life. 
By  that  unaw'd,  in  Ufe's  most  smilinff  hour. 
The  good  man  would  repine ;  would  suffer 

joys. 
And  bum  impatient  for  his  promised  skies. 
The  bad,  on  each  punetUious  pique  of  pride, 
Or  gloom  of  humor,  would  give  rage  the 

rein. 
Bound  o*er  the  barrier,  rush  into  the  daik, 
And  mar  the  schemes  of  providence  below. 

Edward  Young* 

we.  death;  Fniti  «& 

When  Death  strikes  down  the  innocent  and 

young, 
FQr  every  fragile  form  £rom  which  he  lets 
The  parting  spirit  free, 
A  hundred  virtues  rise. 
In  shapes  of  mercy,  charity,  and  love^ 
To  walk  the  world  and  bless  it. 
Of  every  tear 
That  sorrowing  mortals  shed  on  such  green 

graves. 
Some  good  is  bom,  scHue  gentler  nature 
oomes.  CharUi  Didkene, 

WT.  DEATH,  Oain  by. 

I  so  to  life  and  not  to  death ; 

From  darkness  to  life's  native  sky^ 
I  go  from  sickness  and  from  pain 

To  health  and  immortality. 
Let  our  f areweU,  then,  be  tearless. 

Since  I  bid  farewell  to  tears ; 
Write  this  day  of  my  departure 

Festive  in  your  coming  years. 


I  go  from  poverty  to  wealth, 
From  rags  to  raiment  angel-fair, 

From  the  pale  leanness  of  this  flesh 
To  beauty  such  as  saints  shaU  wear. 

I  go  from  chains  to  liberty. 
These  fetters  will  be  broken  soon; 

Forth  over  Eden's  fragrant  fields 
I  walk  beneath  a  glorious  noon. 

For  toil  there  comes  the  crowned  rest ; 

Instead  of  burdens,  eagles*  wings ; 
And  I,,  even  I,  this  life-long  thirst 

Shall  quench  at  everlasting  springs* 

Qodlivesl    Who  savs  that  I  must  die t 
I  cannot,  while  Jehovah  Uveth  I 

Christ  lives  1  I  cannot  die,  but  live ; 
He  life  to  me  forever  flnveth. 

Horaliu9  Bonar, 

6M«  death;  Hsppiaeii  d, 

I  know  thou  hast  gone  to  the  home  of  thy  rest. 

Then  why  shomd  my  soul  be  so  sad  f 
I  Imow  thou  hast  gone  where  the  weary  are 
blest, 
And  the  mourner  looks  up  and  is  glad  I 
Where  love  has  put  ofE*in  the  land  of  its 
birth 
The  stains  it  had  gathered  in  this. 
And  hope,  the  sweet  singer  that  gladdened 
the  earth, 
lies  asleep  on  the  bosom  of  bliss. 
I  know  thou  hast  gone  where  thy  forehead  is 
starred 
With  the  beauty  that  dwelt  in  thy  soul. 
Where  the  lisht  of  thy  loveliness  cannot  be 
marr'c^ 
Nor  the  heart  be  flung  back  from  its  gosL 
1  know  thou  hast  drunk  of  the  Lethe  that 
flows 
Through  a  land  where  they  do  not  forget, 
That  sheds  over  memoiy  only  repose. 
And  takes  from  it  only  regret. 


6M«  DEATH,  EMthm  Yiew  ot 

What  has  this  bugbear  death  to  frighten 

men. 
If  souls  can  die  as  well  as  bodies  can  t ' 
For,  as  before  our  birth  we  felt  no  pain. 
When  Pmiic  arms  infested  land  aild  main. 
When  heaven  and  earth  were  in  confusion 

hurFd, 
For  the  debated  empire  of  the  world. 
Which  aw*d  with  dreadful  expectation  lay. 
Sure  to  be  slaves,  uncertain  who  should  sway ; 
So,  when  our  mortal  frame  shall  be  disjoined. 
The  lifeless  lump  uncoupled  from  the  mind. 
From  sensd  of  grief  and  pain  we  shall  be 

free; 
We  shall  not  feel,  because  we  shall  not  be. 
LuereUug,  tr,  l^y  John  Dryden, 

700«  DEATH,  Hope  OL 

A  change  from  woe  to  joy,  from  earth  to 
heaven! 
Death  gives  me  this:  it  leads  me  calmly 
where 
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The  souls  that  long  ago  from  mine  were 

riven 
Hay  meet  again  I    Death  answers  many  a 

prayer ; 
Bright  day,  shine  on,  be  glad  I  days  brighter 

far 
Are  stretched  before  mine  eyes  than  those  of 

mortals  are.  Robert  NicoU, 

701«  death;  Honor  o£ 

How  shocking  must  thy  summons   be,  O 

Death ! 
To  him  that  is  at  ease  in  his  possessions, 
Who,  counting  on  long  years  of  pleasure 

here, 
Is  quite  unfurnished  for  that  world  to  come  I 
In  that  dread  moment,  how  the  frantic  soul 
Hayes  round  the  walls  of  her  clay  tenement. 
Runs  to  each  avenue,  and  shrieks  for  help, 
But  shrieks  in  vain!    How  wishfully  she 

looks 
On  all  she^s  leaving,  now  no  longer  hen  t 
A  little  longer,  yet  a  little  longer. 
Oh,  might  she  stay,  to  wash  away  her  stains. 
And  fit  her  for  her  passage !  Mournful  sight ! 
Her  very  eyes  weep  blood,  and  every  groan 
She  heaves  is  big  with  horror ;  but  the  foe. 
Like  a  stanch  murderer,  steady  to  his  pur- 
pose. 
Pursues  her  dose  through  every  lane  of  life, 
Nor  misses  once  the  track,  but  presses  on. 
Till,  forced  at  last  to  the  tremendous  verge, 
At  once  she  sinks  to  everlasting  ruin. 

liobert  Blair. 
70d«  death;  Honr  ofi 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall. 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north  wind's 
breath. 

And  stars  to  set — but  all. 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  O  Death  I 

Day  is  for  mortal  care, 
Eve  for  glad  meetings  round  the   joyous 
hearth. 
Night  for  tiie  dreams  of  sleep,  the  voice  of 
prayer, — 
But  all  for  thee,  thou  mightiest  of  the  eftrth. 

The  banquet  hath  its  hour. 
Its  feverish  hour  of  mirth,  and  song,  and 
wine; 
There  comes  a  day  for  griefs  overwhelming 
power, 
A  time  of  softer  tears— but  all  are  thine. 

Youth  and  the  opening  rose 
May  look  like  things  too  glorious  for  decay. 
And  smile  at  mee;  but  thou  art  not  of 
those 
That  wait  the  ripened  bloom  tor  seize  their 
prey. 

We  know  when  moons  shaU  wane, 
When  summer  birds  from  far  shall  cross  the 
sea, 
When  Autumn's  hue  shall  tinge  the  golden 
gram; 
But  who  shall  teach  us  when  to  look  for 
thee? 


Is  it  when  Sprii^'s  first  gale 
Comes  forth  to  whisper  where  the  violets  lie  ? 

Is  it  when  roses  in  our  paths  grow  pale  ? 
They  have  one  season — au  are  ours  to  die ! 

Thou  art  where  billows  foam, 
Thou  art  where  music  melts  upon  the  air ; 

Thou  art  around  us  in  our  peaceful  home. 
And  the  world  calls  us  forth, — and  thou  art 
there. 

Thou  art  where  friend  meets  friend, 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  elm  to  rest; 
Thou  art  where  foe  meets  foe  and  trumpets 
rend 
The  skies,  and  swords  beat  down  the  princely 
crest  Mr9,  F.  D,  Hemaru, 

703«  DEATH,  Hynui  to. 

0  could  I  hope  the  wise  and  pure  in  heart 
Ifight  hear  my  song  without  a  frown,  nor 

deem 
My  voice  unworthy  of  the  theme  it  tries, — 

1  would  take  up  the  hymn  to  Death,  and  say 
To  the  grim  power.  The  world  hath  slandered 

uiee 
And  mocked  thee.    On  thy  dim  and  shadowy 

brow  ' 
They  place  an  iron  crown,  and  call  thee  king 
Of  terrors,  and  the  spoiler  of  the  world. 
Deadly  assassin,  that  strik'st  down  the  fair. 
The  loved,  the  good — that  breathest  on  the 

lights 
Of  virtue  set  along  the  vale  of  life. 
And  they  go  out  in  darkness.     I  am  come. 
Not  with  reproaches,  not  with  cries  and  pray- 
ers. 
Such  as  have  stormed  thy  stem,  insensible  ear 
From  the  beginning ;  I  am  come  to  speak 
Thy  praises.     True  it  is,  that  I  have  wept 
Thy  conquests,  and  may  weep  them  yet  aeain. 
And  thou  from  some  I  love  wilt  take  a  life 
Dear  to  me  as  my  own.    Yet  while  the  spell 
Is  on  my  spirit,  and  I  talk  with  thee 
In  sight  of  all  thy  trophies,  face. 
Meet  is  that  my  voice  should  utter  forth 
Thy  nobler  triumphs ;  I  will  teach  the  worid 
To  thank  thee.    Who  arc  thine  accusera  f — 

Who! 
The  living  I — they  who  never  felt  thy  power. 
And  know  thee  not    The  curses  of  the  wretdi 
Whose  crimes  are  ripe ;  his  sufferings  when 

thy  hand 
Is  on  him,  and  the  hour  he  dreads  is  come. 
Are  writ  among  thy  praises.    But  the  g^ood — 
Does  he  whom  thy  Kind  hand  dismissed  to 

peace 
Upbraid  the  gentle  violence  that  took  off 
His  fetters,  and  unbarred  his  prison-cell  ? 

Raise  then  the  hymn  to  Death.  Deliverer  I 
Gk>d  hath  anointed  thee  to  free  the  oppressed 
And  crush  the  oppressor.    When  the  armed 

chief. 
The  conqueror  of  nations,  walks  the  world. 
And  it  is  changed  beneath  his  feet,  and  all 
Its  kingdoms  melt  into  one  migh^  realm — 
Thou,  while  his  head  is  loftiest  and  his  heart 
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Blaspbemes,  iiiia?ioing  his  own  right  hand 
Almighty,  thon  aost  set  thy  sadden  grasp 
Upon  him,  and  the  links  of  that  strong  cham 
Which  bound  mankind  are  crumbled ;  thon 

dost  break 
Sceptre  and  croTm,  and  beat  his  throne  to 

dust 
Then  the  carUi  shouts  with  gladness,  and  her 

tribes 
CteHier  within  their  ancient  bounds  again. 
Else  had  the  mighty  of  the  olden  time, 
Kimrod,  Sesostns,  or  the  youth  who  feigned 
Hia  birtii  from  Lybian  Ammon,  smitten  yet 
The  nations  with  a  rod  of  iron,  and  driven 

chtfiot  o'er  our  necks.    Thou  dost 


ETcnge, 
In  thy  good  time,  the  wrongs  of  those  who 

know 
No  other  friend.    Nor  dost  thou  interpose 
Only  to  lay  the  sufferer  asleep. 
Where  he  who  made  him  wretched  troubles 

not 
His  rest— thou  dost  strike  down  his  tyrant  too. 
Oh,  there  is  joy  when  hands  that  held  the 

scourge 
Drop  lifeless,  and  the  pitiless  heart  is  cold. 
Thon  too  dost  purge  from  earth  its  horrible 
And  old  idolatries ;  from  the  proud  fanes 
Each  to  bds  grave  their  priests  go  out,  till  none 
Is  left  to  teach  their  worship ;  then  the  fires 
Of  sacrifice  arc  chilled,  and  the  green  moss 
O^ercreeps  their  altars ;  the  fallen  imu^s 
Camber  the  weedy  courts,  and  for  loud  hymns, 
Chanted  by  kneeling  multitudes,  the  wmd 
Shrieks  in  the  solitary  aisles.    When  he 
Who  gives  his  life  to  guilt  and  laughs  at  all 
The  laws  that  Qod  or  man  has  made,  and 

round 
Hedges  his  seat  with  power,  and  shines  in 

wealth, — 
lifts  up  his  atheist  front  to  scoff  at  Heaven, 
And  celebrates  his  shame  in  open  day, 
Thou,  in  the  pride  of  all  his  cnmes,  cutf  st  off 
The  horrible  example.    Touched  by  thine, 
The  extortioner's  hard  hand  foregoes  the  gold 
Wrung  from  the  o^er-wom  poor.    The  per- 
jurer, 
Whose  tongue  was  lithe,  e^en  now,  and  voluble 
Against   his  neighbor*s  life,  and   he  who 

laushed 
And  leaped  for  joy  to  see  a  spotless  fame 
Blasted  before  his  own  foul  ojumnies, 
Ale  smit  with  deadly  silence.    He  who  sold 
His  conscience  to  preserve  a  worthless  life, 
Even  while  he  hugs  himself  on  his  escape. 
Trembles^  as,  doiwly  terrible,  at  length, 
Thy  steps  overtake  him,  and  there  is  no  time 
For  xMurley,  nor  will   bribes   unclench  thy 

grasp. 
Oft,  too,  dost  thou  reform  thy  victim,  long 
Sre  his  last  hour.    And  when  the  reveller, 
Mad  in  the  chase  of  pleasure,  stretches  on. 
And  strains  each  nerve,  and  clears  the  path 

of  Hfe 
like  wind,  thou  point'st  him  to  the  dreadful 

goal. 
And  ahak^st  thy  hour-glass  in  his  reeling  eye, 


And  check'st  him  in  midcouise.    Thy  skele- 
ton hand 
Shows  to  the  faint  of  spirit  the  right  path, 
And  he  is  warned,  and  fears  to  step  aside. 
Thou  sett'st  between  the  ruffian  and  his  crime 
Thy  ghastly  countenance,  and  his  slack  hand 
Drops  the  drawn  kiuf  e.    But,  oh,  most  f  ear- 

fuUy 
Dost  thou  show  forth  Heaven's  justice,  when 

thy  shafts 
Drink  up  the  ebbing  spirit — ^then  the  hard 
Of  heart  and  violent  of  hand  restores 
The  treasure   to   the  friendless  wretch  he 

wronged. 
Then  from  the  writhing  bosom  thou  dost  pluck 
The  guilty  secret;  lips,  for  ages  sealed. 
Are  faithless  to  their  dreadful  trust  at  length. 
And  give  it  up ;  the  felon's  latest  breath 
Absolves  the  innocent  man  who  bears  his 


cnme; 


The  slanderer,  horror-smitten,  and  in  tears^ 
Recalls  the  deadly  obloquy  he  forged. 
To  work  his  brother's  ruin.    Thou  dost  make 
Thy  nenitent  victim  utter  to  the  air 
The  oark  conspiracy  that  strikes  at  life. 
And  aims  to  whelm  the  laws;  ere  yet  the 

hour 
Is  come,  and  the  dread  sign  of  murder  given. 

Thus,  from  the  first  of  time  hast  thou  been 

found 
On  virtue's  side ;  the  wicked,  but  for  thee. 
Had  been  too  strong  for  the  good,  the  great 

of  earth 
Had  crushed  the  weak  forever.     Schooled  in 

guile 
For  ages,  while  each  passing  year  had  brought 
Its  bimeful  lesson,  they  had  filled  the  world 
With  their  abominations ;  while  its  tribes, 
'nrodden  to  earth,  imbruted,  and  despoiled. 
Had  knelt  to  them  in  worship ;  sacrifice 
Had  smoked  on  many  an  altar,  temple-roofs 
Had  echoed  with  the  blasphemous  prayer  and 

hymn: 
But  thou,  the  great  reformer  of  the  world, 
Tak'st  off  the  sons  of  violence  and  fraud 
In   their   green  pupilage,  their  lore   half 

learned — 
Ere  guilt  had  quite  o'errun  the  simple  heart 
Qod  gave  them  at  their  birth,  and  blotted  out 
His  ima^e.    Thou  dost  mark  them  flushed 

with  hope, 
As  on  the  threshold  of  their  vast  designs 
Doubtful  and  loose  Ihey  stand,  and  strik'st 

them  down.  W,  C.  Bryant. 

TOi*  SHAIH;  ImpsrtiAL 

We  look  at  man,  and  wonder  at  such  odds 
'Twixt  things  that  were  the  same  by  birth ; 
We  look  on  kings  as  giants  of  the  earth : 
These  giants  are  but  pigmies  to  the  gods. 
The  humblest  bush,  and  proudest  oak, 
Are  but  of  equal  proof  against  the  thunder- 
stroke. 
Beauty,  and  strength,  and  wit,  and  wealth 
and  power. 
Have  their  short  flourishing  hour ; 
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And  love  to  see  themselyes  and  smile, 
And  joy  in  their  pre-eminenoe  awhile ; 
£y'n  80,  in  the  same  land. 
Poor  weeds,  rich  com,  gay  flowers,  together 

stand: 
Alas  I  death  mows  down  all  with  an  impar- 
tial hand.  Abraham  Cowley. 

7M«  death;  InTitrtioaofi 

i^tM.-— Death 
Opens  her  sweet  white  arms  and  whispers, 

Peace] 
Come  lay  thy  sorrow  in  this  bosom !  This 
Will  never  close  against  thee ;  and  my  heart, 
Though  cold,  cannot  be  colder  mudi  than 

man's. 
Come !  all  this  soon  must  end ;  and  soon  the 

world 
Shall  perish  leaf  by  leaf,  and  land  by  land ; 
Flower  by  flower — ^flood  })y  flood — and  hiU 
By  hill,  away.    Oh  1  come,  come  I  Let  us  die. 
But  Immortality,  with  finger  spired, 
Points  to  a  distant,  giant  world — and  says, 
There,  there  is  my  home  t 

Philip  Jamea  Bailey, 

74MI.  DEATH,  Lift  and. 

life  is  much  flatter'd,  death  is  much  traduced : 
Compare  the  rivals,  and  the  kinder  crown. 
Life  makes  the  soul  dependent  on  the  dust : 
Death  gives  her  wings  to  mount  above  the 

spheres. 
Through  chinks,  styled  organs,  dim  life  peeps 

at  light: 
Death  bursts  th'  involving  doud,  and  all  is 

day; 
All  eye,  iQl  ear,  the  disembodied  power. 
Death  has  feigned  evils,  nature  shall  not  feel ; 
Life,  ills  substantial,  wisdom  cannot  shun. 
Is  not  the  mighty  mind,  that  son  of  heaven  I 
By  tyrant  life  dethroned,  imprisoned,  pained  ? 
By  death  enlarged,  ennobled,  deified  t 
Death  but  entombs  the  body;  life  the  soul. 
"  Is  death,  then,  guiltless  ?  How  he  muiu 

his  way 
With  dreadful  waste  of  what  deserves  to 

shine — 
Art,  genius,  fortune,  elevated  power  I 
With  various  lustres  these  light  up  the  world. 
Which  death  puts  out,  and  darkens  human 


race. 


>» 


I  grant,  LoBBNzo!  this  indictment  just: 
The  sage,  peer,  potentate,  king,  conqueror — 
Death  humbles  these;  more  barbarous  life, 

the  man. 
Life  is  the  triumph  of  our  mouldering  day ; 
Death,  of  the  spirit  infinite,  divine  I 
Death  has  no  dread,  but  what  frail  life  im- 
parts; 
Nor  liie,  true  joy,  but  what  kind  death  im- 
proves. 
No  bliss  has  life  to  boast<,  but  death  can  give 
Far  greater ;  life's  a  debtor  to  the  grave. 
Dark  lattice  I  letting  in  eternal  day. 

Lorenzo  I  blush  at  fondness  for  a  life 
Whidi  sends  celestial  souls  on  etrands  vile, 
To  cater  for  the  sense ;  and  serve  at  boards 
Where  every  ranger  of  the  wilds,  perhaps 


Each  reptile.  Justly  claims  our  upper  band. 
Luxurious  feast  1  a  soul,  a  soul  immortal. 
In  all  the  dainties  of  a  brute  bemired : 
LoiusNZo  t  blush  at  terror  for  a  death 
Which  gives  thee  to  repose  in  festive  bowers. 
Where  nectars  sparkle,  angels  minister. 
And  more  than  angels  share,  and  raise,  and 

crown. 
And  eternize  the  Inrth,  bloom,  bursts  of  bliss. 
What  need  I  more?  .  O  death,  the  palm  is 

thine. 
Then,  welcome,  deatli»  thy  dreadful  bar- 

bin^pers, 
Age  and  disease,  though  long  my  guest; 
That  pluck  my  nerves,  those  tender  strings  of 

Ufe 
Which,  plucked  a  little  more,  will  toll  the  bell 
That  calls  my  few  friends  to  my  funeral ; 
Where  feeble  nature  drops  perhaps  a  tear, 
While  reason  and  idigion,  better  taught, 
Oonmtulate  the  dead,  and  crown  his  tomb 
With  wreath  triumphant.    Death  is  victory ! 
It  binds  in  chains  the  raging  ills  of  life : 
Lust  and  ambition,  wra3i,  and  avarice, 
Dragged  at  his  chariot-wheel,  applaud  his 

power. 
That  ills  corrosive,  cares  importunate. 
Are  not  immortal  too,  O  death,  is  thine. 
Our  day  of  dissolution  1 — ^name  it  right, 
'Tis  our  great  pay-day;  'tis  our  harvest,  ridi 
And  ripe:   what  though  the  sidde,  some- 
times keen. 
Just  scar  us  as  we  reap  the  golden  grain? 
More  than  thy  balm,  O  Gileadl   heals  the 

wound. 
Birth's  feeble  ay,  and  death's  deep  dismal 

groan. 
Are  slender  tributes  low-tax'd  nature  pays 
For  mighty  oain :  the  gain  of  each,  a  life ! 
But  oh T  the  last  the  former  so  transcends. 
Life  dies,  compared!  life  lives  beyond  the 

grave. 
And  feel  I,  Death  I  no  joy  from  thought  of 

thee? 
Death,  the  g^reat  counsellor,  who  man  iuspires 
With  every  nobler  thought,  and  fairer  deed ! 
Death,  the  deliverer,  who  rescues  man ! 
Death,  the  rewarder,  who  the  rescued  crowns ; 
Death,  that  absolves  my  biith  I  a  curse  with- 
out it  I 
Rich  death,  that  realizes  all  my  cares. 
Toils,  virtues,  hopes  1 — ^without  it,  a  chimera ! 
Death,  of  all  pain  the  period-^not  of  joy : 
Joy's  source,  and  subject,  still  subsist  unhurt, 
One  in  my  soul,  and  one  in  her  great  Sire, 
Though  tibe  four  winds  were  warring  for  my 

dust 
Yes,  and  from  winds  and  waves  and  central 

night. 
Though  prison'd  there,  my  dust  too  I  redaim 
(To  dm  when  drop  proud  nature's  proudest 

spheres) 
And  live  entire.    Death  is  the  crown  of  life : 
Were  death  demed,  poor  man  would  live  in 

vain; 
Were  death  denied,  to  live  would  not  be 

Ufe; 
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Were  death  daded,  even  fools  would  inah  to 

die. 
Death  woonds  to  core:  we  f all^-ire  me — we 

reign  t 
Sming  from  our  fetters ;  fasten  in  the  skies, 
Where  blooming  Eden  withers  in  oar  sight. 
Death  giyes  us  more  than  was  in  Eden  lost 
This  king  of  terrors  !s  the  prince  of  peace. 
When  shall  I  die  to  vanity,  pain,  death  ? 
When  shaU  I  die  ?— When  shall  I  live  for- 

eyer?  Eduard  Ycung. 

Wr.  IIBilH,  LUb  tan. 

The  star  is  not  cxtin^raished  when  it  sets 
Upon  the  dull  honzon ;  it  bat  goes 

To  shine  in  other  skies,  then  reappear 
In  ooiB,  as  fresh  as  when  it  fint  arose. 

The  rirer  is  not  lost,  when,  o*er  the  rock, 
It  poors  its  flood  into  the  abyss  below : 

Its   scattered   force  re-gathering  from   the 
shock. 
It  hastens  onward  with  yet  faUer  flow. 

The  bright  son  £es  not,  when  tiie  ahading 
orb 

Of  the  eclipsing  moon  obscores  its  ray ; 
It  still  is  shining  on ;  and  soon  to  as 

Will  burst  undimmed  into  the  joy  of  day. 

The  lily  dies  not,  when  both  flower  and  leaf 
Fade,  and  are  strewed  upon  the  chill,  sad 
ground; 
Gone  down  for  shelter  to  its  mother-earth, 
TwiU  rise,  re-bloom,  and  shed  its  fragrance 
round. 

The  dew-drop  dies  not,  when  it  leaves  the 
flower. 

And  passes  upward  on  the  beam  of  mom ; 
It  does  out  hide  itsdf  in  li^ht  on  high. 

To  its  loved  flower  at  twilight  to  return. 

Ihe  flne  gpold  has  not  perished,  when  the 
flame 
Seizes  upon  it  with  consuming  glow ; 
In  freshened  splendor  it  comes  forth  anew, 
To  sparkle  on  the  monarch's  throne  or 
brow. 

Thus  xiothing  dies,  or  only  dies  to  live : 
Star,  stream,  sun,  flower,  the  dew-drop  and 
the  gold ; 
Each  ffoomy  thing,  instinct  with  buoyant 
hope, 
Hastes  to  put  on  its  purer,  flner  mould. 

Thus  in  the  quiet  joy  of  kindly  trust, 
We  bid  each  parting  saint  a  brief  farewell ; 

Weeping,  yet  smiling,  we  commit  their  dust 
To  the  safe  keeping  of  the  silent  cell. 

Softly  within  that  peaceful  resting-place 
We  lay  their  wearied  limbs,  and  bid  the 
clay 

Press  lightly  on  them  tiU  the  night  be  past, 
And  the  far  east  give  note  of  coming  day. 

The  day  of  re-appearinff  I  how  it  speeds  I 
lie  who  is  true  and  faithful  speaks  the 
word. 


Ihen  shaU  we  ever  be  with  those  we  love — 
Then  shall  we  be  forever  with  the  Lord. 

The  shout  is  heard;   the  archangers  voice 
C^es  forth ; 
The  trumpet  sounds ;  the  dead  awake  and 
sing; 
The  living  put  on  glory ;  one  glad  band, 
They  hasten  up  to  meet  their  coming  King. 

Short  death  and  i^^rlrni^m  I    Endless  life  and. 
light! 
Short  dimming;   endless  shining  in  yon 
sphere, 
Where  all  is  incorruptible  and  pure — 
The  joy  without  the  pain,  the  smile  with- 
out the  tear.  Horatius  B<mar. 

708«  DEATH,  Li^t  Ja. 

Open  thine  arms,  O  death,  thou  fine  of  woe, 
And  warranty  of  bliss  I    I  feel  the  last 
Red  mountainous  remnant  of  the  earth  give 

way. 
The  stars  are  rushing  upward  to  the  light; 
My  limbs  are  light,  and  liberty  is  mine. 
The  spirit's  infinite  parity  consumes 
The  sullied  souL    Eternal  destiny 
Opens  its  bright  abyss.    I  am  God^s. 

700.  DEATH,  Limit  o& 

O  Death !    Thou  great  invisible. 

Pale  monarch  of  the  unending  Past, 
Who  shall  thy  countless  trophies  tell. 

Or  when  shall  be  the  last  1 
By  thee  high  thrones  to  earth  are  flung — 

By  thee  the  sword  and  sceptre  rust — 
By  thee  the  beautiful  and  young 

Lie  mouldering  in  the  dust. 
Into  thy  cold  and  faded  reign 

All  ^orious  things  of  earth  depart ; 
The  fairest  forms  are  early  slain. 

And  quenched  the  flery  heart 
But  in  yon  world  thou  hast  not  been. 

Where  joy  can  fade,  nor  beauty  isXL : 
O  mightiest  of  the  things  unseen, 

Save  One  that  ruleth  all ! 

Geo,  JET.  Cclton, 

710.  death;  Longing  for. 

O,  when  will  death 
This  mouldering  old   partition-wall  throw 

down? 
Give  beings,  one  in  nature,  tone  abode  ? 
O  death  duvine  t  that  giv^st  us  to  the  skies  I 
Great  future  I  glorious  patron  of  the  past 
And  present  I  when  shall  I  thy  shrine  adore  ? 
From  nature^s  continent,  immensely  wide. 
Immensely  blessed,  this  little  isle  of  life, 
This  dark  incarcerating  colony, 
Divides  us.  Happy  day  that  bi^eaks  our  chain ; 
That  manumits ;  that  calls  from  exile  home ; 
That  leads  to  Nature^s  great  metropolis, 
And  readmits  us,  through  the  guardian  hand 
Of  elder  brothers,  to  our  Father^s  throne. 

Edward  Taung.    . 

711,  DEATH,  Memento  o£ 

Wise  in  his  dav  the  heathen  emperor. 
To  whom,  each  morrow,  came  a  slave,  and 
cried, 
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"Pfailip,  remember  thon  must  die:"  no 

more. 
To  me  8Qch  daily  yoioe  were  misaDplied, — 
Disease  guests  with  me ;  and  eaca  cough  or 

cramp, 
Or  aching,  nke  the  Macedonian  slave, 
Is  my  memento  mori,  Danoid  Chray. 

719.  death;  Xyitorj  o£ 

*See  before  ns  in  our  Journey  broods  a  mist 

upon  the  ground ; 
Thither  leads  the  path  we  walk  in,  blending 

•  with  that  gloomy  bound. 
Never  eye  hath  pierced  its  shadows*  to  the 

mystery  they  screen, 
Tliose  who  once  have  passed  within  it,  never 

more  on  earth  are  seen. 
Now  it  seems  to  stoop  beside  us,  now  at  seem- 
ing distance  lowers, 
Leaving  banks  that  tempt  us  onward  bright 

with  summer  green*  and  flowers. 
Yet  it  blots  the  way  forever;  there  our  jour- 
ney ends  at  last ; 
Into  that  dark  doud  we  enter  and  are  gath- 
ered to  the  past 
Thou  who  in  this  flinty  pathway,  leading 

through  a  stranger  land, 
Passeth  down  the  rocky  valley,  walking  with 

me  hand  in  hand, 
Which  of  us  shall  be  the  soonest  folded  to 

that  dim  Unknown, 
Which  shall  leave  the  other  walking  in  this 

flinty  path  alone  ? 
Even  now  I  see  thee  shudder,  and  thy  cheek 

'     is  white  with  fear. 
And  thou  dingest  to  my  side  as  the  dark 

mist  comes  sweeping  near. 
''Here,"  thou  say^st,  "the  path  is  rugged, 

sown  with   thorns  that  wouna  the 

feet; 
But  the  sheltered  glens  are  lovely,  and  the 

rivulet's  song  itf  sweet : 
Roses  breathe  from  tangled  thickets;  lilies 

bend  from  ledges  orown ; 
Pleasantly  between  the  pelting  showers  the 

sunshine  gushes  down. 
Far  be  yet  the  hour  that  takes  me  where  that 

diiUy  shadow  lies, 
From  the  things  I  know  and  love,  and  from 

the  sight  of  loving  eyes." 
So  thou  murmurest,  fearful  one,  but  see,  we 

tread  a  rougher  way ; 
Fainter  grow  the  gleams  of  sunshine  that 

upon  the  dan^  rocks  play ; 
Rude  winds  strew  the  faded  flowers  upon  the 

crags  o^er  which  we  pass ; 
Banks  of  verdure,  when  we  reach  them,  hiss 

with  tufts  of  withered  grass. 
Yet  upon  the  mist  before  ns  flx  thine  eyes 

with  closer  view, 
See,  beneath  its  sullen  dirts  the  rosy  morning 

glimmers  through. 
,       ose  feet  the  thorns  have  wounded, 
entered  thither  and  came  bade. 
With  a  glory  on  His  footsteps  lighting  yet 
the  dreary  trade  ' 


Boldly  enter  where  He  entered:  all  that  seems 

but  darkness  here. 
When  thon  once  hast  pa^ed  beyond  it,  haply 

shall  be  crystal  clear ; 
Seen  from  that  serener  realm  the  walks  of 

human  life  may  lie 
like  the  page  of  some  familiAr  volume  open 

to  mine  eye. 
Haply  from  the  overhanging   shadow  thou 

may'st  stretch  an  unseen  hand 
To  support  the  wavering  steps  that  print  with 

blood  the  rugged  land. 
Haply,  leaning  o'er  the  pilgrim  aU  unweeting 

thou  art  near. 
Thou  may'st  whisper  words  of  warning  and 

of  comfort  in  his  ear, 
1111,  beyond  the  border  where  that  brooding 

mystery  bars  the  sight. 
Those  whom  tiiou  hast  fondly  cherished  stand 

with  thee  in  peace  and  light 
^  William  O,  Bryant, 

T18.  BBJlIB;  Vaton  oL 

Whatis  death?  oh !  what  is  death t 
'Tis  the  snappinff  of  the  chain ; 

'Tis  the  oreaEing  of  the  bowl ; 
'Tis  relief  from  every  pain ; 

'Tis  fiieedom  to  the  soul ; 
'Tis  the  setting  of  the  sun 

To  rise  again  to-morrow, ' 
A  brighter  course  to  run. 

Nor  sink  again  in  sorrow. 
'^  Sudi  is  death  I  yes,  such  is  death ! 

Whatis  death?  oh  I  what  is  death  ? 
''  V      'Tis  slumber  to  the  weary ; 
"Hs  rest  to  the  forlorn ; 
^       *Tis  shelter  to  the  dreary ; 
">  'Tis  peace  amid  the  storm ; 

^        'Tis  the  entrance  to  our  home ; 
'Tis  the  passage  to  that  Gk)d 
Who  bids  His  c&ldren  come 
When  their  weary  course  is  trod. 
Such  is  deathi  yea,  such  is  death  I 

T14«  DBATH,  H<m-«ziit0iioe  o£ 

There  is  no  death  I'   The  stars  go  down 

To  rise  upon  some  fairer  shore ; 
And  bright  in  Heaven's  jewelled  crown 

They  shine  forevermore. 

There  is  no  death !    The  dust  we  tread 
.  ffliall  change  beneath  the  summer  shower 
To  golden  grain  of  mellow  fruit, 
Or  rainbow-tinted  flowers. 

The  granite  rocks  disorganize 
To  feed  the  hungry  moss  they  bear ; 

The  forest  leaves  drink  daily  life 
From  out  the  viewless  air. 

There  is  no  death  I    The  leaves  may  f  all^ 
The  flowers  may  fade  and  pass  away ; 

They  only  wait  through  wintry  hours 
The  coming  of  the  May. 

There  is  no  death !    An  angel  form 
Walks  o'er  the  earth  with  nlcnt  tread; 


r 


He  bears  our  best  loved  ihinffs  away. 
And  then  we  call  them  **  dead.*' 

He  leaves  onr  hearts  all  desolate. 
He  plucks  onr  fairest,  sweetest  flowers ; 

Traosplantod  into  bliss,  they  now 
Adorn  immortal  bowers. 

The  bird-like  voice,  whose  Joyons  tones 
Made  glad  these  scenes  of  sin  and  strife, 

Sngs  now  an  everlasting  song 
Amid  the  tree  of  life. 

And  where  he  sees  a  smile  too  bright. 
Or  heart  too  pure  for  taint  and  vice, 

He  bears  it  to  that  world  of  light, 
To  dwell  in  Paradise. 

Bom  onto  that  undying  life, 
They  leave  ns  but  to  come  again ; 

With  joy  we  welcome  them — ^the  same, 
Bzcept  in  sin  and  pain. 

And  ever  near  na,  though  miseen. 
The  dear  immortal  spirits  tread ; 

For  all  the  bomidless  Universe 
la  life — there  are  no  dead* 

Lord,  Lyitatu 
715.  DEATH,  Vo  Wuniag  o£ 

They  tell  me  a  solemn  story,  bat  it  is  not  sad 

to  me, 
For  in  its  sweet  nnfolding  my  Saviour's  love 

Isee; 
They  say  that,  at  any  moment^  the  Lord  of 

life  may  come. 
To  lift  me  from  thia  cloudland  into  the  light 

of  home. 

They  say  I  may  have  no  warning ;  I  may  not 
even  hear 

The  rustling  of  His  garments  as  He  softly 
drawcth  near ; 

Suddenly,  in  a  moment,  upon  my  ear  may 
faU 

The  summons  to  leave  our  homestead,  to  an- 
swer the  Master's  calL 

YeAaigs  He  will  come  in  the  noontide  of 
some  bright  and  sunny  day. 

When,  with  dear  ones  all  around  me,  my  life 
seems  bright  and  gay. 

Pleasant  must  be  the  patihway,  easy  the  shin- 
ing road, 

Up  from  this  dimmer  sunlight  into  the  light 
of  Qod. 

Perhaps  He  will  come  in  the  stillness  of  the 
mild  and  quiet  night. 

When  the  earth  is  calmly  sleeping  'neath  the 
moonbeam*8  silvery  light, 

When  the  stars  are  softly  sMning  o'er  slum- 
bering land  and  sea. 

Perhaps  in  the  holy  stillness  the  Master  will 
come  for  me. 

I  think  I  would  rather  hear  it,  that  Voice  so 

low  and  sweet, 
Calling  me  out  from  the  shadows,  my  blessed 

Lord  to  meet. 
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Up  through  the  glowing  splendors   of  a 

starry,  earthly  night. 
To  "see  the  King  in  His  beauty,"  in  aland 

of  purer  light 

T16«  death;  Ftang»  6L 

What  is  death 
To  him  who  meets  it  with  an  upright  heart  t 
A  quiet  haven,  where  his  shattered  bark 
Harbors  secure,  till  the  rough  storm  is  past 
Perhaps  a  passage  overhunff  with  clouois 
But  at  its  entrance ;  a  few  leagues  beyond 
Opening  to  kinder  skies,  and  milder  suns, 
And  seaa  pacific  as  the  soul  that  seeks  them. 

Jamea  Eurdis, 
riy.  DEATH,  Phyiioia. 

Death  is  here  in  spirit,  watcher  of  a  marble 

corpse, 
That  eye  is  fixed,  that  heart  is  still, — ^how 

dreadful  in  its  stillness ! 
Death,  new  tenant  of  the  house,  pervadeth 

aU  tiie  fabric ; 
He  waiteth  at  the  head,  and  he  standeth  at 

the  feet,  and  hideth  in  the  caverns  of 

the  breast: 
Death,  subtle  leech,  hath  anatomized  soul 

from  body. 
Dissecting  wbU  in  every  nerve  its  spirit  from 

its  substance : 
Death,  rigid  lord,  hath  claimed  the  heliot 

day, 
While  joyously  the  youthful  soul  hath  gone 

to  take  his  heritage : 
Death,  cold  usurer,  ham  seized  his  bonded 

debtor ; 
Death,  savage  despot,  hath  caught  his  for- 
feit serf; 
Death,  blind  foe,  wreaketh  petty  vengeance 

on  the  flesh : 
Death,  fell  cannibal,  gloateth  on  his  victim, 
And  carrieth  it  with  him  to  the  grave,  that 

dismal  banquet-hall, 
Where  in  foul  state  the  Royal  Ghoul  holdeth 

secret  orgies.  2L  F,  Tapper. 

718,  DEATH,  Fort  of. 

When  the  dang'rous  rocks'  are  past. 
When  the  threat'ning  tempests  cease, 
.    Oh  I  how  sweet  to  rest  at  last 
In  a  silent  port  of  peace  I 

Though  that  port  may  be  unknown. 
Though  no  chart  its  name  may  b^. 

Brightly  beams  its  light  on  one^ 
Blest  to  flnd  his  refuge  there. 

Life !  thou  art  the  storm — ^the  rock ; 

Death !  the  friendly  port  thou  art ; 
Haven  from  the  tempest's  shock. 

Welcoming  the  wanderer's  heart 

Yes,  I  see  from  yonder  tomb 
Promised  peace  and  tranquil  rest ; 

Death !  my  haven  t     I  shall  come  : 
Soothe  me  on  my  mother's  breast 

719,  DEATH,  Pottponflmeat  o£ 

TeU  me.  some  god.  my  guardian  «^ 
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What  thus  infatuates?  what  enchantment 
plants 

The  phantom  of  an  age  'twixt  ns  and  death, 

Already  at  the  door  9  He  knocks  ;  we  hear 
him, 

And  yet  we  will  not  hear.  What  mail  de- 
fends 

Our  untouched  heart?  what  miracle  turns 
off 

The  pointed  thought,  which  from  a  thousand 
quivers 

Is  daily  darted,  and  is  daily  shunned  ? 

We  stand,  as  in  a  battle,  throngs  on  throngs 

Around  us  falling,  wounded  oft  ourselyes ; 

Though  bleeding  with  our  wounds,  immortal 
stiU! 

We  see  Timers  furrows  on  another's  brow, 

And  Death  intrenched,  preparing  his  as- 
sault: 

How  few  themselves  in  that  just  mirror  see  I 

Or  seeing,  draw  their  inference  as  strong  I 

There,  Death  is  certain;  doubtful  here;  he 
must, 

And  soon :  we  may,  within  an  age,  expire. 

Though  gray  our  heads,  our  thoughts  and 
aims  are  green  I 

lake  damaged  clocks^  whose  hand  and  bell 
^dissent, 

Folly  sings  six,  while  Nature  points  at 
twelve.  Edward  Young. 

7M.  DEATI^  Fkematue. 

So  many  worlds,  so  much  to  do, 
So  little  done,  such  things  to  be, 
How  know  I  what  had  need  of  thee, 

For  thou  wert  strong  as  thou  wert  true  ? 

The  fame  is  quenched  that  I  foresaw, 
The  head  hath  missed  an  earthly  wreath  : 
I  curse  not  nature,  no,  nor  death ; 

For  nothing  is  that  em  from  law. 

We  pass ;  the  path  that  each  man  trod 
Is  dim,  or  will  be  dim,  with  weeds  : 
What  fame  is  left  for  human  deeds 

In  endless  age  ?    It  rests  with  €k>d. 

O  hollow  wraith  of  dying  fame, 
Fade  wholly,  while  the  soul  exults, 
And  self -enfolds  the  large  results 

Of  force  that  would  have  forged  a  name. 

Alfred  Tennyion, 
791.  DEATHf  FtvMaoe  of; 

Close  the  door  lightly, 

Bridle  the  breath. 
Our  little  earth  Ansel 

Is  talking  with  £ath ; 
G^tly  he  woos  her. 

She  wishes  to  stay, 
His  arms  are  about  her, 

He  bears  her  away  I 
Music  comes  floating 

Down  from  the  dome ; 
Angels  are  chanting 

The  sweet  welcome  home. 

Come,  stricken  weeper ! 
Come  to  the  bed, 


Gaze  on  the  sleeper ; 

Our  idol  is  dead  1 
Smooth  out  the  ringlets, 

Close  the  blue  eyes ; 
No  wonder  such  beauty 

Was  claimed  in  the  skies ; 
Cross  the  hands  gently 

O'er  the  white  breast, 
So  like  a  wild  spirit 

Strayed  from  the  blest ; 
Bear  her  out  softly. 

This  idol  of  ours, 
Let  her  grave  slumbers 

Be  'mid  the  sweet  flowers. 

793.  death;  F^oYidenoo  b. 

When  mortal  man  resigns  his  breath, 
'Tis  Ood  directs  the  stroke  of  death ; 
Casual  howe'er  the  stroke  appear. 
He  sends  the  fatal  messenger. 
The  keys  are  in  that  Hand  divine ; 
That  Hand  must  flrst  the  warrant  sign. 
And  arm  the  death,  and  wing  the  dart 
Which  doth  His  message  to  our  heart. 

Charles  Wealeif, 

793*  death;  Beadinen  for. 

As  predous  gums  are  not  for  lasting  Are, 
They  out  perfume  the  temple,  and  expire ; 
So  was  she  soon  exhaled,  and  vanished  henoc, 
A  short,  sweet  odor,  of  a  vast  expense.. 
She  vanished,  we  can  scarcely  say  she  died; 
For  but  a  now  did  heaven  and  earth  divide ; 
She  passed  serenely  with  a  single  breath ; 
This  moment  peif  ect  health,  the  next  was 

death : 
One  sigh  did  her  eternal  bliss  assure ; 
So  littk  penance  needs,  when  souls  are  almost 

pure. 
As  gentle  dreams  our  waking  thoughts  pur- 
sue; 
Or,  one  dream  passed,  we  slide  into  a  new; 
So  dose  they  follow,  such  wild  order  keep, 
We  think  ourselves  awake,  and  are  asleep : 
So  softly  death  succeeded  life  in  her : 
She  did  but  dream  of  heaven,  and  she  was 

there. 
No  pains  she  suffered,  nor  expired  with 

noise ; 
Her  soul  was  whispered  out  with  God's  still 

voice: 
As  an  old  f nend  is  beckoned  to  a  feast, 
And  treated  like  a  long-familiar  guest 
He  took  her  as  he  found,  but  found  her  so. 
As  one  in  hourly  readiness  to  go : 
E^en  on  that  day,  in  all  her  trim  prepared; 
As  early  notice  she  from  heaven  had  heard, 
And  some  descending  courier  from  above 
Had  given  her  timely  warning  to  remove ; 
Or  counselled  her  to  dress  the  nuptial  room. 
For  on  that  night  the  bridegroom  was  to 

come. 
He  kept  liis  hour,  and  found  her  where  she 

lay 
Clothed  all  in  white,  the  livery  of  the  day. 

JohnDrfdm. 
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n4L  DEATH,  Biiioldag  at 

Time  is  weeping  on  tbe  earth  for  the  lost  t 
There  is  bowing  in  g^rief  to  the  ground  I 
But  rejoicing  and  praise  'mid  the  sanctified 
host, 
For  a  spirit  in  Paradise  found  I 
Though    DrightaesB  hath  passed  ttom  the 
earth, 
Yet  a  star  is  new-bom  in  the  sky, 
And  a  Bonl  hath  gone  home  to  the  land  of  its 
bhth, 
Where  are  pleasures  and  fnlness  of  joy, 
And  a  new  harp  is  strong,  and  a  new  song  is 
giyen 
To  the  breezes  that  float  o^er  the  garden  of 
heayen  I'  W.H,  Burleigh. 

799*  DBAXH,  BepoliiTtaMs  ciK 

Sren  to  the  best,  the  wise,  and  pnre,  and 
pioos, 

Death,  repabiye  king,  thine  iron  role  is  ter- 
rible: 

Yea,  and  eyen  at  the  best,  in  company  of 
boried  kindred, 

With  hallowing  rites,  and  friendly  tears,  and 
the  dear  old  country  chorch. 

Death,  cold  and  lonely,  thy  frigid  face  is 
hateful; 

The  brayest  look  on  thee  with  dread,  the 
humblest  corse  thy  coming. 

Still,  ye  unwise  among  mankind,  your  fool- 
ishness hath  added  fears ; 

The  crowded  cemetery,  the  catacomb  of 
bones,  the  pestilential  yault, 

Witii  fancy^s  gliding  ghost  at  eye,  her  moans 
and  flaky  footfalls. 

And  the  gibbering  train  of  terror  to  bight 
your  coward  hearts. 

We  speak  not  here  of  sin,  nor  the  phantoms 
of  a  bloody  conscience, 

Nor  of  solace,  and  merciful  pardon;  we 
heed  but  the  ineyitable  graye : 

Tbe  grsTs,  that  wage  of  guilt,  that  due  return 
to  dost, 

Hie  graye,  that  goal  of  earth,  and  starting- 
post  for  heayen.         Jf.  F.  Tupper. 

T96b  PEATH;  ShrinTriiig  from. 

If  it  must  be ;  if  it  must  be,  O  God  I 
That  I  die  young,  and  make  no  further 
moans ; 
That  underneath  the  unrespectiye  sod. 

In  unescutcheoned  priyacy,  my  bones 
Shall  crumble  soon, — ^then  giye  me  strength 
to  bear 
The   last  conyulsiye  throe  of   too  sweet 
breath  1 
I  trranble  from  the  edge  of  life,  to  dare 

The  dark  and  fatal  leap,  haying  no  faith. 
No  glorious  yearning  for  the  Apocalypse ; 

But  like  a  child  that  in  the  night-time  cries 
For  light  I  ciy ;  f  ometting  the  eclipse 
Of  knowledge  and  our  human  destinies. 

David  Gray. 
T97«  BBATH,  Song  io. 

Joyfully,  joyfully,  onward  I  moye. 
Bound  for  the  land  of  bright  spirits  aboye ; 
12 


Angelic  choristers  sing  as  I  come, 
Jo]^ly,  joyfully  haiSe  to  thy  home. 

Soon  with  my  pilffrimage  ended  below. 
Home  to  that  land  of  £light  will  I  go : 
Pilgrim  and  stranger  no  more  shall  I  roam ; 
Joyfully,  joyfully  resting  at  home. 

Friends  fondly  cherished  haye  passed  on  be- 
fore. 

Waiting,  they  watch  me  approaching  the 
.  shore; 

Singing,  to  cheer  me  through  death's  chilling 
gloom. 

Joyfully,  joyfully  haste  to  thy  home. 

Sounds  of  sweet  melody  fall  on  my  ear ; 
Harps  of  the  blessed,  your  yoices  I  hear  I 
Rings  with  the  harmony  heayen's  high  dome. 
Joyfully,  joyfully  haste  to  thy  home. 

Death,  with  thy  weapons  of  war  lay  me  low, 
Strike,  king  of  terrors,  I  fear  not  the  blow ; 
Jesus  hath  oroken  the  bars  of  the  tomb; 
Joyfully,  joyfolly  will  I  go  home. 

Bright  will  the  mom  of  eternity  dawn, 
Death  shall  be  banished,  his  sceptre  be  gone ; 
Joyfolly  then  shall  I  witness  his  doom ; 
JoyfoUy,  joyfolly,  safely  at  home. 

WiUiafn  JSiinter, 

73§,  DEATH  SpoUed. 

O  Death  I  with  what  an  eye  of  desperate 

lost. 
From  oot  thy  emptied  yaults,  thou  then  didst 

look 
After  the  risen  multitudes  of  all 
Mankind!   Ah,  thou  hadst  been  the  terror 

long. 
And  murderer  of  all  of  woman  bom. 
None  could  escape  thee !   In  thy  dungeon 

house, 
Where  darkness  dwelt,  and  putrid  loathsome^ 

ness. 
And  fearful  silence,  yillanously  still. 
And  all  of  horrible  and  deadly  name, — 
Thou  satt'st  from  age  to  age,  insatiate, 
And^drank  the  blood  of  men,  and  gorged 

their  flesh. 
And  with  th^  iron  teeth  didst  grind  their 

bones 
To  powder — ^treading  out  beneath  thy  feet 
Their  yery  names  and  memories :  the  blood 
Of  nations    could  not  slake   thy  parched 

throat. 
No  bribe  could  buy  thy  f ayor  for  an  hour. 
Or  mitigate  thy  eyer  cmel  rage 
For  human  prey.  Gold,  beauty,  yirtue,  youth ; 
Eyen  helpless,  swaddle  innocency  failed 
To  soften  thy  heart  of  stone:  the  infantas 

blood 
Pleased  well  thy  taste — and  while  the  mother 

wept, 
Bereayed  by  thee,  lonely  and  waste  in  woe, 
Thy  eyer-grinding  jaws  deyoured  her  too. 

Each  son  of  Aoam's  family  beheld. 
Wherever  he  turned,  whateyer  path  of  life 
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He  trodc,  thy  goblin  form  before  him  stand, 

Like  trusty  old  assassin,  in  his  aim 

Steady  and  sure  as  eye  of  destiny, 

•With  scythe,  and  dart,  and  stren^h  invincible 

Equipped,  and  ever  menacing  his  life. 

He  turned  aside,   he   drowned  himself  in 

sleep. 
In  wine,  m  pleasure;   trayelled,  voyaged, 

sought 
l^eceipts  for  health  from  all  he  met ;  betook 
To  business  speculate;  retired ;  returned 
Again  to  active  life ;  again  retired ; 
Hetumed ;  retired  again ;  prepared  to  die ; 
Talked  of  thy  nothingness ;  conversed  of  life 
To  come ;  laughed  at  his  fears ;  filled  up  the 

'  cup; 
Drank  deep;  refrained;  filled  up;  refrained 

agam; 
Planned;  built  him  round  with  splendor, 

won  applause ; 
Made  large  alliances  with  men  and  things ; 
Read  deep  in  science  and  philosophy. 
To  fortify  his  soul ;  heard  lectures  prove 
The  present  ill,  and  future  good ;  observed 
His  pulse  beat  regular ;  extended  hope ; 
Thought,  dissipated  thought,   and  thought 

again; 
Indulged,  abstained,  and  tried  a  thousand 

schemes 
To  ward  thy  blow,  or  hide  thee  from  his 

eye; 
But  still  thy  gloomy  terrors,  dipped  in  sin, 
Before  him  frowned,  and  withered  all  his  jov. 
Still,  feared  and  hated  thing,  thy  ghostly 

shape 
Stood  in  his  avenues  of  fairest  hope ; 
Unmannerly,  and  uninvited,  crept 
Into  his  haunts  of  most  select  delight : 
Still,  on  his  halls  of  mirth,  and  banqueting. 
And  revelry,  thy  shadowy  hand  was  seen 
Writing  thy  name  of — ^Death.     Vile  worm, 

that  ffnawed 
The  root  of  aU  his  happiness  teirene;  the 

gall 
Of  all  his  sweet ;  the  thorn  of  every  rose 
Of  earthly  bloom;   cloud  of  his  noon-day 

sky- 
Frost   of  his  spring;   ngh  of  his  loudest 

laugh; 
Dark  spot  on  every  form  of  loveliness ; 
Rank  smell  amidst  his  rarest  spioeries ; 
Harsh  dissonance  of  all  his  harmony ; 
Reserve  of  every  promise,  and  the  if 
Of  all  to-morrows — ^now  beyond  thy  vale 
Stood  all  the  ransomed  multitude  of  men, 
Immortal  all ;  and  in  their  visions  saw 
Thy  visage  grim  no  more.     Great  payment 

day 
Of  all  thou  ever  conauered,  none  was  left 
In  thy  unpeopled  realms,  so  populous  once. 
He,  at  whose  girdle  hang  the  keys  of  death 
And  life — ^not  bought  but  with  the  blood  of 

Him 
Who  wears,  the  eternal  Son  of  God,  that 

mom 
Dispellod  the  cloud  that  sat  so  lonff,  so  thick. 
So  hea?y  o'er  thy  vale ;  opened  all  thy  doors. 


Unopened  before,  and  set  thy  prisoners  free. 
Vain  was  resistance,  and  to  follow  vain. 
In  thy  unveiled  caves,  and  solitudes 
Of  dark  and  dismal  emptiness,  thou  satt^st. 
Rolling  thy  hollow  eyes :  disabled  thing ! 
Helpless,  despised,  unpitied,  and  unfeared, 
lake  some  fallen  tyrant,  chained  in  sight  of 

aU 
The  people:  from  thee  dropped  thy  points 

less  dart. 
Thy  terrors  withered  all ;  thy  ministers, 
Annihilated,  fell  before  thy  face ; 
And  on  thy  maw  eternal  hunger  seized. 

BobertJMlok. 

7W«  death;  BtiMun  ofi 

There  is  a  stream,  whose  narrow  tide 
The  known  and  unknown  worlds  divide. 

Where  all  must  co. 
Its  waveless  waters,  da&  and  deq>, 
'Mid  sullen  silence  downward  sweep, 

With  noiseless  flow. 

I  saw  where  at  that  dreary  flood 
A  smiling  infant  prattling  stood, 

Whose  hour  had  come ; 
Untaught  of  ill,  it  neared  the  tide. 
Sank,  as  to  cradle  rest,  and  died, 

Like  going  home. 

Followed,  with  languid  eye,  anon, 
A  youth,  diseased,  and  pale,  and  wan, 

>Vho6e  time  had  come ;     • 
He  gazed  upon  that  leaden  stream ; 
I  saw  him  plunge,  I  heard  a  scream. 

And  he  was  gone. 

And  next  a  form,  in  manhood^s  strength. 
Came  bustling  on,  till  there  at  length 

He  saw  lifers  bound ; 
To  heaven  he  raised  his  bitter  prayer, 
Too  late— his  shriek  of  wild  deq>air 

The  waters  drowned, 

I  saw  when  to  that  stream  again 
Another  child  of  mortal  man, 

With  smiles  drew  nigh ; 
'Tis  the  last  pang,  he  calmly  said. 
To  me,  O  Death,  thou  hast  no  dread ; 

Saviour,  I  come. 
Spread  but  thine  arms  on  yonder  shore 
I  see ;  ye  waters,  bear  me  o*er, 

There  is  my  home. 

790.  DEATH,  Sadden. 

* '  Servant  of  €k>d,  well  done ; 

Rest  from  thy  loved  employ ; 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won. 

Enter  thy  Master's  joy." 
The  voice  at  midnight  came ; 

He  started  up  to  hear, 
A  mortal  arrow  pierced  his  frame ; 

He  fell,  but  felt  no  fear. 

Tranquil  amidst  alarms, 

It  found  him  in  the  field, 
A  veteran  slumbering  on  his  arms. 

Beneath  his  red-cross  shield : 
His  sword  was  in  his  hand. 

Still  warm  with  recent  fight; 
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Beady  tiiat  moment,  at  command^ 
Through  rock  and  steel  to  smite. 

At  midnight  came  the  cry, 

•*  To  meet  thy  God  prepare  I " 
He  woke,  and  caaght  his  Captain^s  eye ; 

Tlien,  strong  in  faith  and  prayer. 
His  spirit,  with  a  bound. 

Burst  its  encumbering  day ; 
His  tent,  at  sunrise,  on  the  ground, 

A  darkened  ruin  lay. 

The  pains  of  death  are  past, 

Labor  and  sorrow  cease ; 
And  life's  long  warfare  dosed  at  last, 

His  soul  is  f  oimd  in  peace. 
Soldier  of  Christ  I  well  done ; 

Pndse  be  thy  new  employ ; 
And  while  eternal  ages  run. 

Rest  in  thy  Saviour's  joy^ 

James  jfontffomery 

T81*  death;  Support  in, 

TIs  not  the  stoic*8  lesson  got  by  rote. 
The  pomp  of  words,  and  pedant  dissertations, 
That  can  sustain  thee  in  that  hour  of  terror ; 
Books  have  taught  cowards  to  talk  nobly  of  it ; 
But  when  the  trial  comes,  they  stand  aghast. 
Hast  thou  considered  what  may  happen  after 

it? 
How  thy  account  may  stand,  and  what  to 

answer?  Nicholat  Batoe, 

789*  DBAXB;  loixan  oil 

Oh,  what  terror  in  thy  forethought, 

Ending  scene  of  mortal  life ! 
Heart  is  sickened,  reins  are  loosened. 

Thrills  each  nerve,  with  terror  rife. 
When  the  anxious  heart  depicteth 

All  the  anguish  of  the  strife ! 

Wbo  the  spectacle  can  image — 
How  tremendous  I — of  that  day 

When  the  course  of  life  accomplished, 
From  tiic  trammels  of  her  clay 

Writhes  the  soul  to  be  delivered. 
Agonized  to  pass  away  I 

Sense  hath  perished,  tongue  is  rigid^ 
Eyes  are  filming  o'er  in  death. 

Palpitates  the  breast,  and  hoarsely 
Grasps  the  rattling  throat  for  breath ; 

Limbs  are  torpid,  bps  are  pallid. 
Breaking  nature  quivereth. 

All  come  round  him  I  cogitation. 
Habit,  word,  and  deed  are  there  I 

All,  though  much  and  sore  he  struggle. 
Hover  o^er  him  in  the  air; 

Turn  he  tills  way,  turn  he  that  way, 
On  his  inmost  soul  they  glare. 

Consdence  self  her  culprit  tortures. 
Gnawing  him  with  pangs  unknoi^ ; 

For  that  now  amendment's  season 
Is  forever  past  and  gone, 

And  that  late  repentance  findeth 
Pardon  none  for  all  its  moan. 

Fleshly  lusts  of  fancied  sweetness 
Are  converted  into  gall. 


When  on  brief  and  bitter  pleasure 

Everiasting  dolors  *f all ; 
Then,  what  late  appeared  so  mighty, 

Oh !  how  infinitely  small ! 

Chbist,  unconqnered  King  of  Glory ! 

Thou  my  wretched  soul  relieve* 
In  that  most  extremest  terror 

When  the  body  she  must  leave ; 
Let  the  accuser  of  the  brethren 

O'er  me  then  no  power  receive  I 

Let  the  Prince  of  darkness  vanish. 

And  (Gehenna's  legions  fly  I 
Shepherd,  Thou  Thy  sheep  thus  nmsomed 

TV)  Thy  country  lead  on  high ; 
Wliero  forever  in  fruition 

I  may  see  Thee  eye  to  eye  I    Amen. 
JPsUr  Damiany,  tr,  hy  J,  M.  NeaU, 

733.  PEATH;  UniTenaL 

The  black  camd  Death  knedeth  once  at  eadi 

door   • 
And  a  mortal  must  mount  to  return  never 

more.    ' 

Oriental,  tr,  "by  W.  R.  Alger. 

734.  DBATH,  Vletory  over. 

Vital  spark  of  heavenly  fiame  I    . 
Quit,  oh,  quit  this  mortal  frame  I 
Trembling,  hoping,  lingering,  flying. 
Oh,  the  pain,  the  bliss  of  dying ! 
Cease,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  strife, 
And  let  me  languish  into  life  I 

Hark!  they  whisper;  angels  say. 
Sister  spirit,  come  away  1 
What  is  this  absorbs  me  quite. 
Steals  my  senses,  shuts  my  sight. 
Drowns  my  spirits,  draws  my  breath  t 
Tell  me,  my  soul,  can  this  be  death? 

The  world  recedes;  it  disappears  I 
Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes  1  my  cars 

With  sounds  seraphic  ring  I 
Lend,  lend  your  wings !  I  mount !  I  fly  1 

0  Grave    where  is  thy  victory? 

O  Death  I  where  is  thy  sting  ? 

AlKMTider  Bi>pe, 

736,  DEATHf  Waiting  fbr. 

1  am  waiting  by  the  river. 

And  my  heart  has  waited  long^ 
Kow  I  think  I  hear  the  chorus 

Of  the  angels'  welcome  song;  ■ 
Oh,  I  see  the  dawn  is  breaking 

On  the  hill-tops  of  the  blest, 
"  Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  wcafy  are  at  rest" 

Far  away  beyond  the  shadows 

Of  this  weary  vale  of  tears. 
There  the  tide  of  bliss  is  sweeping 

Thro'  the  bright  and  changeless  years ; 
Oh  I  I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 

In  the  mansions  of  the  blest, 
*'  Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  arc  at  rest.^' 
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They  are  laonchixig^on  the  rlyer, 

I^m  the  cakn  and  quiet  Bhore» 
And  they  soon  will  bear  my  Bpirit 

Where  the  weary  sigh  no  moie; 
For  the  tide  is  swiftly  flowing, 

And  I  long  to  greet  the  bl^, 
**  Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troublmg, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest" 

T36.  DEATH,  WooadB  o£ 

Strange  glory  streams  thro'  Lifers  wild  rents, 
And  thro*  the  open  door  of  Death 
We  see  the  haven  that  beckoneth 

To  tha  beloved  going  hence. 

God's  ichor  fills  the  hearts  that  bleed ; 

The  best  f  nut  loads  the  broken  bough ; 

And  in  the  wounds  our  sufferings  plow, 
Immortal  Love  sows  sovereign  seed. 

Gerald  Mct89ey, 

TST.  DEAra  OF  0HSI8T,  HuniliAtioii  of  the. 

Yes,  Thou  didst  die  for  me,  O  Son  of  God  I 
By  Thee  the  throbbing  flesh  of  man  was 
worn ; 
Thy  naked  feet  the  thorns  of  sorrow  trod. 
And  tempesta  beat  Thy  houteless  head  for- 
lorn; 
Thou  that  wert  wont  to  stand 
Alone  at  God's  right  hand, 
Befom  the  angels  were,  the  Eternal,  Eldest 
Bom. 

Thy  birthright  in  the  world  was  pain  and 
grief: 
Thy  love's  return,  ingratitude  and  hate : 
The  Hmbs  Thou  healedst  brought  Thee  no  re- 
Uef; 
The  eyes  Thou  openedst  calmly  viewed 
Thy  fate : 
Thou  that  wert  wont  to  dwell 
In  peace  tongue  cannot  tell. 
Nor  heart  conceive  the  bliss  of  Thy  celestial 
state. 

They  dragged  Thee  to  the  Roman's  solemn 
hall. 
Where  the  proud  judge  in  purple  splendor 
sate: 
Thou  stoodst  a  meek  and  patient  criminal, 
Thy  doom  and  death  from  human  lips  to 
wait : 
Whose  throne  shall  be  the  world 
In  final  mm  hurled, 
With  all  mankind  to  hear  their  everlasting 
fate. 

Thou  wert  alone  in  tiiat  fierce  multitude. 
When  "  Cmdfy  Him,"  yelled  the  general 
shout ; 
No  hand  to  guard  Thee  'mid  those  insults 
rade. 
Nor  lip  to  bless  in  all  that  frantic  rout: 
Whose  lightest  whispered  word 
The  seraphun  had  heard. 
And  adamantine  aims  from  all  the  heavens 
broke  out 


They  bound  Thy  temples  with  the  twisced 
thorn; 
Thy  bruised  feet  went  languid  on  with 
pain; 
The  blood  from  all  Thy  flesh  with  scourges 
torn. 
Deepened  Thy  robe  of  mockery's  primson. 
grain; 
Whose  native  vesture  bright 
Was  the  unapproached  &ht, 
The  sandal  of  whose  foot  the  rapid  hurricane. 

They  smote  Thy  cheek  with  many  a  ruthlees 
palm, 
With  the  cold  'spear  Thy  shuddering  aide 
they  pierced ; 
The  draught  of  bitterest  gall  was  all  the  balm 
They  gave  t'  enhance  thy  unslaked  bumin^^ 
thirst; 
Thou  at  whose  word  of  peace 
Did  pain  and  anguish  cease. 
And  the  long-buried  dead  their  bonds  of 
slumber  burst. 

Low  bowed  Thy  head  convulsed  and  drooped 
in  death, 
Thy  voice  i|ent  forth  a  sad  and  wailing  cry. 
Slow  straggled  from  Thy  breast  the  parting 
breath. 
And  every  limb  was  wrung  with  agony : 
That  head,  whose  veilless  blaoe 
Filled  angels  with  amaze. 
When  at  that  voice  sprang  forth  the  rolling 
suns  on  high. 

And  Thou  wert  laid  within  the  narrow  tomb. 
Thy  day-cold  limbs  with  shrouding  grave- 
clothes  bound. 
The  sealed  stone  confirmed  Thy  mortal  doom ; 
Lone  watchmen  walked  the  desert  burial- 
ground  ; 
Whom  heaven  could  not  contain 
Nor  the  immeasurable  plain 
Of  vast  infinity  enclose  or  circle  roimd. 

For  us  I  for  us  I  Thou  didst  endure  the  pain. 
And  Thy  meek  spirit  bowed  itself  to  shame. 
To  wash  our  souls  from  sin's  infecting  stain, 
T  avert  the  Father's  wrathful  vengeance 
flame; 
Thou  who  oouldst  nothing  win 
By  saving  worlds  from  sin. 
Nor  aught  of  glory  add  to  Thy  all-glorious 
name. 

738.  DEATH  OF  0HSI8T,  Sympathy  with  the. 

Hail,  thou  Head  I  so  bruised  and  wounded. 
With  the  crown  of  thorns  surrounded; 
Smitten  with  the  mocking  reed. 
Wounds  which  may  not  cease  to  bleed 

Trickling  faint  and  slow. 
Hail !  from  whose  most  blessed  brow 
None  can  wipe  the  blood-drops  now ; 
All  the  flower  of  life  has  fled, 
Mortal  paleness  there  instead  r 
Thou,  before  whose  presence  dread 

Angels  trembling  l>ow. 
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AH  Thj  yigOT  and  Tiiy  life 
Fading  in  this  bitter  strife ; 
Death  his  stamp  on  Thee  has  aet. 
Hollow  and  onadate. 

Faint  and  drooping  there. 
Thou  this  agony  and  scorn 
Hast  for  me,  a  sinner,  borne, 
He,  unworthy,  all  for  me  t 
With  those  signs  of  love  on  Thee, 

Glorious  Face,  appear  I 

Yet,  in  this  Thine  agony, 
IVdthfnl  Shepherd,  thiidc  of  me; 
From  whose  lips  of  lore  diTine 
Sweetest  draughts  of  life  are  mine. 

Purest  honey  flows. 
All  unworthy  of  Thy  thougjht, 
Guilty,  yet  reject  me  not ; 
Unto  me  Thy  head  incline, 
Let  that  dying  head  of  Thine 

In  mine  arms  repose  I 

Let  me  true  communion  know 
With  Thee  in  Thy  sacred  woe, 
Counting  all  beside  but  dross, 
D3ring  with  Thee  on  Thy  Cross : 

'Keath  it  wiU  I  die  1 
Thanks  to  Thee  with  ereiy  breath, 
Jesus,  for  Thy  bitter  death ; 
Grant  Thy  guilty  one  this  prayer. 
When  my  dying  hour  is  near. 

Gracious  Qoa,  be  nigh  I 

When  my  dying  hour  must  be, 
-    Be  not  absent  then  from  me ; 
In  that  dreadful  hour,  I  pray, 
Jesus,  come  without  delay ; 

See  and  set  me  free  I 
When  Thou  biddest  me  depart, 
Whom  I  deave  to  with  my  hearty 
Lover  of  my  soul,  be  near ; 
With  Thy  saving  Cross  appear, 

Shew  Thyself  to  me  1 
Bernard  of  OU^rvauXy  tr,  ly  2iru  CharUi, 

789.  debate;  Unleni 

Ye  'powers  who  rule  the  tongue,  if  sudi 
there  are. 
And  make  colloquial  happiness  your  care,' 
Prederre  me  from  the  thing  I  dxeeA  and  hate, 
A  duel  in  the  form  of  a  debate. 
The  clash  of  arguments  and  jar  of  words, 
Worse  than  the  mortal  blunt  of  rival  swords, 
Decide  no  question  with  their  tedious  length, 
For  opposition  gives  opinion  strength. 
Divert  the  diampions  prodigal  of  breath ; 
And  put  the  peaceably  disjposed  to  death. 
O,  thwart  me  not,  Sir  Soph,  at  every  turn, 
Kor  caip  at  every  flaw  you  may  disoem  1 
Though  syllogiem  hang  not  on  my  tongue ; 
I  am  not  surely  always  in  the  wrong ; 
Tis  hard  if  all  is  false  that  I  advanos; 
A  fool  must  now  and  then  be  right  by  chance. 
Not  that  all  fieedom  of  dissent  I  blame ; 
No, — there  I  grant  the  privilege  I  claim. 
A  disputable  point  is  no  man's  ground ; 
Bove  where   you  fdease,    tis  common  all 
around. 


IMsoourse  may  want  aa  animflted  No 
To  brush  the  sur&oe,  and  to  make  it  flow ; 
But  still  remember,  if  you  mean  to  please, 
To  press  your  point  with  modesty  and  ease. 
The  mark  at  which  my  juster  aim  Intake, 
Is  contradiction  for  its  own  dear  sake. 
Set  your  opinion  at  whatever  pitch, 
Blnots  ana  impediments   make   something 

hitch; 
Adopt  his  own,  'tis  equally  in  vain. 
Your  thread  of  argument  is  anapped  again. 
The  wrangler,  rather  than  aooord  with  you, 
Will  judge  himself  deceived,  and  prove  it  too. 
Vociferated  logic  kills  me  quit«, 
A  noisy  man  is  always  in  the  right 
I  twirl  my  thumbs,  fall  back  into  my  chair, 
Fix  on  the  wainacot  a  distressful  stare, 
And  when  I  hope  his  blunders  are  all  out, 
Reply  discreetly.  To  be  sure — ^no  doubt  I 

William  Cowper. 
T40.  DEBT,  ThaOaawlled. 

He  gave  me  back  the  bond ; 
It  was  a  heavy  debt ; 
And,  as  He  gave,  He  smiled,  and  aaid, 
"•  Thou  wut  not  Me  forget" 

He  gave  me  back  the  bond — 
The  seal  was  torn  away ; 
And,  as  He  gave,  He  smiled,  and  said, 
* '  Think  thou  of  Me  alway.'^ 

That  bond  I  still  will  keep, 
Although  it  cancelled  be: 
It  tells  me  what  I  owe  to  Him 
Who  paid  the  debt  for  me. 

I  look  on  it  and  smile ; 
I  look  affain  and  weep: 
This  record  of  His  love  to  me 
Forever  will  I  keep*  '    ' 

A  bond  it  is  no  more ; 
But  it  shall  ever  tell 
That  all  I  owed  was  fully  paid 
By  my  Emmanuel. 

741.  DEBT,  TliA  Ohzlitiaa'i. 

When  this  passing  world  is  done. 
When  has  sunk  yon  glaring  sun. 
When  we  stand  with  Clirist  in  glory. 
Looking  o^er  lifers  flnished  story, 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know— 
Not.till  then— how  mudk  I  owe. 

When  I  hear  the  wicked  call 
On  the  rocks  and  hills  to  fall; 
When  I  see  them  start  and  ahnnk, 
On  the  fiery  deluge  brink, 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know — 
Not  till  then — how  muc^  I  owe. 

When  I  stand  before  the  throne, 
Dressed  in  beauty  not  my  own ; 
When  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 
Love  Thee  with  unsinning  heart, — 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  icnow — 
Not  till  then — ^how  much  I  owe. 

When  the  praise  of  heaven  I  hear. 
Loud  as  thunder  td  the  oar. 


182 


I^KO-AJIjOGHTK. 


DSOSSFTIOK-. 


Load  as  many  fraters*  noise, 
Bweet  as  haxp^s  melodious  voice. 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  folly  know-^ 
Not  till  then — ^how  modi  I  owe. 

Bobert  Murray  McOheyne, 

749.  DEGALOGUE,  Th«  World'i. 

Thou  shalt  have  one  God  only ;  who 
Would  be  at  the  expense  of  two  ? 

^    No  graven  images  may  be 

Worshipped,  save  in  the  currency : 
Swear  not  at  all ;  since  for  thy  curse 
Thine  enemy  is  none  the  worse : 
At  church  on  Sunday  to  attend 
Will  serve  to  keep  the  world  thy  friend: 
Honor  thy  parents ;  that  is,  all 

%   From  whom  advancement  may  befall : 
Thou  shalt  not  kill ;  but  need*8t  not  strive 
Officiously  to  keep  alive : 
Adultery  it  is  not  fit 
Or  safe  (for  woman)  to  commit : 
Thou  shalt  not  steal,  an  empty  feat, 
When  *tis  lucrative  to  cheat : 
Bear  not  false  witness ;  let  the  lie 
Have  time  on  its  own  wings  to  fly : 
Thou  shalt  not  covet ;  but  tradition 
Approves  all  forms  of  competition. 

Arthur  Hugh  ClougK 

748.  BEOAT,  Ezample  o£ 

Cities  have  been,  and  vanished ;  fanes  have 
sunk. 
Heaped  into  shapeless  ruin;   sands  over- 
spread 
Fields  that  were  Edens;  millions  too  have 
shrunk 
To  a  few  starving  hundreds,  or  have  fled 
f*rom  off  the  page  of  being.    Now  the  dead 

Are  the  sole  habitants  of  Babylon ; 
Kings,  at  whose  bidding  nations  toiled  and 
bled. 
Heroes,  who  many  a  field  of  carnage  won. 
Their  names— their  boasted  names  to  utt^ 
death  are  done. 

Such  b  the  fate  of  empire :  Asshnr  rose 
Where  elder  thrones  and  prouder  warriors 
stood; 
Before  the  Memphian  priest   his  precepts 
chose. 
Men  reasoned  greatly  of  the  highest  good ; 
Before  Troy  was,  or  Xanthus  rolled  in  blood, 
Amries  were  ranged  in  battle's  dread  array ; 
They  fouffht-rtheir  glory  withered  in  its 

They  perished — with   them    ceased  their 

tyrant  sway ; 
New  wars,  new  heroes  came-4heir  story 

passed  away. 

Jafne$  Oatet  AreJeoZ. 

744.  DEOAT,  QeanaL 

The  cloud-ci^t  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces. 
The  solemn  temples,  the  great  globe  itself, 
Yea,  all  which  it  inherit,  shall  dissolve ; 
And,  like  this  insubstantial  pageant  faded. 
Leave  not  a  rack  behind  I         ahaketpeare. 


745.  DEOAT,  Moial  o£ 

Perishing  splendors,  pass  away. 
Vanish,  ye  glories  that  decay. 
Onward  I  haste  and  cannot  stay ;  • 
Mine  is  the  rest  to  come. 

Fade  from  my  sight  each  earthly  gem. 
Perish  each  glitt'ring  diadem. 
Pleasures  no  more  I  find  in  them, 
Jesus  was  crowned  with  thonis. 

Mine  be  the  tears  that  pilgrims  know, 
Mine  be  the  cares  of  toil  and  woe. 
Mine  be  the  way  my  Lord  did  go, 
Mine  be  the  cross  He  bore. 

What  tho*  my  life  be  one  of  fears, 
Sorrow  may  fill  my  weary  years. 
Mine  be  the  hope  when  Christ  appears 
I  shall  His  glo^  see. 

Not  for  me  are  these  fading  Joys, 
Not  for  me  are  these  earthly  toys. 
Mine  be  the  tears  at  Jesus'  feet. 
Mine  the  eternal  home. 

ff.  L,  HatHngM. 

746.  DEOEPTIOS,  OommoB. 

I  live  among  the  cold,  the  false. 
And  I  miut  seem  like  them ; 
And  much  I  am,  for  I  am  false 

As  these  I  most  condemn ; 
I  teach  my  lip  its  sweetest  smile, 
My  tongue  its  softest  tone, 
I  borrow  others'  likeness,  till 
I  almost  lose  my  own. 

C.  M.  Chandler. 

747.  DEOEFFIOV,  ]>etMti]ig. 

What  man  so  wise,  what  earthly  wit  so  ware. 
As  to  descry  the  crafty  cunning  train. 
By  which  deceit  doth  mask  in  visor  fair, 
Ajid  cast  her  colors  dyed  deep  in  the  grain. 
To  seem  like  truth,  whose  shape  she  well  can 

feign. 
And  fitting  gestures  to  her  purpose  frame. 
The  guiltless  man  with  guile  to  entertajn  ? 

Edmund  Spenter 

748.  DEGEFnOV,  EntUy. 

The  branch  is  stooping  to  thy  hand, 

And  pleasant  to  oehold ; 
Tet  gather  not,  although  its  f mit 

Be  streaked  with  hues  of  g^ld. 

The  cup  is  dancing  to  thy  lip. 

And  fragrant  is  the  wine ; 
Yet  dash  the  untasted  goblet  down. 

Though  lusciously  it  shine. 

For  bitter  ashes  lurk  concealed 

Beneath  that  golden  skin. 
And  though  the  coat  be  smooth,  there  lies 

But  rottenness  within. 

The  win^  of  pleasure  fan  the  bowl. 

And  bid  it  overflow. 
Yet  drugged  with  poison  are  its  lees, 

And  &th  is  found  below. 

8amfid  Smedleif, 


3>SCISIO^. 


188 


749.  BEOEPnOV,  Lilb's. 

€k>,  soul,  the  body's  gaest, 
Upon  ft  thankless  errant ; 
Fear  not  to  touch  the  best* 
The  troth  shall  be  thy  wairaat ; 
Go,  since  thon  needs  must  die, 
'And  give  them  all  the  lie. 

Qo^  tell  the  court  it  glows, 

And  shines  like  rotten  wood  t 
Go,  tdl  the  church  it  shows 
WhaTs  good,  but  does  no  good : 
If  comt  and  church  reply. 
Giro  court  and  church  the  lie. 

TeU  potentates  the^  live 

Acting,  but  oh  1  their  actions 
Not  loY'd  unless  they  give — 
Not  strong,  but  by  their  Austioins : 
If  potentates  rqply, 
Gire  potent^^  the  lie. 

Tell  men  of  high  condition. 
That  rule  affairs  of  state, 
Their  purpose  is  ambition. 
Their  practice  only  hate ; 
And  if  they  do  reply. 
Then  giro  tliem  all  the  lie. 

TeU  those  that  braye  it  most. 

They  beg  for  more  by  spending ; 
Who  in  their  greatest  cost 
Seek  nothing  but  commending : 
And  if  tl:^  make  reply. 
Spare  not  to  giro  the  lie. 

TeU  zeal  it  lacks  derotion ; 

TeU  lore  it  is  but  lust ; 
Tell  time  it  is  but  motion ; 
TeU  flesh  it  is  but  dust ; 
And  wish  them  not  reply. 
For  thou  must  giye  the  lie. 

TeU  age  it  daily  wasteth ; 

TeU  honor  how  it  alters ; 
TeU  beauty  that  it  blasteth ; 
TeU  f ayor  that  it  falters ; 
And  as  they  dp  reply, 
Giye  eyery  one  the  He. 

TeU  wit  how  mndi  it  wrangles 
In  fickle  points  of  niceneas; 
TeU  wisdom  she  entangles 
Herself  in  oyer  wiseness ; 
And  if  they  do  reply. 
Then  giye  them  both  the  Uei 

Tdl  physic  of  her  boldness ; 
Tdl  skiU  it  is,  pretension ; 
TeU  charity  of  coldness ; 
TeU  law  it  is  contention ; 
And  if  they  yield  reply. 
Then  g^ye  them  stiU  the  Ue» 

TeU  fortune  of  her  blindness ; 

TeU  nature  of  decay ; 
Tell  friendship  of  unkindneas; 
TeU  justice  of  delay ; 
And  if  they  do  reply. 
Then  £^ye  them  all  the  Ue. 


TeU  arts  they  haye  no  soundness, 
«  But  yary  by  esteeming ; 

Tell  schoob  they  lack  profoundness, 
And  stand  too  much  on  seeming ; 
If  arts  and  schools  reply, 
Giye  arts  and  schools  the  Ue. 

TeU  faith  ifs  fled  the  dty ; 

TeU  how  the  country  erreth; 
Tell  manhood  shakes  off  pity ; 
TeU  yirtuo  least  pref erreth ; 
And  if  they  do  reply. 
Spare  not  to  giye  the  Ue. 

So  when  thou  hast,  as  I 

Commanded  thee,  done  blabbing; 
Although  to  giye  the  Ue 
Desenres  no  less  than  stabbing ; 
Yet  stab  at  thee  who  will. 
No  stab  the  soul  can  kiU ! 

Sir  Walter  BdUigk 

7M.  BBOEFnOH,  HttnraL 

0  serpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flow'ring  face  1 
Did  eyer  dragon  keep  so  fair  a  caye  f 
Beautiful  tyrant  I    Wolyish,  raying  lamb4 
Despised  substance  of  diyincst  show  I 
Just  opposite  to  what  thon  justly  seem*st 


T51.  DEOEFTIOV,  TIm  World's. 

This  world  is  aU  a  fleeting  show, 

For  man^s  iUusion  giyen ; 
The  smiles  of  joy,  the  teara  of  woe, 
Decdtf ul  shine,  deceitful  flow — 

There^s  nothing  true  but  Heayen ! 

And  fslse  the  light  on  Glory^s  plume^ 

As  fading  hues  of  £yen ; 
And  Loye  and  Hope,  and  Beauty^s  bloom. 
Are  blossoms  gatber^d  for  the  toml>~ 

There^s  notMng  bright  but  Heayen  1 

Poor  wanderers  of  a  stormy  day, 

From  wave  to  wave  we're  driyen. 
And  Fancy^s  flash  and  Reason's  ray 
Serye  but  to  light  the  troubled  way — 
There's  notlmig  calm  but  Heayen  t 

Thomas  M(wr0, 
YM.  DEOmOV,  FainftiL 

Old  Ironsides  at  anchor  lay 

In  the  harbor  of  Mahon ; 
A  dead  calm  rested  on  the  bay, 

The  wayes  to  sleep  had  gone ; 
When  Uttle  Hal,  the  Captain's  son, 

A  lad  both  braye  and  good, 
In  sport,  up  shroud  and  riggiiu^  ran, 

Ajid  on  the  main  truck  stood  I 

A  shudder  shot  through  eyery  yein, 

AU  eyes  were  turned  on  high  I 
There  stood  the  boy,  with  di^  brain, 

Between  the  sea  and  sky ; 
Nor  hold  had  he  aboye,  below  t 

Alone  he  stood  in  air ; 
To  that  far  height  none  dared  to  go, 

No  aid  could  reach  him  there. 

We  gazed,  but  not  a  man  could  speak ; 
With  horror  all  aghast, 
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In  groups,  with  pallid  brow  and  cheek, 
We  watched  the  quivering  mast  * 

The  atmosphere  grew  thick  and  hot, 
And  of  a  lurid  hue, 

As  riyeted  unto  the  spot, 
Stood  officers  and  crew. 

The  father  came  on  deck ;  he  gasped, 

"OGodI  Thy  wiU  be  done ! '» 
Then  suddenly  a  rifle  grasped. 

And  aimed  it  at  his  son. 
"  Jump,  far  out,  boy,  into  the  wave  1 

Jump,  or  I  fire,**  he  said; 
"  That  only  chance  your  life  can  saye ; 

Jump,  jump,  my  boy !  *'    He  obeyed. 

He  sank,  ^— he  rose — he  lived, — he  moved, — 

And  for  the  ship  struck  out. 
On  board  we  hailed  the  lad  bdloved. 

With  many  a  manly  shout 
His  father  drew,  in  silent  joy. 

Those  wet  arms  round  his  neck, 
And  folded  to  his  heart  his  boy, 

Then  fainted  on  the  deck, 

George  P, 


768.  DBGBBE8,  Book  ofi 

Life,  death,  and  hell,  and  worlds  unknown, 

Hang  on  His  firm  decree : 
He  sits  on  no  precarious  throne, 

Nor  borrows  leave  to  be. 

Chained  to  His  throne  a  volume  lies, 

With  all  the  fates  of  men, 
With  every  angePs  form  and  size 

Drawn  by  tSd  eternal  pen. 

His  providence  unfolds  the  book. 

And  makes  His  counsels  shine ; 
Each  cmening  leaf,  and  every  stroke, 

Fulfils  some  deep  design. 

Here  He  exalts  neglected  worms 

To  sceptres  and  a  crown ; 
Anon  the  following  page  He  turns. 

And  treads  the  monarchs  down. 

Isaac  WaUi, 

TM.  DEEDS,  EriL 

In  ancient  records  it  is  stated, 
That  whenever  an  evil  deed  is  done, 

Another  devil  is  created 
To  scourge  and  torment  the  offending  one. 

K  W,  LongfeUou). 

7M.  DEEDS,  IfldaUlilt. 

Ihe  deeds  of  reasonable  men. 
As  if  engraven  with  pen  of  iron  grain, 
And  liud  in  flinty  rock,  they  stand  unchanged. 
Written  on  the  various  pages  of  the  past : 
If  good,  in  rosy  characters  of  love ; 
If  bad,  In  letters  of  vindictive  fire. 

God  may  forgive,  but  cannot  blot  them  out 
Systems  begin,  and  end;  eternity 
Rolls  on  His  endless  yean ;  and  men  absolved 
By  mercy  from  the  consec^uence,  forget 
The  evil  deed ;  and  Ood  imputes  it  not : 
But  neither  systems  ending  nor  b^pm, 
Eternity  that  rolls  his  endless  years. 
Nor  men  absolved,  and  sanctified,  and  washed 


By  mercy  from  the  consequence;  noryBl 

Forgetfcdness;  nor  God  imputing  not. 

Can  wash  the  guilty  deed  once  done,  from 

out 
The  faithful  annals  of  the  past ;  who  reads. 
And  many  read,  there  finds  it,  as  it  was, 
And  is,  and  shall  forever  be— a  dtt*k, 
Unnatural  and  loathly  moral  spot 

JMertMloi. 

TM.  DEED4  Fkayer  cl 

The  deed  ye  do  is  the  prayer  ye  pray : 
"  Lead  us  into  temptation.  Lord ; 

Withhold  the  bread  from  our  babes  this  day^ 
To  evil  we  turn  us,  give  evil's  reward !  *' 

Over  to-day  the  to-morrow  bends, 
With  an  answer  for  each  acted  prayer ; 

And  woe  to  him  who  makes  not  Mends 
With  the  pale-hereafter  hovering  there  t 

George  8.  Burleigh, 

TffT*  DEFEEOE,  God  ow. 

A  strong  tower  is  the  I^rd  our  God, 

To  shelter  and  defend  us ; 
Our  shield  His  arm,  our  sword  His  rod 

Against  our  foes  befriend  us : 
That  Ancient  Enemy — 
His  gathering  powers  we  see. 
His  terrors,  and  his  toils ; 
Tet  victory,  with  its  spoils, 

Not  earth,  but  Heaven  shall  send  us  1 

Though,  wrestling  with  the  wrath  of  hell, 

No  might  of  man  avails  us, 
Our  Captain  is  Imicahtjkl, 

And  angel-comrades  hail  us  1 
Still  diallenge  ye  His  name  t 
'*  Christ,  in  the  flesh  who  came,'* — 
"  The  Lord,  the  Lord  of  Hosts ! " 
Our  cause  His  succor  boasts ; 

And  Gk>d  shall  never  fail  us ! 

Thouffh  earth  by  peopling  fiends  be  trod. 

Embattled  all,  yet  nidden. 
And  though  their  proud  usurping  god 

O^er  thrones  ana  shrines  have  stridden. 
Nay  I  let  them  stand  reveaFd, 
And  darken  all  the  field, — 
We  fear  not ;  fall  they  must ! 
The  word  wherein  we  trust 

Their  triumph  hath  forbidden. 

While  mighty  Truth  with  us  remains, 
Hell's  arts  shall  move  us  never ; 

Nor  parting  friendship,  honors,  gains, 
Or  love  tram.  Jesus  sever : 

Ther  leave  us,  when  they  part— 

With  Him — a  peaceful  heart ; 

And  when  from  dust  we  rise, 

Death  yields  us,  as  Ad  dies, 
The  crown  of  life  forever  I 

Martin  LtUher, 

7M.  DEFEVOE,  811x0. 

In  vain  doth  the  assassin  dsA 
This  house  for  desolation  mark, 
Protected  by  the  scarlet  sign. 
Already  marked  with  Blood  divine : 
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Wb  idle  thieateniiigs  we  defy, 
For  the  destroyer  mtut  pass  hj* 

llie  Lord  most  high  is  our  Defence, 
Our  trust  is  in  Omnipotence ; 
Bis  Kame  our  ftdnmantine  tower : 
JehoYah^B  wisdom,  tmth,  and  power, 
Jesus,  beneath  Thy  shade  we  dwell. 
And  langh  at  all  the  leagues  of  hell 

Charles  WM^. 

7M.  SBGSADED^  Hope  of  ths. 

What  though  the  ancient  dragon  rage. 
And  call  forth  all  his  hosts  to  war  f 

Tliongh  earth's  self -rifhteous  sons  engage, 
Them  and  their  goa  alike  I  dare : 

Jesus,  the  sinner's  Friend,  proclaim; 

Jesus,  to  sinners  still  the  same. 

Outcasts  of  men,  to  you  I  call, 
Harlots,  and  publicans,  and  thieves; 

He  spreads  His  arms  to  embrace  you  ail; 
Sinners  alone  His  grace  receiyes : 

No  need  of  him  the  righteous  hare; 

He  came  the  lost  to  s^  and  save. 

Come  all  ye  Magdalens  in  lust, 
Te  rufSians  feu  in  murders  old ; 

Bepent,  and  live :  despair  and  trust ! 
Jesus  for  you  to  death  was  sold. 

Though  hdl  protest,  and  earth  repine, 

He  dud  for  crimes  like  yours — and  mina 

CharU$  Wesle^f. 

VM.  BEITT,  AddzMi  to  iho. 

O  Thou  I  whose  balance  does  the  moun- 
tains weigh ; 

Whose  will  the  wild  tumultuous  seas  obey ; 

Whose  breath  can  turn  those  watery  worids 
to  flame. 

That  flame  to  tempest,  and  that  tempest 
tame; 

Earth's  meanest  son,  all  tremblmg,  prostrate 
falls. 

And  on  the  bounty  of  thy  goodness  calls. 

O!    give  the  winds  all  past  offence  to 

sweep, 
To  scatter  wide,  or  bury  in  tbe  deep! 
Thy  power,  my  weakness,  may  I  eyer  see, 
Ajid  wholly  dedicate  my  soul  to  thee  I 
Beign  o'er  my  will;  my  passkms  ebb  and 

flow 
At  tiiy  command,  nor  human  moUve  know  t 

If  anger  boil,  let  anger  be  my  praise. 
And  sin  the  graceful  indignation  raise. 
Hy  love  be  warm  to  succor  the  distressed. 
And  lift  the  burden  from  the  soul  oppressed. 
O,  may  my  understanding  eyer  read 
This   glorious  yolume  which   thy  wisdom 

madel 
Ubiy  iea  and  land,  and  earth  and  heaven,  be 

joined. 
To  bring  the  eternal  Author  to  my  mind  I 

When  oceans  roar,  or  awful  thunders  roll, 
Kay  thoughts  of  Thy  dread  vengeance  shake 
my  soul! 


When  earth's  in  bloom,  or  planets  proudly 

shine. 
Adore,  my  heart,  the  Majesty  divine  1 
Grant  I  may  ever,  at  the  morning  ray, 
Open  with  prayer  the  consecratea  day ; 
Tunc  thy  great  praise,  and  bid  my  soul  arise. 
And  with  the  mounting  sun  ascend  the  skies ; 
As  that  advances,  let  my  zeal  improve. 
And  glow  with  ardor  of  consummate  love; 
Nor  cease  at  eve,  but  with  the  setting  sun 
My  endless  worsliip  shall  be  still  begun ! 

And  oh!  permit  the  gloom  of  solemn 
night 

To  sacred  tiiought  may  forcibly  invite. 

When  ihiB  wond's  shut,  and  awful  planets 
rise, 

Call  on  our  minds,  and  raise  them  to  the 
skies! 

Compose  our  souls  with  a  less  dazzling  sight. 

And  show  all  nature  in  a  milder  light : 

How  every  boisterous  thought  in  calm  sub- 
sides; 

How  the  smoothed  spirit  into  goodness 
glides! 

Oh  how  divine !  to  tread  the  milky- way, 
To  the  bright  palace  of  the  Lord  of  Day ; 
His  court  admire,  or  for  His  favor  sue, 
Or   leagues   of  friendship  with  His  saints 

renew; 
Pleased  to  look  down  and  see  the  world 

asleep. 
While  I  long  vigils  to  its  Founder  keep ! 

Canst  thou  not  shake  the  centre  ?    Oh  con* 
trol. 
Subdue  by  force,  the  rebel  in  my  soul ; 
Thou,  who  canst  still  the  raging  of  the  flood. 
Restrain  the  various  tumults  of  my  blood ; 
Teach  me  with  equal  firmness  to  sustain 
Alluring  pleasure  and  assaulting  pain. 

O  may  I  pant  for  Thee  in  each  desire ! 
And  wittf  strong  faith  foment  the  holy  flre ! 
Stretch  out  my  soul  in  hope,  and  grasp  the 

prize 
Which  in  eternity's  deep  bosom  lies ! 
At  the  great  day  of  recompense,  behold. 
Devoid  of  fear,  the  fatal  book  unfold  1 
Then  wafted  upwud  to  the  blissful  seat. 
From  age  to  age  my  grateful  song  repeat ; 
My  Lijgpat,  my  life,  my  God,  my  Saviour  see, 
And  rival  angels  in  the  praise  of  Thee ! 

Edvoard  Young, 

T61.  HESn  InoorapEolioBMlilOi 

Long  pored  St  Austin  o'er  the  sacred  page, 
And  doubt  and  darkness  overspr^id  his 
mind, 
On  God's  mysterious  being  thought  the  s<^, 
The  triple  person  in  one  Godhead  1oin'£ 
The  more  he  thought,  the  harder  did  he  flnd 
To   solve    the  various    doubts  wMch  fast 
arose; 
And  as  a  ship,  caught  by  impetuous  wind, 
Tosses  where  chance  its  scatter'd  body  throws. 
So  toss'd  his  troubled  soul,  and  nowhere 
found  repose. 
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Heated   and   f ererish,  then  he   closed  hk 
tome 
And  went  to  wander  by  the  ocean  side, 
Where  the  cool  breeze  at  evening  loved  to 
come, 
Hnrm'rmg  req>onsiTe  to  the  morm^ring 

tide; 
And  as  Augustine  o^er  its  margent  wide 
Stray'd,  deeply  pondering  on  the  puzzling 
theme, 
A  little  child  before  him  he  espied; 
In  earnest  labor  did  the  urchin  seem, 
Working  with   heart   intent   dose  by  the 
sounding  stream. 

He  looked,  and  saw  the  diild  a  hole  had 
scooped. 
Shallow  and  narrow,  in  the  shining  sand, 
0*er  which   at  work  the   laboring   infiEuit 
stoop'd, 
BtiH  pouring  water  in  with  busy  hand : 
The  saint  addressed  the  child  in  accents 
bland  : 
"  Pair  boy,"  quoth  he,  •*!  pray,  what  toil  is 
thine? 
Let  me  its  end  and  purpose  understand." 
The  boy  replied,  '  *  An  easy  task  is  mine. 
To  sweep  into  this  hole  all  the  wide  ocean^s 
brine." 

"  Oh,  foolish  boy  I  "  the  saint  exclaimed,  "  to 
hope 
That  the  broad  ocean  in  that  hole  should 
lie  I" 
"  Oh,  foolish  saint  I "  exclaimed  the  boy, 
"thy  scope 
Is  still  more  hopeless  than  the  toil  I  ply  I 
Who  thiuk^st  to  comprehend  Qod^s  nature 
high, 
In  the  small  compass  of  thine  human  wit. 

Sooner,  Augustine,  sooner  far  shall  I 
Confine  the  ocean  in  this  tiny  pit, 
Than  finite  minds  oonceiTe  Qod^s  nature  in- 
finite!" 

769.  DEITT,  Infcrriag  1. 

From  Nature^s  constant  or  eccentric  laws, 

The  thoughtful  soul  this  general  inference 
draws; 

'That  an  effect  must  presuppose  a  cause. 

And,  while  she  does  her  upwurd  flight  sus- 
tain. 

Touching  each  link  of  the  continued  chain, 

At  length  she  is  obliged  and  forced  to  see 

A  first,  a  source,  a  life,  a  Deity ; 

What  has  forever  been,  and  must  forever  be. 

Matthew  Prior, 

768.  0EITT,Odatoths. 

O  Thou  unutterable  Potentate  I 
Through  nature^s   vast    extent    sublimely 

great! 
Thy  lovely  form  the  fiower-decked  field  dis- 
closes, 
Thy  smiles  are  seen  in  Nature^s  sunny  face  : 
Milk-colored  lilies  and  wild-blushing  roses 
Are  bright  with  Thee :  Thy  voice  of  gentle- 


Speaks    in    the   light-winged,    whispering 

zephyrs,  playing 
'Midst  the  young  boughs,  oro*erthe  meadows 

straying ; 
Thy  breath  gives  life  to  all,  below,  above : 
And  all  things  revel  in  thy  light  and  love. 
But  here,  on  these  gigantic  mountains,  here 
Thy  greatness,  glory,  wisdom,  strength,  and 

spirit. 
In  terrible  sublimity  appear ! 
Thy  awe-imposing  voice  is  heard,  we  bear  it ! 
Tlie  Almighty's  fearful  voice;     attend!    it 

breSu 
The  silence,  and  in  solemn  warning  speaks ; 
His  the  light  tones  that  whisper  midst  the 

trees; 
]BBs,  His  the  whistling  of  the  busy  breeze ; 
His,    the   storm-thunder  roaring,    rattling^ 

round. 
When  element  with  element  makes  war 
Amidst  the  edioing  mountains ;   on  whose 

bound. 
Whose  highest  bound,  he  drives  his  fieiy  car. 
Glowing  like  molten  iron ;  or,  enshrined 
In  robes  of  darkness,  rides  upon  the  wind 
Across  the  clouded  vault  of  heaven.     What 

eye 
Has  not  been  dazzled  by  Thy  majesty? 
Where  is  the  ear  that  has  not  heard  Thee 

speak? 
Thou  breathest ! — ^forest-oaks  of  centuries    ' 
Turn  their  uprooted  trunks  toward  the  skies. 
Thou   thunderest  ! — adamantine   mountains 

break. 
Tremble,  and  totter,  and  apart  are  riven  I 
Thou  Ughtenest !  and  the  rocks  inflame ;  thj 

power 
Of  fire,  to  their  metallic  bosom  driven, 
Melts  and  devours  them :  lo  I  they  are  ^o 

more: 
They  pass  away,  like  wax  in  the  fierce  fiame. 
Or  the  thick  nusts  that  frown  upon  the  sun. 
Which  He  but  glances  at  and  they  arc  ffone ; 
Or  like  the  spanding  snow  upon  the  hiU, 
When  noontide  darts  its  penetradng  beam. 
What  do  I  say  ?    At  Qoa^B  almigh^  will. 
The  affrighted  world  &lls  headlong  from  its 

sphere ! 
Planets  and  suns  and  systems  disappear  I 
But  Thy  etenial  throne— -Thy  palace  bright^ 
Zion — stands  steadfast  in  unchanging  might ; 
Zion— Thy  own  peculiar  seatr— lliy  home  1 
But  here,  O  God !  here  is  Thy  temple  too  : 
Heaven's  sapphire   ardi  is  its   req>lendent 

dome; 
Its  columns — ^trees  that  have  for  affes  stood ; 
Its  incense  is  the  fiower-perfumed  dew ; 
Its  symphony — the  music  of  the  wood ; 
Its  ornaments — ^thc  fairest  gems  of  spring ; 
Its  altar  is  the  stony  mountain  prono. 
Lord  I  from  this  shrine  to  Thy  abode  I  bring. 
Trembling,  devotion's   tribute — ^though  not 

loud, 
Nor  pomp-accompanied :  Thy  praise  I  sing. 
And  Thou  wilt  deign  to  hear'the  lowly  offer- 
ing. Borav,  tr.  hy  Bowing, 
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764.  DBTTT,  Fktiia  ofiha. 

Come,  O  come  I  in  pious  lays 
Somid  we  God  Almightj*6  praise ; 
Hither  bring,  in  one  consent. 
Hearty  and  voice,  and  instniment : 
Music  add  of  every  kind, 
Bound  the  trampet,  the  comet  wind* 
Strike  the  viol,  touch  the  lute, 
Let  not  tongue  nor  string  be  mute ; 
Nor  a  creature  dumb  be  found 
That  hath  either  voice  or  sound* 

Let  those  things  which  do  not  live 
Ld  still  music  praises  give ; 
Lowly  pipe,  ye  worms  that  creep 
On  the  earth  or  in  the  deep  : 
Loud  aloft  your  voices  strain, 
Beasts  and  monsters  of  the  main ; 
Birds,  your  warbling  treble  sinff ; 
Clouds,  your  peak  of  thunder  ring; 
Bun  and  moon,  exalted  higher, 
And  bright  stars,  augment  the  choir. 

Come,  ye  sons  of  human  race, 
In  this  chorus  take  your  place^ 
And  amid  the  mortal  throng 
Be  you  masters  of  the  song : 
Angels  and  supernal  powers. 
Be  the  noblest  tenor  vours : 
Let,  in  praise  of  God,  the  sound 
Run  a  never-ending  round. 
That  our  song  of  praise  may  be 
Everlasting,  as  is  He. 

From  earth's  vast  and  hollow  womb, 
Music's  deepest  base  may  come ; 
Seas  and  floods,  from.  Bhon  to  shore, 
Shall  their  counter-tenors  roar ; 
To  this  concert,  when  we  sing. 
Whistling  winds  your  descants  bring ; 
That  our  son^  may  over-climb 
All  the  bounds  of  place  and  time. 
And  ascend,  from  n)here  to  sphere, 
To  the  great  Almighty's  ear. 

So  from  Heaven  on  earth  He  shall 
Let  Bib  gracious  blessings  fall ; 
And  this  huge  wide  orb  we  see 
Shall  one  choir,  one  temple  be ; 
Where  in  such  a  proiseful  tone 
We  will  sing  what  He  hath  done. 
That  the  cursed  fiends  below 
Shan  thereat  impatient  grow : 
Then,  O  come,  in  pious  lays 
Sound  we  God  Almighty's  pndse  I 

George  Wither. 

TM.  ]>EITT»  Wonhlp  o& 

A  Deity  believed,  is  joy  begun ; 
A  Deity  adored,  is  joy  advanced ; 
A  Deity  beloved,  is  joy  matured. 
Each  branch  of  piety  delight  inspires. 
Faith  builds  a  bridge  from  this  world  to  the 

next 
O'er  death's  dark  gulf,  and  all  its  honors 

hides. 
P^wse,  the  sweet  exhalation  of  our  joy, 
That  joy  exalts,  and  makes  it  sweeter  still; 


Prayer  ardent  opens  heaven,  lets  down  a 

stream 
Of  glory  on  the  consecrated  hour 
Of  man  in  audience  with  the  Deity. 

Edward  TcuTiff. 
Tae.  DELAT,  AWd. 

Shun  delays,  they  breed  remorse ; 

Take  thy  time  while  time  is  lent  thee : 
Creeping  snails  have  weakest  force ; 

Fly  their  fault  lest  thou  repent  thee. 
Good  is  best  when  sooner  wrought, 
Ling'ring  labors  come  to  naught. 

Hoist  up  sail  while  gale  doth  last; 

Tide  and  wind  stay  no  man's  pleasure  I 
Seek  not  time  when  time  is  past — 

Sober  speed  is  wisdom's  leisure ; 
After-wits  are  dearly  bought ; 
Let  thy  fore-wit  gmde  thy  thought. 

Time  wears  all  his  locks  before. 
Take  thou  hold  upon  his  forehead : 

When  he  flees,  he  turns  no  more. 
And  behind  his  scalp  is  naked. 

Works  adjoum'd  have  many  stays ; 

Long  demurs  breed  new  delays. 

Babert  SauthueU. 

767.  DELATi  Fatal 

Late,  late,  so  late !  and  dark  the  nighty  and 

chilli 
Late,  late,  so  late !  but  we  can  enter  stilL 
"  Too  late^  too  late !  ye  cannot  enter  now." 

No  liffht  had  we ;  for  that  we  do  repent ;      ' 
And,  learning  this,  the  Bridegroom  will  re- 
lent. 
''Too  late,  too  late  I  ye  cannot  enter  now.*' 

No  light,  so  late !   and  dark  and  chill  the 

night  I 
O  let  us  in,  that  we  may  find  the  light  I 
"  Too  late,  too  late  t  ye  cannot  enter  now." 

Have  we  not  heard  the  Bridegroom  is  so 

sweet  ? 
O  let  us  in,  thouffh  late,  to  kiss  His  feet  ? 
"No,  no ;  too  late!  ye  cannot  enter  now." 

Alfred  Tennyean. 

76S.  DELAT,  PoUy  «£ 

By  nature's  law,  what  may  be,  may  be  now : 
There's  no  prerogative  in  human  hours. 
Li  human  hearts  what  bolder  thought  can 

rise 
Than  man's   presumption   on  to-morrow's 

dawn! 
Where  is  to-morrow  !    In  another  world. 
For  numbers  this  is  certain ;  the  reverse 
Is  sure  to  none ;  and  vet  on  this  perhape 
This  peradventure^  infamous  for  lies, 
As  on  a  rock  of  adamant,  we  build 
Our  mountain  hopes ;  spin  out  eternal  schemes, 
As  we  the  fatal  sisters  could  outspin. 
And,  big  with  lif e*s  futurities,  expire. 
Be  wise  to-day ;  'tis  madness  to  defer ; 
Next  day  the  fatal  precedent  will  plead ; 
Thus  on,  tin  wisdom  is  push'd  out  of  lif  e* 
Procrastination  is  the  thief  of  time ; 
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Year  after  year  it  steals,  till  all  are  fied. 
And  to  the  mercies  of  a  moment  leaves 
The  vast  concerns  of  an  eternal  scene. 
If  not  so  freqnent,  would  not  this  be  strange  t 
That  'tis  so  frequent,  this  is  stranger  stilL 

Of  man's  miraculous  mistakes,  this  bears 
The  palm,  '*  that  all  men  are  about  to  Uve,*' 
Forever  on  the  brink  of  being  bom. 
All  pay  themselves  the  oompUment  to  think 
They  one  day  shall  not  drivel;   and  their 

pride, 
On  this  reversion,  takes  up  ready  praise ; 
At  least,  their  own ;  their  future  selves  ap- 
plauds. 
How  excellent  that  life  they  ne'er  will  lead ! 
Time  lodged  in  their  own  hands  ia  folly's 

vaiJ^; 
That  lodged  in  fate's  to  wisdom  they  consign ; 
The  thing  they  can't  but  purpose  they  post- 
pone: 
"Us  not  in  folly  not  to  scorn  a  fool — 
And  scarce  in  human  wisdom  to  do  more. 
All  promise  is  poor  dilatory  man, 
And  that  through  every  stage :  when  young, 

indeed. 
In  full  content  we  sometimes  nobly  rest, 
XJnanxious  for  ourselves ;  and  only  wish. 
As  duteous  sons,  our  fathers  were  more  wise. 
At  thirty,  man  suspects  himself  a  fool ; 
Knows  it  at  forty,  and  reforms  his  plan ; 
At  fifty,  chides  his  infamous  delay, 
Pushes  his  prudent  purpose  to  resolve, 
In  all  the  magnanimity  of  thought 
Resolves,  and  re-resolves :  then  dies  the  same.' 

Edward  T<mng, 
7M.  DELiT,  Habit  A 

Alas!  how  neglectful, 
Unfeeling  we  tread ! 
How  careless,  forgetful 

Of  benefits  fled  I 
When  the  hopes  we  have  tasted 

Are  lost,  we  deplore. 
And  sigh  for  time  wasted 
We  ne'er  may  see  more  I 
Resolving — ^repenting— 

Still  diay  after  day, 
Whilst  angels  lamenting 
Drop  teuB  on  our  way. 

Gould  man  read  Time's  pages, 

Record  every  scene  I 
He'd  find,  through  Life's  stages, 

How  oft  he  hSdi  been 
Too  full  of  inventions 
To  satisfy  thought — 
Too  rife  with  intentions 

That  dwindle  to  nought  I 
Still  taxing  to-morrow. 
Still  wasting  to-day. 
Whilst  ansels  in  sorrow 
Dropped  tears  on  his  way. 

Charle$  Stoaiin. 
770*  DELAT,  InsiouaUab 
Delay  not,  delay  not,  O  sinner,  draw  near. 

The  waters  of  life  are  now  fio wii^  for  thee ; 
No  price  is  demanded,  the  Saviour  is  here. 
Redemption  is  purchased,  salvation  is  tee. 


Delay  not,  delay  not,  why  longer  abuse 
The  love  and  compassion  of  Jesus  thy  God  t 

A  fountain  is  open'o,  how  canst  thou  refuse 
To  wash  and  be  cleansed  in  His  pardoning 
blood. 

Delay  not,  delay  not,  O  sinner,  to  come, 
For  mercy  stUl  lingers,  and  calls  thee  to- 
day: 
Her  voice  is  not  heard  in  the  vale  of  the  tomb ; 
Her  message,  unheeded,  will  soon  pass 
away. 

Delay  not,  delay  not,  the  Spirit  of  grace, 
Ixmg  grieved  andresistea  may  take 
flight; 

And  leave  thee  in  darkness  to  finish  thy  race, 
And  sink  in  the  vale  of  eternity's  night. 

Delay  not,  delay  not,  the  hour  is  at  hand. 
The  earth  shall  dissolve,  and  the  heavens 
shall  fade ; 
The  dead,  small  and  great,  in  the  Judgment 
shaU  stand. 
What  power  then,  O  sinner,  shall  lend  thee 
its  aid  f  H,  L,  Biutingi, 

771.  DELAT,  Bq^tiag  o£ 

O  gather  roses  while  they  blow. 

To-morrow's  not  to-day ; 
Let  not  one  moment  vainly  flow, 

Time  fleeth  fast  away. 

Fill  up  the  goblet,  kiss  the  fair. 

For  fortune  smiles  to-day ; 
Where  Shalt  thou  be  to-morrow  9  where  f 

Time  fleeth  fast  away. 

He  who  defers  a  noble  deed 

Too  oft  repents  delay ; 
live  while  thou  canst,  such  is  my  creed, 

T^e  fleeth  fast  away. 

Joharm  Ludwig  Gleirn, 

779.  DBLTOEiAwaitiBgthd. 

And  Noah  went  up  into  the  ship  and  sat 
Before  the  Lord.     And  all  was  stiU. ;  and  now 
In  thi^  quietness  the  sun  came  up. 
And  there  were  marks  across  it,  as  it  were 
The  shadow  of  a  Hand  upon  the  sun, — 
Three  fingers  dark  and  dread,  and  afterward 
There  rose  a  white  thick  mist,  that  peacefully 
Folded  the  fair  earth  in  her  funeral  shroud—* 
The  earth  that  save  no  token,  save  that  now 
There  fell  a  litde  trembling  under  foot. 

And  Noah  went  down,  and  took  and  hid  his 

face 
Behind  his  mantle,  saying,  *'  I  have  made 
Great  preparation,  and  it  may  be  yet, 
Beside  my  house,  whom  I  did  charge  to  come 
This  day  to  meet  me,  there  may  enter  in 
Many  that  yesternight  thought  scorn  of  all 
My  bidding."     And  because  the  fog  was 

thick. 
He  said,  ''Forbid it,  Heaven,  if  such  there be» 
That  they  should  miss  the  way."    And  even 

then 
There  was  a  noise  of  weeping  and  lament ; 


jxBLitroasL 


189 


Hie  irovda  of  tfaiom  that  wen  afEin^ted,  yea. 
And  cried  for  grief  of  heart.   .... 

And  Niloiya  said, 
**  My  sons,  if  one  of  yon  will  hear  my  words, 
€k>  now,  look  out,  and  tell  me  of  the  day, 
Howfaraiitf*' 

And  the  fateful  darkness  grew. 
Bat  Shem  went  up  to  do  his  mother's  will ; 
And  all  was  one  as  though  the  frighted  earth 
QniTered  and  fell  a-tzembling ;  then  they  hid 
Their  faces  eyery  one,  till  he  returned. 
And  spake. not.     "Kay,*'  they  cried,  ''what 

hast  thou  seen ! 
O,  is  it  come  to  this  ?  ^    He  answered  them, 
^'  The  door  is  shut"  Jean  Ingdow. 

T73.  DELUQE,  IMlTviaoM  from  the. 

Sweet  Dove !  the  softest,  steadiest  plume 

In  fill  the  sonbright  sky, 
Br^htening  in  ever*<^an^eful  bloom 

As  breezes  change  on  high ; 

In  Tain  the  tallest  sons  of  pride 
Fled  from  the  dose  pursuing  wave ; 

Kor  could  their  mightiest  towers  defend, 
Nor  swiftness  'scape,  nor  courage  save. 

Hofw  diie  the  wreck  I  how  loud  the  roar  t 

How  shrill  ^e  uniTersal  cry 
Of  millions  in  the  last  despair, 

Be-echoed  from  the  lowering  sky  t 

Yet  Noah,  humble,  happy  saint, 
Surrounded  with  the  chosen  few, 

Sat  in  his  ark,  secure  from  fear, 

And  sang  the  grace  that  steer'd  him  through. 

774,  P£LUQ£,BMtniotloabytii«. 

Mom  came ;  but  the  broad  light,  which  hung 

so  long 
In  heayen,  forsook  the  showering  firmament. 
The  douds  went  floating  on  their  fatal  way. 
Rirers  had  grown  to  seas;   the  great  sea 

swollen, 
Too  mighty  for  its  bounds,  broke  on  the  land. 
Roaring  and  rushing,  and  each  flat  and  plain 
Deroured.    Upon  the  mountains  now  were 

seen 
Gaunt  men  and  women  hungering  with  their 

babes, 
Eying  each  other,  or,  with  marble  looks, 
Measuring  the  space  beneath  swift-lessening. 
At  times  a  swinmier,  from  a  distant  rock 
Less  high,  came  struggling  with  the  wares, 

but  sank 
Back  from  the  slippery  soil.    Pale  mothers 

then 
Wept  without  hope,  and  aged  heads  struck 

cold 
By  a^es,  trembled  like  autumnal  leaves ; 
And  infants  moaned,  and  young  boys  shrieked 

with  fear. 
Stout  men  grew  white  with  famine.    Beauti- 
ful girls, 
Whom  once  the  /lay  langmshed  to  look  on, 

lay 
On  the  wet  earth  and  wrung  their  drenched 

hair; 


And  fathers  saw  them  there  dying,  and  stole 
Their  scanty  fare,  and,  while  they  perished, 

thrived. 
Then  tenor  died,  and  grief,  and  proud  de- 
spair, 
Bage,  and  remorse,  infinite  agony. 
Love  in  its  thousand  shapes,  weik  and  sub- 
lime. 
Birth-strangled;  and  strong  passion  perished. 
The  young,  the  old,  weak,  wise,  the  bad,  the 

good. 
Fell  on.  their  faces,  struck, — whilst  over  them 
Washed  the  wild  waters,  in  their  damorous 

mardL 
Still  fell  the  flooding  rains.     Great  Ossa  stood 
Lone,  like  a  peering  Alp,  when  vapors  shroud 
Its  sides,  unshaken  in  the  restless  waves : 
But  from  the  wdterii^  deeps  Pelion  arose, 
And  shook  his  piny  forehead  at  the  clouds. 
Moaning ;  and  crowned  Olympus  all  his  snows 
Lost  from  his  hundred  heads,  and  shrank 

aghast 
Day,  eve,  night,  morning  came  and  passed 

away. 
No  sun  was  known  to  rise  and  none  to  set ; 
'Stead  of  its  glorious  beams  a  sickly  light 
Paled  the  broad  east  what  time  the  day  is 

bom: 
At  others  a  thick  mass,  vaporous  and  black. 
In  form  like  solid  marble,  roofed  the  sky, 
Tet  Rave  no  shdter.    Still  the  ravenous  wolf 
Howled;  and  wild  foxes,  and  the  household 

Grown  wud,  upon  the  mountains  fought  and 
fed 

Each  on  the  other.    The  great  eagle  still 

In  his  home  brooded,  inaccessible ; 

Or,  when  the  gloomy  morning  seemed  to 
break, 

Floated  in  silence  on  the  shoreless  seas. 

Still  the  quick  snake  undasped  its  glittering 
eyes, 

Or  shivering  hung  about  the  roots  of  pines ; 

And  still  all  round  the  vultures  flew  and 
watched 

The  tumbling  waters  thick  with  bird  and 
beast; 

Or,  dashing  in  the  midst  their  ravenous  beaks, 

Plundered  the  rolling  billows  of  their  dead. 

Beneath  the  headlong  torrents,  towns  and 
towers 

Fell  down;  temples  all  stone,  and  brazen 
shrines, 

And  piles  of  marble,  palace  and  pyramid 

(Kings'  homes  or  towering  graves)  in  a  breath 
were  swept 

Crumbling  away.  Masses  of  ground,  and 
trees 

Uptom  and  floating,  hollow  rocks  brute- 
crammed. 

Vast  herds,  and  bleating  flocks,  reptiles,  and 
A       beasts 

Bellowing,  and  vainly  with  the  choking 
waves 

Struggling,  were  hurrieA  out, — ^but  none  re- 
turned: 

All  on  the  altar  of  the  giant  sea 


..    I 
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Offered,  like  twice  ten  thousand  hecatomlM. 
Btill  fell  the  flooding  nuns.    Still  the  earth 

shrank! 
And  min  held  his  straight  terrific  way. 
Fierce  lightnings  burnt  the  sky,  and  the  loud 

thunder 
(Breast  of  fiery  air)  howled  from  his  cloud, 
Exulting  toward  the  storm-eclipsed  moon. 
Below,  the  ocean  rose  boiling  and  black, 
And  flung  its  monstrous  billows  far  and  wide, 
Crumbling  the  mountain  joints  and  summit 

hi&: 
Then  its  dark  throat  is  hafed,  and  rocky  tusks. 
Where  with  enormous  waves  on  their  broad 

backs 
The  demons  of  the  deep  were  raging  loud : 
And  the  sea-lion  and  the  whale  were  swung. 
Like  atoms  round  and  round.    Mankind  was 

dead; 
And  birds,  whose  acdTO  wings  once  cut  the 

air, 
And  beasts,  that  cut  the  water, — all  were 

dead: 
And  every  reptile  of  the  woods  had  died, 
Which  crawled  or  stung,  and  ereiy  curling 

worm; 
The  untamed  tiger  in  his  den,  the  mole 
In  his  dark  home— were  choked;  the  darting 

ounce, 
And  the  blind  adder,  and  the  stork  fell  down 
Dead ;  and  the  stifled  mammoth,  a  vast  bulk. 
Was  washed  far  out  amongst  the  populous 

foam; 
And  there  the  serpent,  which,  few  hours  ago. 
Could  crack  the  panther  in  his  scaly  folds, 
Lay  lifeless,  like  a  weed,  beside  his  prey. 
And  now,  all  o^er   the  deep,   corses  were 

strewn, 

Wide  floating  millions,  like  the  rubbish  flung 
Forth  when  a  plague  premils ;  the  rest  down 

sucked, 
Sank  buried  in  the  world-destroying  seas. 

Bryan  W.  ProUer. 

775.  DELUOEiBoooiatthe. 

Upward  they  toiled  the  mountain  steep, 

But  the  flood  came  steadily  on ; 
Day  saye  no  rest,  the  night  no  sleep. 
For  the  revengeful  waves  did  after  them  creep, 

Till  the  renmant  of  hope  was  gone. 
A  few  of  the  strongest  stemmed  the  flood, 

"nil  it  covered  the  mountain  top ; 
Then  with  failing  eye,  and  thick^ing  blood, 
They  prayed  for  mercy  from  their  (Sod, 

And  the  dark  waves  swallowed  them  up. 
Infants,  mothers,  husbands,  brides, 
Beasts  and  creeping  things  besides, 

All  met  one  common  doom ; 
So  that  none  were  left  in  all  the  land. 
Save  those  delivered  by  God's  right  hand. 

As  it  were  in  a  floatmg  tomb. 

W.  8.  SttidleyM 

770*  DELUaS,  Extent  of  the. 

Earth  shall  be  ocean. 
And  no  breath, 
Save  of  the  winds,  be  on  the  unbounded  wave  I 


Angds  shall  tire  their  wings,  but  rina  no 

spot; 
Not  even  a  rock  from  out  the  liquid  grave 

Shall  lift  its  point  to  save. 
Or  show  the  place  where  strong  despair  hatb 

After  long  looking  oVr  the  ocean  wide 
For  the  expected  ebb  which  cometh  not ; 
All  shall  be  void. 
Destroyed ! 
Another  element  shall  be  the  lord 
Of  Uf  o,  and  the  abhorred 
Children  of  the  dust  be  quenched,  and  of 

each  hue 
Of  earth  nought  left  but  the  unbroken  blue; 
And  of  the  variegated  mountain 
Shall  nought  remain 
Unchang^  or  of  the  level  plain ; , 
Cedar  and  pine  shall  lift  their  tops  in  vain. 
All  merged  within  the  universal  fountain : 
Man,  earth,  and  fire  shall  die. 
And  sea  and  sky 
Look  vast  and  lifeless  in  the  eternal  eye. 

Lord  Byron, 

777.  BBLTOEi  Pzorooation  of  tho* 

Where  the  fair  valley  spread  her  bosom  green. 
What  varied  forms  of  busy  life  were  seen ! 
There  toiled  the  hind,  ike  hunter  led  tfao 

chase, 
Or  the  bold  warrior  moved  with 


grace. 

Whilst  blooming  beauty  cuUed  the  opening 
flower. 

Or  led  the  dance  through  pleasure's  roeeatc 
bower. 

Then,  half-concealed  beneath  the  cedar's 
shade. 

The  humble  dwelling  its  wliite  walls  dis- 
played ; 

Or  the  proud  city^s  loftier  domes  arise, 

Where  pomp  and  grandeur  caught  the  ad- 
miring eyes. 

Fair  scene  1  but  guilt  and  pain  were  there ; 

The  tyrant  master,  and  the  slave's  despair ; 

The  haughty  brow,  that  heaven's  just  Qod 
defied, 

The  lust  of  pleasure,  and  the  rage  of  pride ; 

There  from  uieir  bowls  the  midnight  revellers 
reel; 

There  the  fell  murderer  grasps  the  reeking 
steel; 

By  rapine  led,  the  plunderers  trace  their  way, 

lii^ugh  waste  ana  slaughter  to  their  artless 
prey; 

Vile  idol-gods  pollute  each  shady  grove. 

And  wanton  beauty  melts  in  lawless  love ; 

Whilst  age  and  infancy  lament  in  vain. 

Or  bleed,  the  victims  of  the  impious  tndn. 

Mustering  his  wrath,  awhile  his  anger  stayed ; 

Till  full  their  cup,  the  Lord  of  heaven  de- 
layed 

To  pour  His  vengeance.  As  the  whirlwind 
sleeps 

Ere  o'er  the  main  with  f  uriotb  blast  it  sweeps. 

Then  burst  at  once,  on  earth's  astonished  tram. 

The  raging  tempest  and  tremendous  rain. 
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Wliflst  pealing  thimidon  heaven's  Tast  con- 

eayerend, 
Andt  stnick  by  Ugbtaiing,  rolling  douda  de- 
scend; 
High  heayes  the  ocean's  bed — ^the  overwhelm- 
ing tide 
Rndies  against  the  moantoin's  yielding  side. 
'TIS  yain  for  snccor  to  those  hills  to  fly, 
For  now  not  even  the  loftiest  tops  are  dry ; 
Beast,  man,  and  city  share  one  common  grave, 
And  calm  above  them  rolls  the  avenging  wave, 
Whilst  yon  dark  speck,  slow-floating,  now 

contains 
Of  beast  or  homan  life  the  sole  remains. 

Mr$.  Henry  BolU, 
m.  DELUaE,  Tnditlan  of  the. 
Msnldnd  's  a  monster,  and  the  ungodly  times, 
Confederate  into  guilt,  are  sworn  to  crimes. 
All  are  aCke  involved  in  ill,  and  all 
If nst  by  the  same  relentless  fury  f alL 

Thus  ended  Jove ;  the  greater  gods  assent, 
By  clamors  urging  his  severe  intent ; 
The  less  flll  np  the  cry  for  pmiishment. 
Yet  still  with  pity  they  remember  man, 
And  mourn  as  much  as  heavenly  spirits  can. 
They  ask,  when  those  were  lost  of  human  birth, 
What  he  would  do  with  all  his  waste  of 

earth? 
If  his  dispeopled  world  he  would  resign 
To  beasts,  a  mute,  and  more  ignoble  bne  f 
Neglected  altars  must  no  longer  smoke, 
If  none  were  left  to  worship  and  invoke. 
To  whom  the  father  of  the  gods  replied : 
Lay  that  unnecessary  fear  aside ; 
Jlinc  be  the  care  new  people  to  provide. 
•I  will  from  wondrous  principles  ordain 
A  race  unlike  the  first,  and  tiy  my  skill 

again. 
Already  had  he  tossed  the  flaming  brand. 
And  rolled  the  thunder  in' his  spadous  hand. 
Preparing  to  discharge  on  sea  and  land. 
But  stopped,  for  fear,  thus  violently  driven. 
The  sparks   should  catdi  his   axle-tree  of 

heaven. 
Remembering,  in  the  Fates,  a  time  when  flre 
Should  to  the  battlements  of.  heaven  aspire, 
And  all  his  blazing  world  above  should  bum, 
And  all  the  inferior  globe  to  cinders  turn. 
Ks  dire  artillery  thus  dismissed,  he  bent 
His  thoughts  to  some  securer  punishment ; 
Concludes  to  pour  a  wat'ry  deliigo  down. 
And,  what  ho  durst  not  bum,  resolves  to 

drown. 
The  northern  breath,  that  freezes  floods,  he 

binds. 
With  aU  the  race  of  doud-dispelling  winds. 
Hie  South  he  loosed,  who  night  and  horror 

brings. 
And  fogs  are  shaken  from  his  flaggy  wings. 
From  his  divided  beard  two  streams  he  pours, 
His  head  and  rheumy  eyes  distil  in  showers. 
With  rain  his  robe  and  heavy  mantle  flow. 
And  lazy  mists  are  lowering  on  his  brow. 
Still,  as  he  swept  along,  with  his  clenched  fist 
He  squeezed  the  douds ;  the  Imprisoned  clouds 
resist; 


The  skies  from  pole  to  pole  with  peals  resound. 
And  showers  enlarg'a  come  pouting  on  the 

ground. 
Then,  dad  in  colors  of  a  various  dye, 
Junonian  Iris  breeds  a  new  supply 
To  feed  the  clouds ;  impetuous  rain  descends 
The  bearded  com  beneath  the  burthen  bends 
Defrauded  clowns  deplore  their  perish'd  grain 
And  the  long  labors  of  the  year  are  vain. 
Nor  from  his  patrimonial  heaven  alone 
Is  Jove  content  to  pour  his  vengeance  down ; 
Aid  from  his  brother  of  the  seas  he  craves. 
To  help  him  with  auxiliary  waves. 
The  wafry  tyrant  calls  his  brooks  and  floods. 
Who   roll  frbm  mossy  caves,   their   moist 

abodes. 
And  with  perpetual  urns  his  palace  flll ; 
To  whom,  in  orief,  he  thus  imparts  his  will : 
Small  exhortation  needs ;  your  powers  employ. 
And  this  bad  world  (so  Jove  requires)  destroy. 
Let  loose  the  reins  to  all  your  watery  store. 
Bear  down  the  dams,  and  open  every  door. 
The  floods,  by  nature  enemies  to  land, 
And  proudly  sweUing  with  their  new  com- 
mand. 
Remove  the  living  stones-  that  stopped  their 

way. 
And,  gushing  from  their  source,  augment  the 

sea. 
Thea^  with  his  mace  the  monarch  strack  the 

ground; 
With  inward  trembling  earth  received  the 

wound. 
And  rising  streams  a  ready  passage  found. 
The  expanded  waters  gather  on  the  plain, 
They  float  the  flelds,  and  overtop  the  grain ; 
Then,  rushing  onwards  with  a  sweepy  sway. 
Bear  flocks,  and  folds,  and  laboring  hinds 

away. 
Nor  safe  their  dwellings  were,  for,  sapped  by 

floods. 
Their  houses  fell  upon  their  household  gods. 
The  solid  piles,  too  strongly  built  to  fall. 
High  o^er  their  heads  behold  a  watery  wall. 
Now  seas  and  earth  were  in  confusion  lost ; 
A  world  of  waters,  and  without  a  coast.  . 

One  climbs  a  clif^ ;  one  in  his  boat  is  borne. 
And  ploughs  above  where  late  he  sowed  his 

com. 
Others  o^er  chimney-tops  and  turrets  row. 
And  drop  their  anchors  on  the  meads  below ; 
Or  downward  driven,  they  bruise  the  tender 

vine, 
Or,  tossed  aloft,  are  knocked  against  a  pine. 
And  where  of  late  the  kids  had  cropped  the 

grass, 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  now  take  their 

place. 
Insulting  Nereids  on  the  dties  ride, 
And  wondering  dolphins  o^er  the  palace  glide. 
On  leaves,  and  masts  of  mighty  oaks  they 

browse. 
And  their  broad  fins  entangle  in  tho  boughs. 
The  frighted  wolf  now  swims  among  the 

sheep ; 
The  yellow  lion  wanders  in  the  deep ; 
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His  rapid  force  no  longer  helps  the  boar; 
The  stag  swims  faster  than  he  ran  before ; 
The  fowls,  long  beating  on  their  wings  in 

vain. 
Despair  of  land,  and  drop  into  the  main. 
Now  hills  and  vales  no  more  distinction  know, 
And  levelled  nature  lies  oppressed  below. 
The  most  of  mortals  peri^  in  the  flood, 
The  small  remainder  dies  for  want  of  food. 
A  mountain   of    stupendous   height    there 

stands, 
Betwixt  the  Athenian  and  the  Bceotian  lands. 
The  bound  of  fruitful  fields,  while  fields  they 

were, 
But  then  a  field  of  waters  did  appear: 
Parnassus  is  its  name,  whose  f  orky  rise 
Mounts  through  the  clouds,  and  mates  the 

lofty  skies. 
High  on  the  summit  of  this  dubious  cliff 
Deucalion  wafting  moor'd  his  little  skiff. 
He  with  his  wife  were  only  left  behind 
Of  perished  man ;  they  two  were  human  kind. 
The  mountain  nymphs  and  Themis  they  adore, 
And  from  her  oracles  relief  implore. 
The  most  upright  of  mortal  men  was  he ; 
The  most  sincere  and  holy  woman  she. 
When  Jupiter,  surveying  earth  from  high, 
Beheld  it  in  a  lake  of  water  lie, 
And  where  so  many  millions  lately  liv^d, 
But  two,  the  best  of  either  sex,  survived. 

Ovid,  tr,  hy  John  Dryden, 

779.  DELTJSIOV,  Cknunoa. 

How  oft  that  virtue,  whidi  some  women  boast, 
And  pride  themselves  in,  is  but  an  empty 

name. 
No  real  good :  in  thought  alone  possessed. 
Safe  in  the  want  of  charms,  the  homely  dame, 
Secure  from  the  seducing  arts  of  men, 
Deceives  herself,   and  thinks  she^s  passing 

chaste; 
Wonders  how  others  e'er  could  fall,  yet  when 
She  talks  most  loud  about  the  noisy  nothing. 
Look  on  her  face,  and  there  you  read  her 

virtue.  PhUip  Frovde, 

7M.  DELUBIOV,  Yaaity  of. 

O,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand, 
By  thinking  on  the  frosty  Caucasus  f 
Or  doy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite. 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feast  ? 
Or  widlow  naked  in  December  snow. 
By  thinking  on  fantastic  summer's  heat  ? 
O  no !  the  apprehension  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worse : 
Fell  sorrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more, 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanoeth  not  the  sore. 

8hdke9peare, 

781.  DENOMIVATIOVS,  IMtum. 

I  stand  without  here  in  the  porch, 

I  hear  the  belPs  melodious  din, 

I  hear  the  organ  peal  within, 

I  hear  the  prayer  with  words  that  scorch 

Like  sparks  from  an  inverted  torch ; 

I  hear  the  sermon  upon  sin, 

Ifnth  threatenings  of  the  last  account 


And  all,  translated  in  the  air, 

Reach  me  but  as  our  dear  Lord's  prayer. 

And  as  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount. 

Must  it  bo  Calvin,  and  not  Christ  ? 
Must  it  be  Athanasian  creeds, 
Or  holy  water,  books,  and  beads  ? 
Must  struggling  souls  remain  content 
Wi^  councils  and  decrees  of  Trent? 
And  can  it  be  enough  for  these 
The  Christian  churdi  the  year  embalms 
With  evergreens  and  boughs  of  palmSi 
And  fills  the  air  with  litanies? 

I  know  that  yonder  Pharisee 
Thanks  Ghod  that  he  is  not  like  me ; 
In  my  humiliation  dressed, 
I  only  stand  and  beat  my  breast, 
And  pray  for  human  charity. 

Not  to  one  church  alone,  but  to  seven. 
The  voice  prophetic  spake  from  heaven : 
And  unto  each  the  promise  came, 
Diversified,  but  still  the  same ; 
For  him  that  overoometh  are 
The  new  names  written  on  the  stone, 
The  raiment  white,  the  crown,  the  throne. 
And  I  will  give  him  the  morning  star  1 

Ah !  to  how  many  faith  has  been 
No  evidence  of  things  unseen, 
But  a  dim  shadow  that  recasts 
The  creed  of  the  phantasiasts, 
For  whom  no  man  of  sorrow  died. 
For  whom  the  tragedy  divine 
Was  but  a  symbol  and  a  si^ 
And  Christ  a  phantom  crucified. 

For  others  a  diviner  creed 
Is  living  in  the  life  they  lead. 
The  passing  of  their  b^utiful  feet 
Blesses  the  pavement  of  the  street. 
And  all  their  looks  and  words  repeat 
Old  Fuller's  saying,  wise  and  sweet. 
Not  as  a  vulture,  but  a  dove. 
The  Holy  Ghost  came  from  above. 

K  TT.  Longfdlow. 

7§9.  DEHOMIHATIOHB,  Unity  o£ 

One  Father,  God,  we  own ; 

One  Spirit  evermore ; 
One  ChnstL  with  manger,  cross,  and  throoe^ 

The  Light,  the  Way,  the  Door. 

In  souls  we  hail  His  birth ; 

*TLb  now  He  comes  again ; 
His  kingdom  is  the  convert  Earth, 

His  Church  all  faithful  men. 

The  Scriptures  thus  we  read ; 

Of  strangest  powers  compiled. 
To  mould  the  heart  and  dear  the  creed 

Of  earth's  frail,  clouded  child. 

Its  essence,  not  its  writ, 

Our  sovereign  rule  we  caU ; 
Not  fastening  down  all  truth  to  it, 

But  widening  it  to  all. 

N.  L,  Frotfdngham* 
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7SS.  IXBPEMDBSOB,  Btily. 

Day  by  day  the  manna  fell ; 
Oh,  to  Icam  this  lesson  well  I 
Still  by  constant  mercy  fed, 
OIto  me,  Lord,  my  daiily  bread. 

Day  by  day  the  promise  reads, 
Daily  strenj^  for  daily  needs, 
Cast  foreboding  fears  away : 
Tske  the  manna  of  to-day. 

Lord,  my  times  are  in  Thy  hand ; 
All  my  brightest^hopes  have  planned 
To  Thy  wisdom  I  resign, 
And  would  make  Thj  pmpoee  mine. 

Thou  my  daily  task  shalt  give ; 
Day  by  day  to  Thee  I  liye : 
So  shall  added  years  fnlfll, 
Not  my  own—- my  Father's  wilL 

Joiiah  Cander, 
7M«  BEFEHDEIOE,  Hop«  q£ 

Who  wonld  rely  npom  these  miserable 
Dependencies  in  expectation 
To  be  adyanoed  to-morrow  9    What  creatore 
Erer  fed  worse  than  hoping  Tantalus  9 
Nor  ever  died  any  man  more  fearfully 
Than  he  ttiat  hop^d  for  a  pardon  9 

John  WAiter. 

7M«  BBFEIBEHOBi  Bunaa. 

I  hate  dependence  on  another*s  will, 

Whidi  dianges  with  the  breath  of   eVry 

whisper, 
Just  aa  the  sky  and  weather  with  the  winds : 
Kay,  with  the  winds,  as  they  blow  east  or 

west, 
To  make  his  temper  pleasant  or  unpleasant : 
Bo  are  our  wholesome  or  unwholesome  days. 

John  Cnnm, 
7M.  BEFEBDEVOE,  SpiritoaL 

To  keep  the  lamp  allye, 

With  oil  we  fill  the  bowl; 
^Tis  water  makes  the  willow  thiiTe, 

And  grace  that  feeds  the  souL 

The  Lord's  unsparing  hand 
Supplies  the  liying  stream ; 

It  is  not  at  our  own  command. 
But  still  deriyed  from  Him. 

Beware  of  Peter*s  word. 

Nor  confidently  say, 
•*I  neyer  wiD  deny  tlwe,  Lord,*^ 

But,  ''Grant  I  neyer  may." 

Man^s  wisdom  is  to  seek 

His  strength  in  Gk>d  alone ; 
And  e'en  an  angel  would  be  weak 

Who  trusted  in  his  own. 

Retreat  beneath  His  wines, 

And  in  His  grace  confide ; 
This  more  exalts  the  King  of  kmgi 
Than  aU  your  works  beside. 

Wm.  Cowper, 

787.  DEFBAVHT,  OonftnioBoC 

I  feel  within  me  unsubdued 
A  cundd,  carnal  will: 
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It  hates  and  starts  from  all  that^s  good. 
And  cleayes  to  all  that's  ilL 

My  soul  could  yield  to  eyery  yice 

And  passion  in  excess : 
My  soul  to  all  the  height  could  rise 

Of  daring  wickedness. 

The  blackest  crime  upon  record 

I  freely  could  commit, 
The  sins  by  nature  most  abhorred 

My  nature  could  repoit 

I  could  the  deyil^s  law  receiye, 

Unless  restrained  by  Thee ; 
I  could,  (Good  Ood  I)  I  could  belieye 

The  horrible  decree. 

I  could  belieye  that  God  is  Hate, 

The  God  of  Loye  and  grace 
Did  damn,  pass  by,  and  reprobate 

The  most  of  human  race. 

I  cannot  trust  my  treacherous  heart, 

I  shall  myself  betray ; 
I  must  be  lost,  if  Thou  depart, 

A  final  castaway.  OharUt  Wedey. 

788,  DEFBAVITT,  (hyoC 

Lord,  how  I  am  all  ague,  when  I  seek 
What  I  haye  treasured  in  my  memory  f 
Since,  if  my  soul  make  eyen  with  the  week 
Each  seyenth  note  by  right  is  due  to  Thee. 
I  find  three  quarries  of  piled  yanities. 
But  shreds  of  holiness,  that  dare  not  yenture 
To  show  their  face,  since  cross  to  Thy  de- 

crees  t 
There  the  drcnmf erence  earth  Ib,  heayen  the 

centre. 
In  so  much  dregs  the  quintessence  is  small: 
The  spirit  and  good  extract  of  my  heart 
Comes  to  about  the  many  hundredth  part 
Tet,  Lord,  restore  Thy  image,  hear  my  call : 
And  though  my  hard  heart  scarce  to  Thee 

can  groan. 
Remember  that  Thou  once  didst  write  in 

stone.  Chords  Herbert, 

7§9.  DEFRiVrrr,  DeUofi 
Only  to  Satan  true, 

God  still  offended; 
Though  taught  and  warned  by  God, 
And  his  chastening  rod. 
Keeps  still  the  way  that's  broad, 

Keyer  amended. 
Baptismal  yows  some  make, 

But  ne^ei  perform  them ; 
If  angels  from  heayen  spake, 

'Twould  not  reform  them. 

They  dig  for  hell  beneath. 
They  labor  hard  for  death, 
Run  tbemselyes  out  of  breath 

To  oyertake  it 
Hell  is  not  had  for  naught. 
Damnation's  dearly  bought. 
And  with  great  labor  sought ; 

They'll  not  forsake  it 
Their  souls  are  Satan's  fee — 

He'll  not  abate  it ; 
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Grace  is  refused  that^s  free. 

Had  sinners  hate  it.    Bichard  Baceter, 

TM.  DEFSAYITT,  D«?«lopiiMiit  oft 

Not  at  onoe, 
In  men  or  angels,  the  abhorrent  plagne 
Appeared  in  all  its  loathsomeness.    But  as 
In  some  fair  yiigin's  bosom  a  small  spot, 
Ab  if  a  thorn  hA  pricked  the  delicate  skin, 
lUses  and  spreads  an  eyer-fretting  sore, 
Creeping  from  limb  to  limb,  corrosire,  fonl, 
]Qntu  the  miserable  leper  lives 
'a.  dying  life,  and  dies  a  living  death  : 
80  liiere.        ... 

Men  with  men 
Wrought  wickedness.    Nor  less  the  spirits 

malign. 
The  which  when  first  they  fell,  as  I  have 

known, 
Compassionated  even  the  wreck  they  made, 
Grew  in  nudignity,  till  crime  and  cnft 
Became  to  them  what  virtae  once  had  been. 
Their  joy,  their  nature,  their  essential  life : 
Lovers  of  darkness,  foal,  obscene,  impure ; 
Bocae  darker,  fouler  than  the  rest. 

Edward  Henry  BieheriUth, 

791.  DEPRiVITT,  Growth  (^ 

On  every  human  soul  there  lies 

A  litde  dusky  speck  of  sin. 
As  small  as  a  motels  eye  in  size : 

But  when  that  speck  doth  once  begin 
To  work,  it  swift  and  swift  extends, 
Till  the  whole  soul  it  comprehends, 
And  all  its  powers  overclouds 
Witii  condemnation's  thunder-shrouds, 
iiien  fierce  and  far  the  fear-fires  flash. 
And  dire  and  dread  the  doom-bolts  dash. 
Thus  doth  the  sin-speck  spread,  in  sight, 
O'er  all  the  soul  a  baleful  night, — 
A  blotting  night  of  horror  deep. 
That  knows  no  dawn  and  knows  no  sleep  I 
Oriental,  tr,  Jyy  W.  B.  Alger* 

YM.  DEF&IVITT,  FhyiioiMi  fior. 

Physician  of  my  sin-sick  soul. 

To  Thee  I  bring  my  case ; 
Hy  raffing  malady  control, 

And  h^  me  by  Thy  grace. 

Pity  the  anguish  I  endure, 

See  how  I  mourn  and  pine ; 
For  never  can  I  hope  a  cure 

From  any  hand  but  Thinei 

I  would  disclose  my  whole  complaint, 

But  where  shall  I  begin  9 
No  words  of  mine  can  fully  paint 

That  worst  distemper,  sin. 

It  lies  not  in  a  single  part, 
But  through  my  frame  is  spread ; 

A  burning  fever  in  my  heart,        « 
A  palsy  in  my  head. 

It  makes  me  deaf,  and  dumb,  and  blind. 

And  impotent  and  lame ; 
It  overclouds,  and  fills  my  mind 

With  folly,  fear,  and  shame. 


A  thousand  evil  thoufffats  intrude 

Tumultuous  in  my  breast ; 
Which  indispose  me  for  my  food. 

And  rob  me  of  my  rest 

Lord,  I  am  sick,  regard  my  cry. 

And  set  my  spirit  free : 
Say,  canst  thou  let  a  sinner  die, 

Who  longs  to  live  to  Thee? 

John  Newton, 

798.  DEFRAVITT,  FkMant 

Cities  of  proud  hotels. 

Houses  of  rich  and  great, 
Vice  nestles  in  your  chambers. 

Beneath  your  roofs  of  slate. 
The  politics  are  base ; 

The  letters  do  not  cheer ; 
And  'tis  far  in  the  deeps  of  history. 

The  voice  that  speaketh  dear. 
Trade  and  the  streets  ensnare  us. 

Our  bodies  are  weak  and  worn ; 
We  plot  and  corrupt  each  other. 

And  we  despoil  the  unborn. 

Balph  Waldo  Emerson. 

7fMl.  DBFllAVITT,  Xaomd  ot 

Almighty  Gk)d,  Thy  piercing  eye 
Strikes  through  the  sliades  of  nigfai; 

And  our  most  secret  actions  lie 
All  open  to  Thy  sight 

There^s  not  a  sin  that  we  commit, 

Nor  wicked  word  we  say, 
But  in  Thy  dreadful  book  'tb  writ 

Against  the  judgment-day. 

And  must  the  crimes  that  I  have  done 

Be  read  and  published  there, 
Be  all  exposed  before  the  sun. 

While  men  and  angels  hear? 

Lord  t  at  Thy  foot  ashamed  I  lie, 

Upward  I  dare  not  look ; 
Paraon  my  sins  before  I  die, 

And  blot  them  from  Thy  book ! 

Remember  all  the  dying  pains 

That  my  Redeemer  felt. 
And  let  His  Blood  wash  out  my  stainsi 

And  answer  for  my  guilt  I 

Isaac  WaUi, 

TOftI  DEFRAVITT,  Taint  of; 

In  paths  unknown  we  hear  the  feet 
Of  fear  before,  and  guilt  behind ; 
We  pluck  the  wayside  fruit,  and  eat 
Ashes  and  dust  beneath  its  golden  rind. 
From  age  to  age  descends  unclKscked 

The  cud  bequest  of  sire  to  son, 
The  body^s  taint,  the  mind^s  defect, — 
Through  evecy  web  of  life  the  dark  threads 
run.  John  Qreenlea/  Whittier. 

796.  BBF&AVITTi  Unoomdoiiinaii  of; 

The  sick  in  body  call  for  aid  ....  the  sick 

In  mind  are  covetous  of  more  disease ; 

And  when  at  worst,  they  dream  themselves 

quite  welL 
To  know  ourselves  diseased  is  half  our  cure. 
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When  iiatore*s  blcuh  by  custom  Ib  wiped  ofiE, 
And  oonsdenoe,  deadened  by  repeated  strokes, 
Has  into  manners  naturalized  our  crimes ; 
The  corse  of  curses  is,  oar  cnise  to  loye —     « 
To  triumph  in  the  blackness  of  onr  guilt 
(As  Indians  glory  in  the  deepest  jet). 
And  throw  aside  our  senses  with  our  peace. 

Edfoard  Young. 

TOT.  DB8EBTI0V,  ThoDgkt  oil 

Oh,  say  not  thou  art  left  of  Qod,  because  His 
tokens  in  the  sky 

lliou  canst  not  read;  this  earth  He  trod,  to 
teach  thee  He  was  eyer  nigh. 

He  sees,  beneath  the  fig-tree  green,  Nathaniel 
con  His  sacred  lore ; 

Bhould^st  thou  thy  chamber  seek,  unseen  He 
enters  through  the  unopened  door. 

And  when  thou  best,  slumber-bound,  out- 
wearied  in  the  Christian  flsht, 

In  glory  girt  with  saints  around,  He  stands 
above  tiiee  Uirough  the  night 

7M.  DE8I«,  BtidoM  ol 

The  cocoa-palm  leaves  infidels  without  excuse. 
For  nine  and  ninety  are  its  common  uses : 
In  hardened  carelessness  they  wait  a  hun- 
dredth use 
Until  some  new  discovery  introduces  I 

Oriental,  tr.hy  W.  R  Alger. 

TM«  DE8IOT,  Fniitlen. 

I  do  believe,  you  think  what  now  vou  speak. 
But  what  we  do  determine  oft  we  break : 
Purpose  is  but  the  slave  to  memory 
Of  violent  birth  but  poor  validity ; 
Whidinow,  like  fnuts  unripe,  sticks  on  the 

tree. 
But  fall  uitthaken  when  they  mellow  be. 

Bhaheepeare. 

8041.  DESiaS,  Frsitiofi 

The  noble  heart  that  harbors  virtuous  thought. 
And  is  with  child  of  glorious  great  intent. 
Can  never  rest,  until  it  forth  have  brought, 
Th'  eternal  brood  of  glory  excellent. 

Edmund  Spenaer^ 

S61.  BBBISEi  Bfili  ofi 

Thou  blind  man^s  made;  thou  fooVs  self- 
chosen  snare, 

Fond  &ncy's  scum,  and  dregs  of  scattered 
thoughts ; 

Band  of  all  evils;  cradle  of  causeless  care ; 

Thou  web  of  ill,  whose  end  is  never  wrought. 

Desire !  desire  I    I  have  too  dearly  bought. 

Too  long,  too  long,  asleep  thou  hast  me 
brought, 

Who  shoula^st  my  mind  to  higher  things 
prepare.  Sir  P.  Sidney. 

909.  DE8ISB,  Flena. 

O  fierce  desire,  the  spring  of  sighs  and  tears. 
Relieved  with  want,  impoverished  with  store, 
Kurst  with  vain  hopes,  and  fed  with  doubt- 
ful fears, 
Whose  force  withstood,  increaseth  more  and 
*  more.  Bamud  Brcmdon. 


O  that  mine  eye  might  closed  be 

To  what  concerns  me  not  to  see ; 

That  deafness  might  possess  mine  ear    ' 

To  what  concerns  me  not  to  hear ; 

That  truth  my  tongue  might  always  tie 

From  ever  speaking  foolishly ; 

That  no  vain  thought  might  ever  rest, 

Or  be  conceived,  in  my  breast ; 

That  by  each  word  and  deed  and  thought, 

Glory  may  to  my  God  be  brought  I 

Thomas  BUwood. 

§M.  DE8IBS,  Liaitofi 

Whole  houses,  of  their  whole  desires  possest, 
Are  often  min'd,  at  their  own  request 
In  wars,  and  peace,  things  hurtful  we  require; 
When  made  obnoxious  to  our  own  desire. 
With    laurels    some    have    fatally    been 

crown*d; 
Some  in    the    depth   of    eloquence  were 

drown'd. 
. . .  What  then  remains  t    Are  we  deprived 

of  will, 
Must  we  not  wish,  for  fear  of  wishing  ill  f 
Receive  my  counsel,  and  securely  move ; 
Intrust  thy  fortune  to  the  Powers  above. 
Leave  them  to  manage  for  thee,  and  to  grant 
What  their  unerring  wisdom  sees  thee  want : 
In  goodness  as  in  greatness  they  excel ; 
Ah  that  we  lov^d  ourselves  but  half  so  well  1 
Juvenalf  tr.  by  John  Dryden. 

M5.  IMigIBB,  Vstonofi 

Denre  himself  runs  out  of  breath, 

And,  getting,  doth  but  gain  his  death ; 

Desire  nor  reason  hath,  nor  rest. 

And,  blind,  doth  seldom  choose  the  best: 

Desire  attained  Is  not  desire. 

But  as  the  dnders  of  the  fire. 

As  ships  in  ports  desired  are  drowned ; 
As  fnuts  once  ripe,  then  fall  to  ground; 
As  flies,  that  seek  for  flames,  are  brought 
To  dnders  by  the  flames  they  sought : 
So  fond  desire  when  it  attains. 
The  life  expires,  the  woe  remains. 

Sir  Walter  BaUigh. 

806.  BBSnUS,  Foirtrofi 

The  band  of  thy  resolve  is  a  flne  hair; 

The  wolf  of  thy  desire  would  break  a  chain : 

One  day  this  ravening  wolf  that  band  will 

tear, 
And  then  thy  bitter  cries  will  be  in  vain. 
Oriental,  tr.  by  W.  B,  Alger. 

M7.  BE8IBE,  QaaUtyof. 

Think,  and  be  careful  what  thou  art  within. 
For  thero  is  sin  in  the  desire  of  sin  : 
Think,  and  be  thankful,  in  a  different  case ; 
For  there  is  grace  in  the  desire  of  ffrace. 

Lord  Byron. 

808.  DE8IBE,  SphitaaL 

Beauty, — may  that  of  holiness  be  mine ; 
May  power  be  given  me  to  overcome  the 

world; 
For  Pleasure,  may  I  have  a  hand  to  pour 
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The  oil  and  wine  upon  another*8  wound  I 

For  Honor,  may  I  bear  my  Sayioor^s  cross ; 

For  splendor,  Ught  ihat  from  EQs  follower 
beams; 

And  be  my  Glory  His  approving  smile ; 

My  fame,  the  world^s  reproaches  for  His  sake ; 

My  wealth,  a  consdenoe  where  no  rust  cor- 
rodes— 

One  that  may  look  into  a  cominff  world, 

As  nature  shall  dissolve,  and  f  edi  secure ! 

With  these  to  aid  me  in  the  mortal  strife, 

May  I,  the  palm  of  victory  o^er  the  grave, 

Miuke  my  immortal  prize ! 

Hannah  F,  Gottld. 

SM.  DE80LATI0H,  Agony  oi: 

The  fountain  of  my  heart  dried  up  within  me ; 
With  naught  that  loved  me,  and  with  naught 

to  love, 
I  stood  upon  the  desert  earth  alone. 
And  in  that  deep  and  utter  ^^ny, 
Though  then  than  ever  most  unfit  to  die, 
I  fell  up<m  my  knees,  and  pray'd  for  death. 

Oharlet  M,  Maturiiu 

910.  DBSOLATIOV,  Deqwliing. 

'Manfred.    The  spirits  I  have  raised  aban- 
doned me ; 
Hie  spells  which  I  have  studied  baffle  me ; 
The  remedy  I  reck'd  of  tortured  me ; 
I  lean  no  more  on  superhuman  aid : 
It  hath  no  power  upon  the  past,  and  for 
The  future,  till  the  past  be  gulf  d  in  darkness. 
It  is  not  of  my  search.    My  mother  Earth ! 
And  thou  fresh  breaking  Day,  and  you,  ye 

mountains. 
Why  are  ye  beautiful  ?  I  cannot  love  ye. 
Ana  thou,  the  bright  eye  of  the  universe. 
That  openst  over  all,  and  unto  all 
Art  a  aelight — ^thou  shin^st  not  on  my  heart 
And  you,  yo  crags,  upon  whose  extreme  edge 
I  stand,  and  on  Sie  torrent^s  briiiJc  beneath 
Behold  the  tall  pines  dwindled  as  to  shrubs 
In  dizriness  of  distance ;  when  a  leap, 
A  stir,  a  motion,  even  a  breath,  would  bring 
My  breast  upon  its  rocky  bosom^s  bed 
To  rest  forever — wherefore  do  I  pause  f 
I  feel  the  impulse — ^yet  I  do  not  plunge ; 
I  see  the  peril — yet  do  not  recede ; 
And  my  Drain  reels^and  yet  my  foot  is  firm : 
There  is  a  power  upon  me  whidi  withholds. 
And  makes  it  my  fatality  to  live ; 
If  it  be  life  to  wear  witMn  myself 
This  barrenness  of  spirit,  and  to  be 
My  own  soul's  sepulchre,  for  I  have  ceased 
To  justify  my  deeds  unto  myself — 
The  last  infinnity  of  eviL         Lord  Byron, 

811.  DESOLATIOV,  SooiaL 

Unhappy  he  I  who  from  the  first  of  joys, 
Society,  cut  off,  is  left  alone 
Amid  this  world  of  death.    Day  after  day. 
Sad  on  the  jutting  eminence  he  sits. 
And  views  the  main  that  ever  toils  below ; 
Still  fondly  forming  in  the  farthest  verge. 
Where  the  round  emer  mixes  with  the  wave. 
Ships,   dhn-discover'd    dropping   from  the 
clouds ; 


At  evening,  to  the  setting  sun  he  turns 

A  mournful  eye,. and  down  his  dyijM^  heart 

Sinks  helpless.  Jamoi  TSomton. 


819«  DESPAIB,  Bli^to£ 

But  desperate  as  their  doom  whom  doubt  has 
oriven 
To  censure  fate,  and  pious  hope  forego ; 
Like  yonder   blasted  boughs,  oy  lightning 
riven. 
Perfection,  beauty,  life  they  never  know. 
But  frown  on  all  who  pass,  a  monument  of 
woe.  JamM  Beattie, 

818.  DE8FAIB»  Oiy  of. 

*Tis  time  tins  heart  should  be  unmoved 

Since  others  it  has  ceased  to  move ; 
Tet,  though  I  cannot  be  beloved. 
Still  let  me  love. 

My  days  are  in  the  yellow  leaf, 

The  flowers  and  fruit  of  love  are  gone, 
The  worm,  the  canker,  and  the  gri^, 
Are  mine  alone. 

The  fire  that  in  my  bosom  preys 

Is  like  to  some  volcanic  isle. 
No  torch  is  kindled  at  its  blaze ; 
A  funeral  pile. 

The  hope,  the  fears,  the  jealous  care, 

Th'  exalted  portion  of  the  pain 
And  power  of  love,  I  cannot  share, 
But  wear  the  chain. 

But  'tis  not  here — ^it  is  not  here — 
Such  thoughts  should  shake  my  soul ;  nor 
now. 
Where  glory  seals  the  hero's  bier. 
Or  binds  his  brow. 

The  sword,  the  banner,  and  the  field. 

Glory  and  Greece  around  us  see ; 
The  Spartan  bomo  upon  his  shield 
Was  not  more  free. 

Awake  t  not  Greece— she  is  awake  I 

Awake,  my  spirit, — ^think  through  whom 
My  life  blood  tastes  its  parent  lake — 
And  then  strike  home  I 

I  tread  reviving  passions  down, 

Unworthy  Manhood — unto  thee 
Indifterent  should  the  smile  or  frown 
Of  beauty  be. 

If  thou  r^ret  thy  youth, — ^why  live  f 

The  land  of  honorable  death 
Is  here— up  to  field,  and  give 

Away  thy  breath  I 

Seek  out — ^less  often  sought  than  found — 

A  soldier's  grave,  for  thee  the  best 
Then  look  around,  and  choose  thy  ground. 
And  take  thy  rest 

Lord  Byron. 

814«  DESPAISy  Ezdumged. 

For  shamef ast  harm  of  great  and  hateful  need. 
In  deep  despair,  as  did  a  wretch  go. 
With  ready  cord  out  of  his  life  to  speed. 
His  stumbling  foot  did  find  an  hoard,  lo, 
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Of  gold,  I  say,  where  he  prepar'd  this  deed. 
And  in  exchange  he  left  uie  cord  tho. 
He  that  had  hid  the  gald,  and  found  it  not, 
Of  that  he  found  he  shaped  his  neck  a  knot. 

Sir  Tfumuu  WyaU. 

91K.  BESPIIB,  BspalMi. 

Masked,    Come  and  sit  by  me  I 
My  solitiide  is  solitude  no  more, 
But  peopled  with  tiie  Furies ;  I  haye  gnashed 
My  teeth  in  darkncisfl  till  returning  mom, 
Ttei  cursed  myself  till  sunset ;  I  have  prayed 
For  madness  as  a  blessing — ^^tis  denied  me. 
I  have  affronted  death,  but  in  the  war 
Of  elements  the  waters  shrunk  from  me, 
And  faM  things  passed  harmless — ^the  cold 

hand 
Of  an  all-pitiless  demon  held  me  back, 
Back  by  a  single  hair,  which  would  not  break. 
In  phantasy,  imagination,  aU 
The  affluence  of  my  soul — which  one  day  was 
A  Croesus  in  creation — I  plunged  deep, 
But,  like  an  ebbing  wave,  it  dashed  me  back 
Into  the  ffulf  of  my  un&thomed  thought. 
I  plunged  amidst  mankind — ^ForgetfiSness 
I  sought  in  all  save  where  'tis  to  be  found. 
And  that  I  have  to  learn — my  sciences, 
My  long-pursued  and  superhuman  art, 
Ib  mortal  here— I  dwell  m  my  despair — 
And  liye — and  live  forever.     Lora  Byron,  . 

916w  BESPAIBi  BaligiAiis. 

Some  deluded  minds, 
Harrowed  by  penal  terrors,  in  the  gulf 
Of  black  despair  are  whelmed.    No  ray  of 

hope 
Dispels  the  involving  gloom ;  a  Deity, 
With  all  the  thunder  of  dread  vengeance 

'round  him, 
Is  ever  present  to  their  tortured  thoughts. 

Samud  Hayes, 

S17.  DESFAIS,  Besone  from. 

There  are  dark  hours  of  sadness,  dark  hours 
of  hopeless  pain, 

When  titioughts  akin  to  madness  flash  wildly 
through  the  brain ; 

When  nameless  anguish  presses  the  heart  be- 
yond contrcM, 

And  deepest  gloom  possesses  the  faint  and 
trembling  soul; 

When  every  prop  seems  taken  from  life's  re- 
ceding shore. 

And  the   mmd,  tempest-shaken,  obeys   the 
will  no  more. 

But  who,  from  yonder  heaven,  pities  each 
earthly  woe  ? 

Who  yonder  cross  hath  given  for  every  grief 
below? 

Thine  arms  around  it  twining,  to  hope  and 
prayer  give  room, 

For  there  a  flame  is  shining  to  light  thy  path 
of  gloom. 

An  aagel-rorm  advances,  and  leads  thee  to 
that  strand 

Whence  thy  delighted  glances  may  see  the 
promised  luid. 

From  the  German  of  JfovaUe, 


nU.  BSBPAIX,  lasbt 

Despair  not,  Virtue,  who  in  sorrow's  hour 

Sigh'st  to  behold  some  idol  overthrown, 
And  from  the  shieMle  of  thy  domestic  bower 

Some  green  branch  gone,  some  bird  of 
promise  flown : 
God  chastens  but  to  prove  thy  faithfulness. 

And  in  thy  weakness  He  will  be  thy  stay. 
Trust  and  deserve,  and  He  will  soothe  and 
bless; 

The  darkest  hour  is  on  the  verge  of  day. 
Despair  not,  man,  however  low  i£y  state, 

Nor  scorn  small  blessings  that  around  thee 
faU; 
Learn  to  disdain  the  impious  creed  of  fate. 

And  own  the  Providence  that  governs  alL 
If  thou  art  baffled  in  thy  earnest  will. 

Thy  coDsdenoe  clear,  thy  reason  not  astray, 
Be  this  thy  faith  and  consolation  still, — 

The  darkest  hour  is  on  the  verge  of  day. 

P.  Prineg. 

§M.  DB8PAIB,  YioklB  •£ 


•*  Drowned  I  drowned.**— HAMUB. 

One  more  unfortunate. 
Weary  of  breath, 
.  Rashly  importunate, 
Qone  to  her  death  I 

Take  her  up  tenderly. 
Lift  her  with  care  I 
Fashioned  so  slenderly, 
Toung,  and  so  fair  t 

Look  at  her  garments 
Clinginff  like  cerements, 
WhiM  uie  wave  constantly 
Drips  from  her  clothing; 
Take  her  up  instantly. 
Loving,  not  loathing  1 

Touch  her  not  scornfully  1 
Think  of  her  mournfully, 
Gently  and  humanly, 
Not  of  the  stains  of  her ; 
All  that  remains  of  her 
Now  is  pure  womanly. 

Make  no  deep  scratiny 
Into  her  mutiny. 
Rash  and  nndutiful ; 
Past  all  dishonor, 
Death  has  left  on  her 
Only  the  beautifuL 

Still,  for  all  slips  of  hers, 
One  of  Eve's  family. 
Wipe  those  poor  lips  of  hers. 
Oozing  so  clammily. 

Loop  up  her  tresses 
Escapea  from  the  conib, 
Her  fair  auburn  trusses. 
Whilst  wonderment  guesses 
Where  was  her  home  ? 

Who  was  her  father  t 
Who  was  her  mother! 
Had  she  a  sister  ? 
Had  she  a  brother  ? 
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Or  was  there  a  dearer  one 
Stilly  and  a  nearer  one 
Yet,  than  all  other  f 

Alas  I  for  the  rarity 
Of  Christian  charity 
Under  the  sun  I 
O,  it  was  pitiful  I 
Near  a  whole  city  foil, 
Home  she  had  none. 

Sisterl^^  brotherly, 
Fatherly,  motherly 
FeeUnss  had  chanjeed ; 
Lore,  by  harsh  eyidenoe, 
Thrown  from  its  eminenoe; 
Eren  God^s  providence 
Seeming  estranged. 

Where  the  lamps  qniver 
So  far  in  the  river, 
With  many  a  light 
fVom  window  and  casementy 
From  garret  to  basement. 
She  stood,  with  amazement^ 
Houseless  bynig^i 

The  bleak  wmd  of  March 
Made  her  tremble  and  shiver : 
But  not  the  dark  arch. 
Or  the  black  flowing  river ; 
Mad  £rom  lifers  history, 
Glad  to  death^s  mystery. 
Swift  to  be  hurled — 
Anywhere,  anywhere 
Out  of  the  world  I 

In  she  plunged  boldly, 
Ko  matter  how  coldly  . 
The  rough  river  ran — 
Over  the  brink  of  it  1 
Picture  it — ^think  of  it  I 
Dissolute  man  I 
Lave  in  it,  drink  of  it, 
Then,  if  you  can  I 

Take  her  up  tenderly — 
Lift  her  with  care  I 
Fashioned  so  slenderly — 
Young  and  so  fair  I 

Ere  her  limbs,  frigidly. 
Stiffen  too  rigidly, 
Decently,  kindly, 
Smooth  and  compose  them ; 
And  her  eyes,  dose  them, 
Staring  so  blindly  1 

Dreadfully  staring 
Through  muddy  impurity,' 
As  when  with  the  daring 
Last  look  of  despairing 
Fixed  on  futurity. 

Perishing  gloomily. 
Spurred  by  contumely, 
Gold  inhumanity, 
Burning  insanity, 
Into  her  rest ! 


Cross  her  hands  humbly, 
Ab  if  praying  dumbly, 
Over  her  breast  I 

Owning  her  weakness, 
Her  evU  behavior, 
And  leaving,  with  meekness, 
Her  sins  to  her  Saviour. 

ThamoBBood. 

890.  DEBPOHDEVOT,  Avoid. 

Trip  lightly  over  trouble. 

Trip  lightly  over  wrong ; 
We  only  make  grief  double 

By  dwelling  on  it  long. 
Why  clasp  woe^s  hand  so  tightly  t 

Why  sigh  o^er  blossoms  dead? 
Why  ding  to  forms  unsightly  f 

Why  not  seek  joy,  instead  t 

Trip  lightly  over  sorrow ; 

Tbough  all  the  day  be  dark, 
The  sun  may  shine  to-morrow. 

And  gayly  sing  the  lark ; 
Fair  hopes  have  not  departed, 

Though  roses  may  have  fled ; 
Then  never  be  down-hearted. 

But  look  for  joy  instead. 

Trip  lightly  over  sadness, 

Stand  not  to  rail  at  doom ; 
WeVe  pearls  to  string,  of  gladness. 

On  this  side  of  the  tomb : 
While  stars  are  nightly  shininff. 

And  the  Heaven  is  overhead. 
Encourage  not  repining. 

But  look  for  joy  instead. 

691.  DESPOVBESOT,  Oun  ftr. 

Theresa  not  a  star  the  heaven  can  show, 

There*s  not  a  cottage  heai-th  below. 
But  feeds  with  solace  kind  the  willing  soul : 

Men  love  us,  or  they  need  our  love ; 

Freely  they  own,  or  heedless  prove 
The  curse  of  lawless  hearts,  the  joy  of  self- 
control. 

Then  rouse  thee  from  desponding  sleep, 
Kor  by  the  wayside  lingering  weep, 
Kor  fear  to  seek  Him  farther  in  the  wild. 
Whose  love  can  turn  earth's  worst  and 

least 
Into  a  oonqueror^s  royal  feast ; 
Thou  wilt  not  be  untrue,  thou  shalt  not  be 
b^ruilU  John  KebU. 

833.  DESFOISSNOT,  SImurd. 

{fever  go  gloomily,  man  with  a  mind ; 

Hope  is  a  better  companion  than  fear ; 
Providence,  ever  benignant  and  kind, 
Gives  with  a  smile  what  you  take  with  a 
tear. 

AU  will  be  ri^ht. 
Look  tothebght: 
Morning  was  ever  the  daughter  of  night : 
All  that  was  black  wiU  be  all  that  is  Drigfat, 
Cheerily,  cheerily,  then,  cheer  up. 

Many  a  foe  is  a  friend  in  disguise, 
Ibny  a  trouble  a  blessing  most  tme^ 
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Helping  the  heart  to  be  happy  and  vise, 
With  love  ever  precious,  and  joys  ever 
new. 

Stand  in  the  ran. 

Strive  like  a  man ; 

This  is  the  brayest  and  deverest  plan ; 

Tixiating  in  God  while  yon  do  what  yon  can. 

Cheerily,  cheerily,  then,  cheer  np. 

M..F.  Tapper. 

998.  DEBPOHBEHOT,  Ezoroiiiag. 

Oh  i  never  wear  a  brow  of  care,  or  frown 
with  raef ul  gravity, 
For  wit's  the  clSd  of  wisdom^  and  good 
hnmor  is  the  twin ; 
No  need  to  play  the  Pharisee,  or  groan  at 
man's  depravity, 
Let  one  man  be  a  good  man,  and  let  all  be 
^r  within. 
Speak  flober  truths  with  smiling  lips ;  the 
bitter  wrap  in  sweetness — 
Sound  sense  in  seeming  nonsense,  as  the 
grain  is  hid  in  chaff  : 
And  fear  not  that  the  lesson  e^er  may  seem 
to  lack  completeness— 
A  man  may  say  a  wise  thing,  though  he 
say  it  with  a  laugh. 

*' A  soft  word  oft  turns  wrath  aside  *'  (so  says 
the  great  instructor), 
A  smile  disanns  resentment,  and  a  jest 
drives  gloom  away ; 
A  dieerful  laugh  to  anger  is  a  magical  con- 
ductor. 
The  deadly  flash  averting,  quickly  chang- 
ing night  to  day. 
Then  is  not  he  the  wisest  man  who  lids  his 
brow  of  wrinkles, 
Who  beiurs  his  load  with  merry  heart,  and 
lightens  it  by  half — 
Whose  pleasant  tones  ring  in  the  ear,  as 
mirthfnl  music  tinkles. 
And  whose  words  are  true  and  telling, 
though  they  echo  in  a  laugh  t 

So  temper  life's  work — ^weariness  with  timely 
relaxation ; 
Host  witless  wight  of  all  is  he  who  never 
plays  the  fool; 
The  h^irt  grows  gray  before  the  head,  when 
sunk  in  sad  prostration ; 
Bb  winter  knows  no  Christmas,  with  its 
glowing  log  of  Yule. 
Why  weep,  funt-hearted  and  forlorn,  when 
evil  comes  to  try  us  ? 
Hie  fount  of  hope  wells  ever  nigb— 'twill 
cheer  us  if  we  quaff; 
And,  when  the  gloomy  phantom  of  despond- 
ency stands  by  us, 
Let  us,  m  calm  defifuice,.  exorcise  it  with  a 
laugh! 

BESPOHBEVOT,  Bill  oft 

It  is  a  weary  hill 
Of  moving  sand  that  still 
Shifts,  struggle  as  we  will, 
Beneath  our  tread : 
Of  those  who  went  bef ore^ 


And  tracked  the  desert  o'er. 
The  footmarks  are  no  more^ 
But  gone  and  fled. 

I  gaze  on  that  bright  band. 
Who  on  the  summit  stand. 
To  order  and  command. 

Like  stars  on  high : 
Tet  with  despairing  pace 
Hy  way  I  could  retrace. 
Or  on  this  desert  place 

Sink  down  and  die. 

As  we  who  toil  and  weep, 
And  with  our  weeping  steep 
The  path  o'er  which  we  creep, 

They  had  not  striven ; 
Hiey  must  have  taken  flight 
To  that  serenest  height, 
And  won  it  by  the  might 

Of  wings  from  heaven. 
Biehard  Cheneoias  Trench, 

9M.  BS8?0BB£HCT,  Light  in. 

When  the  sky  is  blade  and  lowering,  when 

thy  path  in  life  is  drear. 
Upward  lift  thy  steadfast  glances,  'mid  the 

maze  of  sorrow  here. 
From  the  beaming  Fount  of  gladness  shall 

descend  a  radiance  bright ; 
And  the  grave  shall  be  a  ^u*den,  and  the 

hours  of  darkness  light. 
For  the  Lord  will  hear  and  answer  when  in 

faith  His  people  pray ; 
Whatsoe'er  He  hath  appointed  shall  but  work 

thee  good  alway. 
E'en  thy  very  hairs  are  numbered,  God  com- 
mands when  one  shall  fall ; 
And  the  Lord  is  with  His  people,  helping 

each  and  blessing  all. 

Martin  Luther, 

§M*  BESFOroEIOT,  TUlflsophjaf; 

But   as   it   sometimes   chanceth,  from  the 
might 
Of  joy  in  minds  that  can  no  further  go. 
As  lugh  as  we  have  mounted  in  delight 
In  our  dejection  do  we  sink  as  low ; 
To  me  that  morning  did  it  happen  so ; 
And  fears  and  fancies  thick  upon  me  came ; 
Dim  sadness,  and  blind  thoughts,  I  knew  not, 
nor  could  name. 

I  thought  of  Chatterton,  the  marvellous  boy. 
The  sleepless  soul  that  perished   in  his 
pride ; 
Of  him  who  walked  in  gloiy  and  in  joy. 
Following  his  plough,  along  the  mountain 

side: 
By  our  own  spirits  we  are  deified : 
We  poets  in  our  youth  begin  in  gladness ; 
But  thereof  come  in  the  end  despondency  and 
madness.  William  Wordewerih. 

897.  BE8P0XBEH07,  Prayer  la. 

Bear  Thou  my  burden,  Thou  who  bear'st  my 
sin. 
Both  are  too  heavy.  Lord,  for  me  to  bear ; 
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Oh,  take  them,  call  them  Thine ;  yes,  Thine, 
though  mine ; 
And  give  me  calm  repose  in  honrs  of  fear 
and  care. 

Let  me  not  fret  because  of  evil  men ; 

Smooth  Thou  each  angry  ripple  of  my  soul. 
Reviled,  oh,  let  me  not  reyilo  again, 

And  ever  let  Thy  hand  my  rising  warmth 
controL 

Let  not  my  peace  be  broken  whenihe  wrong 
Conquers  the  right ;  but  let  me  still  wait 
on; 
The  day  of  right  is  coming,  late,  but  long, — 
Long  right  beneath  the  sway  of  the  all- 
righteous  One. 

When  truth  is  overborne  and  error  reigns, 
When  clamor  lords  it  over  patient  love, 
Give  the  brave  calmness  which  from  wrath 
refrains. 
Yet  from  the  steadfiist  course  declines  one 
foot  to  move. 

When  love  no  refuge  finds  but  silent  faith. 
When  meekness  fain  would  hide  its  heavy 
head. 
When  trustful  truth,  shunning  the  words  of 
wrath. 
Waits  for  the  day  of  right,  so  long,  so  long 
delayed ; 

Beneath  the  load  of  crosses  and  of  cares ; 
Of  thwarted  plans,  of  rude  and  spiteful 
words; 
Oh,  bear  me  up,  when  this  weak  flesh  de- 
spairs, 
And  the  one  ann  which  faith  can  lean  on 
is  the  Lord's.  Mfratius  Bonar. 

8  W.  DE8P0VDEV0T,  Triumph  om^ 

And  may  I  still  get  there  ? 

Still  reach  that  heavenly  shore  ? 
That  land  forever  fair, 

Where  sorrow  reigns  no  more  ? 
Shall  I,  imworthy  I, 

To  fear  and  doubting  given, 
Mount  up  at  last  and  fly 

On  angers  wings  to  heaven* 

Hy  soul  has  been  a  prey 

To  guilt  and  dark  despair ; 
Can  wd,  I  used  to  say. 

Hear  such  a  sinner^s  prayer  t 
Or  must  I  groan  and  weep. 

Unheard  by  Him  on  high. 
And  sink  to  torments  deep, 

Forever  there  to  die  ? 

How  often  have  I  feared 

I  ne'er  should  see  bright  heaven, 
But  when  the  Lord  appenir'd 

Should  from  His  face  be  driven ; 
Should  from  the  holy  part, 

Should  bid  my  friends  farewell. 
And  seek,  with  quivering  heart, 

My  fitting  home  in  heU. 

Hail,  love  divine  and  pure^ 
HaU,  mercy  from  the  skiest 


My  hopes  are  now  secure, 
Upborne  by  faith  I  rise : 
I  part  with  earth  and  sin. 

And  shout  the  dangers  past ; 
My  Saviour  takes  me  in, 
And  I  am  His  at  last 

WiUiam  Euntsr* 
8M*  DBBTOTT,  Hiaa  4t 

The  king  was  on  his  throne,   the  satraps 

tlm>nged  the  hall : 
A  thousand  bright  lamps  shone  o'er  that  hi^ 

festival 
A  thousand  cups  of  gold,  in  Judah  deemed 

divine; 
Jehovah's  vessels  hold  the  godless  heathen's 

wine! 
In  that  same  hour  and  hall,  the  fingers  of  a 

hand 
Came  forth  acainst  the  wall,  and  wrote  as  if 

on  sand; 
The  fingers  of  a  man,  a  solitary  hand. 
Along  we  letters  ran  and  traced  them  like  a 

wand. 
The  monarch  saw  and  shook,  and  bade  no 

more  rejoice; 
AH  bloodless  waxed  his  look,  and  tremulous 

his  voice : 
'*  Let  the  men  of  lore  appear,  tiie  wisest  of 

the  earth. 
And  expound  the  words  of  fear  whidi  mar 

our  royal  mirth."  Lord  Byron, 

630*  BESTinT,  Houuul 

Whate'er  man's  destiny  may  be, 
His  mind  is  changed  accordingly : 
With  it  his  heart  m  union  blends. 
And  thus  come  God's  appointed  ends. 
Oriental,  tr.  oy  W,  R,  Alger, 

§31*  BESTKUOnOV,  BrMia  o& 

I  had  a  dream.    A  narrow  bridge-way  led 
Across  a  mighty  gulf,  in  whose  deep  bosom, 
Down,  down  a  fnghtful  depth,  on  pointed 

rocks. 
The  mangled  carcasses  of  men  were  strewed 
Li.one  promiscuous  ruin.    Death  sat  there 
On  his  dark  throne,  'mid  one  vast  sea  of 
blood! 
Ilook'd — andlol  millions  of  moving  men 
Pressed  madly  on  the  space  which  none  could 

tread 
In  safety  without  care — ^thousands  and  thou- 
sands fell 
Each  moment  in  th'  abyss  through  heedless- 
ness. 
To  rise  no  more  forever !     Still  there  came 
Thousands  and  thousands  more — and  marked 

the  fall 
Of  friends  and  dear  companions,  and  e'en 

wept, 
But  took  no  better  heed,  and  fell  themsdlTes 
In  the  same  ruin.     Some  who  came  were 

blind. 
And  some  were  maimed,  and  &int,  and  tot- 
tering; 
And  some  seem'd  urged  by  very  madness 
on: 
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And  jet  ^twas  said  that  all  were  roHaiud 
Ctalaien.    of  earth — and  joomeying  to  the 

clime 
Of  doudleBB  skies  and  peacefol  scenes,  be- 
yond 
Tliat  gnlf  ,  o*er  whidi  there  was  but  this  one 
passage. 
I  look*d  again— and  saw  that  there  were 
those 
Amid  the  crowd  who  pointed  oat  the  danger, 
And  warned  and  warned  their  fellows  to  be- 
ware, 
Offered  to  lead  the  blind,  assist  the  maimed, 
And  strove  to  win  e'en  madness  back  to  rea- 
son. 
Bat  these  were  hissed  at,  shanned,  despised 

as  men 
Qf  little  wisdom,  or  ignoble  soals ; 
Tet  these  went  caatioos  on,  and  all  escaped 
The  certain  fate  of  their  despisers. 
I  woke — ^it  was  a  dream.     But   I  have 
thought, 
Oft  thought,  how  like  this  scene  is  that  we 

see 
Daily  around,  in  this  our  pilgrimage — 
How  the  world  runs  to  ruin,  all  are  bound 
0*er  the  strait  way  that  leads  to  happy  climes 
Beyond  the  shores  of  time.     Yet  who  can 

count 
The  countless  millions  of  immortal  souls 
Which  perish — ^fall,  forever,  in  the  abyss 
Of  endless  death,  even  through  very  folly, 
In  wending  o*er  the  narrow  bridge  of  life  I 

M9.  DETEOnOB,  Ths  ffiaser'i. 

The  yery  elements,  though  each  be  meant 
The  minister  of  man,  to  servo  his  wants, 
Conspire  against  him.    With  his  breath  he 

draws 
life's  necessary  means,  but  be  must  die. 
Storms  rise  to  overwhelm  him :  or  if  stormy 

winds 
Bise  not,  the  waters  of  the  deep  shall  rise. 
And,  needing  none  assistance  of  the  storm, 
Sludi  roll  themselves  ashore,  and  reach  1dm 

there. 
The  earth  shall  shake  him  out  of  all  his 

holds. 
Or  make  his  house  his  grave :  nor  so  content, 
Shall  counterfeit  the  motions  of  the  flood. 
And  drown  him  in  her  dry  and  dusty  gulf. 

William  Ccwper, 

933»  BBTEBMnrATICnr,  nznL 

Let  come  what  will,  I  mean  to  bear  it  out, 
And  either  live  with  glorious  victory 
Or  die  with  fame,  renown'd  in  chivalry. 
He  is  not  worthy  of  the  honey-comb 
That  shuns  the  hive  because  the  bees  have 
stings.  Bhakespeare, 

DEIEBIinrATIQH,  FeniteBtiAL 

m  j^  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 
Like  mountains  round  me  close; 

I  know  His  courts,  Fll  enter  in. 
Whatever  may  oppose. 

Prostrate  Fll  lie  before  His  throne, 
And  there  my  guilt  confess ; 


m  teU  Him  Tm  a  wretch  undone  « 

Without  His  sovereign  grace. 

Perhaps  He  wiU  admit  my  plea, 
Perhaps  w;ill  hear  my  prayer ; 

But  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray. 
And  perish  only  there. 

I  can  but  perish  if  I  go — 

I  am  resolved  to  try ; 
For  if  I  stay  away,  I  know 

I  must  forever  die.  Wm.  J<me$, 

9M.  DBTBAOnOV,  Koastor  o£ 

Detraction's  a  bold  monster,  and  fears  not 
To  wound  the  fame  of  princes,  if  it  find 
But  any  blemish  in  theur  lives  to  work  on. 

P.  McLuinger. 

§M«  SETQ^  Fmy  of  ths. 

Lueifer,    I  am  he  I 
It  is  enough  to  make  the  devil  merry, 
To  think  that  men  call  on  me  momently. 
Deeming  me  ever  dungeoned  fast  in  Hell; 
Swearers  and  swaggerers  jeer  at  my  name ; 
And  oft  indeed  it  is  a  special  jest 
With  witling  gallants.    Let  me  once  appear ! 
Woe's  me  I  they  faint  and  shudder — ^pale  and 

pray;  * 

The  burning  oath  which  quivered  on  the  lip, 
Starts  back  and  sears  and  blisters  up  the 

tongue; 
Confusion  ransacks  the  abandoned  heart, 
QueUs  the  bold  blood,  and  o'er  the  vaulted 

brow 
Slips   the   white   woman-hand.     To   judg- 
ment, ho  I 
The  pivot  of  the  earth  seems  snapped ; 
And  down  they  drop  like  ruins  to  repient. 
Such  be  the  bravery  of  mighty  man ! 

PhUip  Jamu  Ba/iUiff. 

887«  DEVILi  Origin  of  tho. 

Th^  infernal  serpent ;  he  it  was,  whose  guile, 
Stirr'd  up  with  envy  and  revenge,  deceived 
The  mother  of  mankind,  what  time  his  pride 
Had  cast  him  out  of  Heaven,  with  idl  his  host 
Of  rebel  angels :  by  whose  aid,  aspiring 
To  set  himself  in  glory,  above  his  peen^ 
He  trusted  to  have  equalled  the  Most  High, 
If  he  opposed ;  and,  with  ambitious  aim 
Against  the  throne  and  monarchy  of  €k>d, 
Rais'd  impious  war  in  heav'n,  and  battle 

proud. 
With  vain  attempt    Him  the  almighty  power 
HurVd  headlong  flaming  from  th*  ethereal  sky, 
With  hideous  ruin  and  combustion,  down 
To  bottomless  perdition,  there  to  dwell 
In  adamantine  chains  and  penal  fire. 
Who  durst  defy  th*  Omnipotent  to  arms. 
Nine  times  the  space  that  measures  day  and 

night 
To  mortal  men,  he  with  his  horrid  crew 
Lay  vanquished,  rolling  in  the  flery  gulf. 
Confounded,  though  immortal ;  but  his  doom 
Beserv'd  him  to  more  wrath;   for  now  the 

thought 
Both  of  lost  happiness,  and  lasting  pain, 
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Torments  him ;  round  he  throws  his  baleful 

eyes, 
That  witnessed  huge  affliction  and  dismay, 
Mix'd  with  obdurate  pride  and  steadfast  hate : 
At  once,  -as  far  as  angeVs  ken,  he  views 
The  dismal  situation  waste  and  wild ; 
A  dungeon  horrible  on  all  sides  round, 
As  one  great  fomaoe  flamed ;  yet  from  those 

flames 
No  light,  but  rather  darkness  visible 
Served  only  to  discover  sights  of  woe, 
Regions  of  sorrow,  doleful  shades,  where 

peace 
And  rest  can  never  dwell,  hope  never  comes 
That  comes  to  all ;  but  torture  without  end 
Still  urges,  and  a  fiery  deluge,  fed 
With  ever-burning  sulphur  unconsum^d : 
Such  place  eternal  justice  had  prepared 
For  those  rebellious ;  here  their  pris'n  ordained 
In  utter  darkness,  and  their  portion  set 
As  far  removed  from  God  ana  light  of  heaven, 
As  from  the  centre  thrice  to  th*  utmost  pole. 
O  how  unlike  the  place  from  whence  they  fell  I 
There  the  companions  of  liis  fall,  overwhelmed 
With  floods  and  whirlwinds  of  tempestuous 

fire.  John  MiUon, 

8M«  BEVH;  Walk  «f  tin. 

From  his  brimstone  bed,  at  break  of  day, 

The  devil^s  a  walking  gone ; 
To  visit  his  snug  little  farm  of  the  earth, 

And  see  how  his  stock  goes  on. 
And  over  the  hiU  and  over  the  dide 

He  rambled,  and  over  the  plain ; 
And  backward  and  forward  he  switched  his 
long  tail 

As  a  gentleman  switches  his  cane. 

'  *  And  pray,  now,  how  was  the  devil  dressed  t " 

Oh,  he  was  in  his  Sunday's  best ; 
His  coat  it  was  red,  and  his  breeches  were 
blue, 
With  a  hole  behind,  which  his  tail  went 
thro'. 
He  saw  a  lawyer  killing  a  viper. 

On  a  dunghill  by  his  own  stable ; 
And  the  devil  he  smil'd,  for  it  put  him  in 
mind, 
Of  Cain  and  his  brother  AbeL 

He  saw  an  apothecary  on  a  white  horse, 

Itide  by  on  his  vocation ; 
And  again  he  smiPd,  for  it  put  him  in  mind, 

Of  Death  in  the  Revelation. 
He  went  into  a  rich  bookseller's  shop. 

Says  he,  we  are  both  of  one  ooll^^ 
For  I  myself  sat,  like  a  cormorant,  once, 

Hard  by  the  tree  of  knowledge. 

Bamud  Taylor  Coleridge, 

8W.  ]ffi?n4  Oodliok  with. 
Hark,  how  the  watchmen  cry ! 

Attend  the  trumpet's  sound ; 
Stand  to  your  arms  t  the  foe  is  idgh ; 

The  powers  of  hell  surround. 
Who  bow  to  Christ's  command. 

Tour  arms  and  hearts  prepare ; 
The  day  of  battle  is  at  hand, — 

Qo  forth  to  glorious  war. 


See  on  the  mountain  top 

The  standard  of  vour  Qod; 
In  Jesus'  name  'tis  lifted  up. 

All  stain'd  with  hallow'a  blood. 
His  standard-bearer  I 

To  all  the  nations  call  : 
Let  all  to  Jesus'  cross  draw  nigh. 

He  bore  the  cross  for  alL 

Go  up  with  Christ  your  Head; 

Your  Captain's  f  ootsteos  see ; 
Follow  your  Captain,  ana  be  led 

To  certain  victory. 
All  power  to  Him  is  given ; 

He  ever  reigns  the  same : 
Salvation,  happiness,  and  heaven. 

Are  all  in  Jesus'  name. 

Only  have  faith  in  God ; 

In  faith  your  foes  assail ; 
Not  wrestling  against  flesh  and  blood, 

But  all  the  powers  of  helL 
From  thrones  of  glory  driven. 

By  flaming  vengeance  hurl'd 
They  throng  the  air,  and  darken  heaven. 

And  rule  this  lower  world. 

Angels  our  march  oppose, 

Who  still  in  strength  excel, — 
Our  secret,  sworn,  eternal  foes, 

Countless,  invisible; 
With  rage  that  never  ends. 

Their  hellish  arts  they  try ; 
Legions  of  dire,  malicious  fiends, 

And  spirits  enthroned  on  high. 

On  earth  the  usnipers  reign. 

Exert  their  baneful  power ; 
O'er  the  poor  fallen  sons  of  men 

They  tyrannize  their  hour. 
But  shinll  believers  fear  t 

But  shall  believers  fly  t 
Or  see  the  bloody  cross  appear, 

And  all  their  powers  de^  t 

Jesus'  tremendous  name 

Puts  all  our  foes  to  flight : 
Jesus,  the  meek,  the  angry  Lamb, 

A  lion  is  in  fight       * 
By  all  hell's  host  withstood, 

We  all  hell's  host  o'erthrow ; 
And  conquering  them,  through  Jesua*  blood. 

We  still  to  conquer  go. 

Our  Captain  leads  us  on ; 

He  beckons  from  the  skies. 
And  reaches  out  a  starry  crown, 
>    And  bids  us  take  the  prize. 
'*  Be  faithful  unto  death ; 

Partake  my  victory ; 
And  thou  shalt  wear  this  glorious  wrea^ 

And  thou  shalt  reign  with  Me.*' 

Oharlm  Wedejf. 

§40.  nSVILB,  Vonhip  o£ 

God-like  shapes,  and  forms 
Excelling  human ;  princely  dignities, 
And  pow'rs  that  erst  in  heaven  sat  on  thrones ; 
Though  of  their  names  in  heavenly  records 
now 


J3BIVOTION'. 


jyjsrsroTTON. 
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Be  no  memorial,  blotted  out  and  raz*d, 
By  their  rebellion,  from  the  book  of  life. 
Nor  had  ttiey  yet  among  the  sons  of  Ere 
Qot  them  new  names,  till,  wandering  o^er  the 

earth, 
TliroTigh  Qod^s  high  sofTrance  for  the  trial 

of  man. 
By  falflities  and  lies,  the  greatest  part 
Of  mankind  they  cormptcd  to  f  oraake 
Qod  their  Creator,  and  th'  inyisible 
Glory  of  Him  that  made  them,  to  transfozm 
Oft  to  the  image  of  a  brute,  adorned 
With  gay  religions,  fall  of  jpomp  and  gold, 
And  c&Tils  to  adore  for  deities : 
Then  were  they  known  to  men  by  Tariotis 

names, 
And  yarions  idols  through  the  heathen  world. 
Say,  Mnsc,  their  names  then  known;  who 

first,  who  last, 
Bons'dfrom  the  slumber,  on  that  fiery  conch, 
At  their  great  emperor's  call,  as  next  in  worth 
Game  singly  where  he  stood  on  the  bare  strand, 
While  the  promiacuons  crowd  stood  yet  fdoof. 
'Hie  chief  were  those,  who,  from  the  pit  of 

hell 
Boamlng  to  seek  their  prey  on  earth,  durst 

fix 
Their  seats  long  after,  next  the  seat  of  God, 
Their  altars  by  His  altar ;  gods  ador'd 
Among  the  nations  round ;  and  durst  abide 
Jehovah  thundering  out  of  Zion,  throned 
Between  the  cherubim ;  yea,  often  placed 
Withm  His  sanctuary  itself,  their  shrines, 
Abominations ;  and  ^h  cursed  things 
Wb  holy  rites  and  solemn  feasts  profaned. 
And  with  their  darkncBS  durst  affront  His 

light.  John  MUton, 

Ml.  DEYOnOH,  AImhoo  ofl 

The  spring-tide  hour 

Brings  leaf  and  fiower 
With  songs  of  life  and  loye ; 

And  many  a  lay 

Wears  out  the  day 
In  many  a  leafy  grove. 

Bird,  flower,  and  tree 

Seem  to  agree 
Their  choicest  gifts  to  bring ; 

But  this  poor  heart 

Bears  not  its  part^ 
Li  it  there  is  no  spring. 

Dews  fall  apace, 

Tlie  dews  of  grace. 
Upon  this  soul  of  sin; 

And  love  Divine 

Delights  to  shine 
Upon  me  waste  within : 

Yet,  year  by  year, 

Fmite,  flowers,  appear, 
And  birds  their  praises  sing ; 

But  this  poor  heart 

Bears  not  its  part,    ' 
Its  winter  has  no  spring. 

Lord,  let  Thy  love. 
Fresh  from  above, 


Soft  as  the  south  wind  blow ; 

Call  forth  its  bloom, 

Wake  its  perfume, 
And  bid  its  spices  flow  I 

And  when  Thy  voice 

Makes  earth  rejoice. 
And  the  hills  laugh  and  sing, 

Lord  I  make  this  heart 

To  bear  its  part. 
And  join  the  praise  of  spring  I 

John  B.  B.  MoMdL 

849.  DETOnOV,  Ardiirt. 

Ye  quietists  in  homage  to  the  skies  f 
Serene  t  of  soft  address  1  who  mildly  make 
An  unobtrusive  tender  of  your  hearts. 
Abhorring  violence  I  who  halt,  indeed. 
But  for  the  blessing  wrestle  not  with  Heaven  t 
Think   yon   my  song   too    turbulent,    too 

warm?  • 
Are  passionsi  then,  the  Pagans  of  the  soul  f 
Reason  alone  baptized  ?  alone  ordained 
To  touch  things  sacred  ?  O  for  warmer  still  I 
Guilt  chills  my  zeal,  and  age  benumbs  my 

powers: 
O  for  an  humbler  heart  and  prouder  song  I 
Thou,  my  much  injured  theme  1   with  that 

soft  eye 
Which  melted  o'er  doomed  Salem,  deign  to 

look 
Compassion  to  the  coldness  of  my  breast, 
And  pardon  to  the  winter  in  my  strain. 
O  ye  cold-hearted,  frozen  formalists  I 
On  such  a  theme  'tis  impious  to  be  calm ; 
Passion  is  reason,  transport  temper  here. 
Shall  Heaven,  which  gave  us  araor,  and  has 

shown 
Her  own  for  man  so  strongly,  not  disdain 
The  smooth  emollients  in  theology 
Recumbent  virtue's  downy  doctors  preach. 
That  prose  of  piety,  a  lukewarm  praise  i 
Rise  odors  sweet  from  incense  uninflamed  ? 
Devotion,  when  lukewarm,  is  undevout; 
But  when  it  glows,   its  heat  is  struck  to 

heaven: 
To  human  hearts  her  golden  harps  are  strung ; 
High  Heaven's  orchestra  diants  Amen  to  man. 

Edward  Toung. 

843,  BEVOnOK,  OonsUuit. 

If  we  with  earnest  efforts  could  sucpeed 
To  make  our  life  one  long  connected  prayer. 
As  lives  of  some  perhaps  have  been  and  aie. 
If  never  leaving  Thee,  we  had  no  need 
Our  wandering  spirits  back  again  to  lead 
Into  Thy  presence^  but  continued  there, 
Idke  angels  standhig  on  the  highest  stair 
Of  the  sapphire  throne,  this  were  to  pray  in- 

deecL 
But  if  distractions  manifold  prevail 
And  if  in  this  we  must  confess  we  fidl. 
Grant  us  to  keep  at  least  a  prompt  desire, 
Continual  readiness  for  prayer  or  praise. 
An  altar  heaped  and  waiting  to  take  fire 
With  the  least  spark,  and  leap  into  a  blaze. 

Biehard  Chenevia  Trench, 
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844.  DEVoncm,  Li^t  Qt 

"Tis  night,  and  the  landscape  is  lovely  no 
more; 

I  monm,  but,  ye  woodlands,  I  moom  not  for 
you; 

For  mom  is  approaching,  your  charms  to  re- 
store. 

Perfumed  with  fresh  fragrance  and  glittering 
with  dew. 

Nor  yet  for  the  ravage  of  winter  I  mourn ; 

Kind  nature  the  embryo  blossom  will  save. 

But  when  shall  spring  visit  the  mouldering 
urn! 

Oh,  when  shall  day  dawn  on  the  night  of  the 
grave! 

'Twas  thus  by  the  glare  of  false  science  be- 

•     trayed, — 
That  leads  to  bewilder ;  and  dazzles  to  blind, 
My  thoughts  wont  to  roam,  from  shade  on- 

,  ward  to  shade, 
Destruction  before  me,  and  sorrow  behind. 
''  Oh  pity,  great  Fat)ier  of  Light ! ''  then  I 

cried, 
**  Thy  creature,  who  fain  would  wander  from 
Thee; 
.  Lo,  humbled  in  dust,  I  relinquish  my  pride : 
From  doubt  and  from  darkness  Thou  only 
canst  free." 

"And  darkness  and  doubt  are  now  flying 

away, 
No  lonffer  I  roam  in  conjecture  forlorn. 
So  brefucs  on  the  traveller,  faint  and  astray. 
The  bright  and  the  balmy  effulgence  of  mom. 
See  Trath,  Love,  and  Mercy  in  triumph  de- 
scending, 
And  nature  all  glowing  in  Eden's  first  bloom  I 
On  the  cold  cheek  of  Death  smiles  and  roses 

are  blending, 
And  beauty  immortal  awakes  from  the  tomb.  ^ 

James  Beattie. 

Mft.  DEVOnOH,  Obetrootioiitoi 

Poor  heart,  lament ; 
For  since  thy  Qod  ref  useth  still. 
There  is  some  rub,  some  discontent, 

Which  cools  His  wiU. 

Thy  Father  could 
Quickly  effect  what  thou  dost  move ; 
For  He  is  Power :  and  sure  He  would ; 

For  He  is  love. 

Gk>  search  this  thing, 
Tumble  thy  breast,  and  tum  thy  book : 
If  thou  hadst  lost  a  glove  or  ring 

Wouldst  thou  not  look  t 

What  do  I  see 
Written  above  there?    Yesterday 
I  did  behave  me  carelessly 

When  I  did  pray. 

And  should  God^s  ear 
To  such  indifference  chained  be, 
Who  do  not  their  own  motions  hear ! 

Is  Qod  less  free  ? 


Bat  stay  I  what's  there  t 
Late  when  I  would  have  something  dxano, 
1  had  a  motion  to  forbear, 

Yet  I  went  on. 

And  should  God's  ear. 
Which  needs  not  man,  be  tied  to  those 
Who  hear  Him,  but  quickly  hear 

His  utter  foes  ? 

Then  once  more  pray ; 
Down  with  thy  knees,  up  with  thy  voice : 
Seek  pardon  first,  and  God  will  say, 

Glad  heart,  rejoice. 

George  SbTbert, 

.    846.  DEYOnOH,  Ostontatloiiii 

The  immortal  gods 
Accept  the  meanest  altars  that  are  raised 
By  pure  devotion ;  and  sometimes  prefer 
An  ounoe  of  frankincense,  honey,  or  milk. 
Before  whole  hecatombs  of  Sabean  genus, 
Offered,  in  ostentation.    Philip  Masnnger, 

§47.  DEVOTIOH,  Fnytr  dl 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee  I 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseih  me. 
Still  all  my  song  shaU  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee  1 

Though  like  a  wanderer. 

The  sun  gone  down. 
Darkness  oomes  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone. 
Yet  in  my  dreams  Fd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee  I 

There  let  my  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  lliou  sendest  me 

.   In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  €k>d,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee  I 

Then  with  my  waking  thoughts, 
Bright  with  Thy  praise. 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs 
Bethel  I'll  raise ; 

So  by  my  woes  to  be 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee  I 

Or,  if  on  joyful  wing. 

Cleaving  the  sky. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  Qod,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee  I 

Sarah  Flower  Adamt, 

§4§.  DEVOnOH,  BpiritnmL- 

The  woman,  singeth  at  her  spinning-wheel 
A  pleasant  chimt,  ballad  or  oarcarolle ; 
She  thinketh  of  her  song,  upon  the  whole. 


I>BSVO'nON'. 

Far  more  than  of  the  flax ;  and  yet  the  red 
Is  fall,  and  artfully  her  fingers  feel. 
With  quick  adjustment,  proyident  control, 
Ihe  lines,  too  subtly  twisted  to  unroll. 
Out  to  a  perfect  thread.    I  hence  app«d 
To  the  dear  Christiaa  church,  that  we  may  do 
Our  Father's  business  in  these  temples  mirk. 
Thus  swift  and  steadfast;  thus  intent  and 

strong 
While,  thus,  apart  from  toil,  our  souls  pursue 
Some  high,  adm,  spheric  tune,  and  prove  our 

work 
Hie  better  for  the  sweetness  of  our  song. 

EUtdbeth  Barrett  Browning. 

Man  at  home,  within  himself,  may  find 

The  Deity  immense,  and  in  that  frame 

So  fearfully,  so  wonderfully  made. 

See  and  adore  His  proyidence  and  power. 

I  see,  and  I  adore  I  •  O  God  most  bounteous ! 

O  Infinite  of  goodness  and  of  glory  1 

The  knee  that  Thou  hast  sha^d  shall  bend 

to  Thee; 
The  tongue  which  Thou  hast  tuned  shall 

chant  Thy  praise, 
And  Thine  own  image,  the  immortal  soul, 
Shall  consecrate  herself  to  Thee  forever  I 

ChrUtopher  Smart, 

8M.  DEVOnOV,  UaiTsml. 

list  to  the  dreamy  tone  that  dwells 

In  rippling  wave  or  silent  tree ; 
Ck>,  hearken  to  the  old  church  bells, 

The  whistling  bird,  the  whizzing  bee. 
Interpret  right,  and  ye  will  find 

lis  **  power  and  glory  "  they  proclaim ; 
The  chimes,  the  creatures,  waters,  wind. 

All  publish  ''hallowed  be  Thy  name  1 " 

The  pilgrim  journeys  till  he  bleeds, 

To  gain  the  altar  of  his  sires ; 
The  hermit  pores  above  his  beads, 

Wi^  zeal  that  never  wanes  nor  tiies ; 
But  holiest  rite  or  longest  prayer, 

That  soul  can  yield  or  wisdom  frame. 
What  better  import  can  it  bear 

Than  "Fatheb  I  hallowed  be  Thy  nomel " 

The  savage  kneeling  to  the  sun, 

To  give  his  than&  or  ask  a  boon ; 
The  raptures  of  the  idiot  one 

Who  laughs  to  see  the  clear,  round  moon ; 
The  saint  wdl  taught  in  Christian  lore ; 

The  Moslem  prostrate  at  his  flame — 
All  worship,  wonder,  and  adore ; 

All  Old  in  ''hallowed  be  Thy  name  I  *' 

Whate'er  may  be  man's  faith  or  creed. 

Those  precious  words  comprise  it  still ; 
We  trace  them  on  the  bloomy  mead. 

We  hear  them  in  the  flowing  rilL 
One  chorus  hails  the  Great  Supreme ; 

Each  varied  breathing  teUs  the  same. 
The  strains  may  differ;  but  the  thams 

Ibi  "FathbbI  hallowed  be  Thy  name  I '' 

Hlka  Cook. 
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Ml.  DiaHITT,  Boite  o£ 
Great  honors  are  great  burdens ;  but  on  whom 
They're  cast  wi&  envy,  he  doth  be«ur  two 

loads; 
His  cares  must  still  be  double  to  his  joys. 
In  any  digpiity ;  where,  if  he  err. 
He  finds  no  pardon ;  and  for  doing  well, 
A  most  small  praise,  and  that  wrung  out  by 
force.  Ben  Jomon. 

M9.  DiaHITT,  Bdlef  from. 

Wolaey,    1  know  myself  now,  and  I  feel 

within  me 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities, 
A  still  and  quiet  conscience.    The  king  has 

cur'dme — 
I  humbly  thank  his  grace;  and  from  these 

shoulders, 
These  ruin*d  pillars,  out  of  pity  ta'en, 
A  load  would  sink  a  navy,  too  much  honor. 
Oh,  'tis  a  burden,  Cromwell,  'tis  a  burden. 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heaven  I 

Shakeepeare^ 

§58.  DISAFFOIHTMEHTy  Benett  o£ 

Trouble,  and  loss,  and  grief  and  pain. 
Have  crowded  all  my  forty  years ; 

I  never  could  my  wish  obtain. 
And  own  at  last  with  joyful  tears, 

The  man  whom  God  delights  to  bless 

He  never  curses  with  success. 

How  oft  didst  Thou  my  soul  withhold. 
And  baffle  my  pursuit  of  fame. 

And  mortify  my  lust  of  g^ld. 
And  blast  me  in  my  surest  aim. 

Withdraw  my  animal  delight. 

And  starve  my  grovelling  appetite  I 

Thy  goodness,  obstinate  to  save. 
Hath  all  my  airy  schemes  o'erthrown ; 

My  will  Thou  would'st  not  let  me  have ; 
With  blushing  thankfulness  I  own 

I  envied  oft  the  swine  their  meat. 

But  could  not  gain  the  husks  to  eat. 

Thou  wouldst  not  let  Thy  captive  go. 
Or  leave  me  to  my  carnal  will ; 

Thy  Love  forbade  my  rest  below : 
Thy  patient  Love  pursued  mo  still. 

And  forced  me  from  my  sm  to  part, 

And  tore  the  idol  from  my  heart. 

Joy  of  mine  eyes,  and  more  beloved 
(Forgive  me,  gracious  Gk>d !)  than  Thee, 

Thy  Buaden  stroke  far  off  removed 
And  stopt  my  vile  idolatry, 

And  drove  mo  from  the  idol's  shrine, 

And  cast  me  at  the  feet  divine. 

But  can  I  now  the  loss  lament, 
Or  murmur  at  Thy  friendly  blow  ? 

Thy  friendly  blow  my  spirit  hath  rent 
From  every  seeming  good  below : 

Thrice  happy  loss,  which  makes  me  see 

My  happiness  is  all  in  Thee ! 

How  shall  I  bless  Thy  thwarting  Love^ 
So  near  in  my  temptation's  hour  ? 
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It  flew  my  rain  to  remove, 

It  snatched  me  from  my  nature's  power, 
Broke  off  my  grasp  of  creature  good, 
And  plunged  me  in  the  atoning  Blood. 

Bee,  then  at  last  I  all  resign, 
I  yidd  me  up  Thy  lawral  prey; 

Take  this  poor  long-sought  soul  of  mine, 
And  bear  me  in  Thine  arms  away. 

Whence  I  may  never  more  remove, 

Secure  in  Thy  eternal  Love. 

CharlM  Wesley. 

M4«  BI8AFF0INTXEIT,  BU^^t  ofi 

Disappointment  rather  seemed 
Negative  of  delight.    It  was  a  thing 
Sluggish  and  torpid,  tending  toward  death. 
Its  Dreath  was  cold,  and  made  the  sportive 

blood 
Stagnant,  and  dull,  and  heavy  round  the 

wheels 
Of  life;  the  roots  of  that  whereon  it  blew  • 
Decayed,  and  w)th  the  genial  soil  no  more 
Held  sympathy;    the  leaves,  the  branches 

drooped, 
And  mouldered  slowly  down   to  formless 

dust  Bcibert  BfUoh. 

9M«  DISAFFOnmCEHT,  Oonps&Mtioa  oft 

Kay  'tis  not  that  we  fancied  it, 

This  magic  world  of  ours ; 
We  thought  its  skies  were  only  blue, 

Its  fields  all  sun  and  flowers. 

Its  streams  all  summer-bright  and  glad, 

Its  seas  all  smiles  and  calms. 
Its  path,  from  youth  to  age,  one  long 

Green  avenue  of  palms. 

But  clouds  came  up,  with  gloom  and  shade 

Our  sky  was  overcast, 
The  hot  mist  threw  its  blight  around, 

Sunshine  and  flowers  went  past 

Hopes  perished  that  had  hung  like  wreaths 

Around  youth's  buoyant  brow. 
And  joys,  like  withered  autumn  leaves, 

Dropped  from  the  shaken  bough* 

Tet  from  these  clouds  comes  forth  the  light, — 

Light  beaming  from  on  high ; 
And  from  these  faded  flowers  spring  up 

The  flowers  that  cannot  die. 

Far  fairer  is  the  land  we  seek, 

A  land  without  a  tomb. 
An  everlasting  resting-place, 

A  sure  and  quiet  home. 

Far  sunnier  than  the  hills  of  time 

Are  its  eternal  hills ; 
Far  fresher  than  the  rills  of  earth 

Are  its  eternal  tlUs. 

No  blight  can  fall  upon  its  flowers. 

No  darkness  fill  its  air. 
It  has  a  day  forever  bright. 

For  Christ,  its  sun,  is  there. 

O  Sun  of  love  and  peace,  arise 
Thy  light  upon  us  beam ; 


Fur  all  this  life  is  but  a  sleep,  < 
And  all  this  world  a  drMm. 

BoraHus  Bafior, 

8M.  DIBAFFOnmCBIT,  Eipeot 

"Ha  ever  thus — ^'tis  ever  thus;  when  Hope 

has  built  a  bower. 
Like  that  of  Eden,  wreathed  about  with  every 

thornless  flower. 
To  dwell  therein  securely,  the  sdf-decdver'a 

trust, 
A  whirlwind  from  the  desert  comes,  and  **  all 

is  in  the  dust" 

"Hs  ever  thus— 'tis  ever  thus,  that,  when  the 

poor  heart  dings, 
With  all  its  finest  tendrils,  with  all  its  flexile 

rings, 
That  goodly  thing  it  deaveth  to,  so  fondly  and 

fast. 
Is  struck  to  earth  by  lightning,  or  shattered 

by  the  blast 

'Tis  ever  thus — ^'tis  ever  thus,  with  beams  of 
mortal  bliss. 

With  looks  too  bright  and  beautiful  for  such 
a  world  as  this : 

One  moment  round  about  us  their  angel  light- 
ning play; 

Then  down  the  vale  of  darkness  dropsi  and 
all  has  passed  away. 

r 

"Us  ever  thus— 'tis  ever  thus,  with  sounds  too 

sweet  for  earth. 
Seraphic    sounds,   that   float   away,    borne 

heavenward  in  their  birth : 
The  golden  shell  is  broken,  the  silver  chord 

is  mute. 
The  sweet  bells  are  all  mlent,  and  hushed  the 

lovely  lute. 

'Tis  ever  thus— 'tis  ever  thus,  with  all  that's 

best  below: 
The  dearest,  noblest,  loveliest,  are  always  the 

first  to  go; 
The  bird  that  sings  the  sweetest;   the  vine 

that  crowns  the  rock ; 
The  glory  of  the  garden ;  *<  the  flower  of  the 

flock." 

"Us  ever  thus— 'tis  ever  thus,  with  creatures 

heavenly  fair, 
Too  finely  framed  to  'bide  the  brunt  more 

earthly  natures  bear: 
A  little  while  they  dwell  with  u^  bleased 

ministers  of  love; 
Then  spread  the  wings  we  had  not  seen,  and 

seek  their  home  above. 

857.  DIBAFFOIHTMEIT,  Q«nemL 

How  sweet  the  days  we  yearn  for, — tUl  fol- 
filled: 
O  distant  Paradise, 

Dear  Land  to  which  Desire  forever  flees; 

Time  doth  no  present  to  our  grasp  allow, 
8i^  in  the  flxed  Eternal  shall  we  scnae 
At  last  the  fleeting  Now  t 
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Dmm  not  of  days  to  come— of  that  Unknoini 
Whither  Hope  wandera— 4nue  without  a 
dew; 
Giye  their  true  witchery  to  the  flowers, — ^thine 
own 
Touth^  in  th^  yoath  renew. 

Ararioe,  remember  when  the  cowslip's  gold 
Lured  and  yet  lost  its  glitter  in  thy  grasp. 
Do  thy  hoards  glad  thee  more  than  those  of 
old! 

I%a9e  withered  in  thy  clasp. 

Tmm  theu  thy  dasp  falla  palsied.    It  was 
then 
Thact  thou  wert  ridi — thy  ooffers  are  a  lie; 
Alas,  poor  fool,  Joy  is  the  wealth  of  men, 
And  Care  liidr  penury.' 

Come,  foiled  Ambition,  what  hast  thou  de- 
sired? 
Empire  and  power  ?    O  wanderer,  tempest- 
tost! 
lliese  once  were  thine,  when  life's  gay  Bjpting 
inroired 
Thy  soul  with  glories  lost. 

Sir  Edward  Bidtoer  Lyttan, 

M8«  DIBAFPOIHTICEIT,  Lore'a 
"How  sweetly,"  said  the  tremblmg  maid, 
Of  her  own  gentle  voice  afraid, 
80  long  had  they  in  silence  stood. 
Looking  upon  that  moonlight  flood : 
"  How  sweetly  does  the  moonbeam  smile 
To-night  upon  yon  leafy  isle  I 
Oft  in  my  fancy^s  wanderings, 
Pve  wished  that  little  isle  had  wings, 
And  we  within  its  fairy  bowers, 

Were  wafted  off  to  seas  unknown, 
Where  not  a  pulse  should  beat  but  ours^ 

And  we  might  live,  love,  die  alone  t 
Far  from  the  cruel  and  the  cold, — 

Where  the  bright  eyes  of  angels  only 
Should  come  around  us  to  behold 

A  paradise  so  pure  and  londy  1 
Would  this  be  world  enough  for  thee  t " 
Playful  she  turned,  that  he  might  see 

The  passing  smile  her  cheek  put  on ; 
But  when  she  marked  how  mournfully 

His  eyes  met  hers,  that  smile  was  gone ; 
And  bursting  into  heartfelt  tears, 
"Yea,  yes,"  she  cried,  "my  hourly  fears, 
Ky  dreama,  have  boded  all  too  right ; 
We  part — ^forever  part — ^to-night  1 
I  knew,  I  knew  it  could  not  last ; 
Twas  bright,  'twas  heav^y,  but  'tis  past  I 
0,  ever  thus,  from  childhood's  hour, 

Fve  seen  my  fondest  hopes  decay ; 
I  never  loved  a  tree  or  flower 

But  'twas  the  first  to  fade  away. 
I  never  nursed  a  dear  gazelle. 

To  glad  mo  with  its  soft  blade  ^e. 
But  when  it  came  to  know  me  well. 

And  love  me,  it  was  sure  to  die ! 
Now,  too,  the  joy  most  like  divine 

Of  all  I  ever  dreamt  or  knew. 
To  see  thee,  hear  thee,  call  thee  mine, 

0  misery  I  must  I  lose  that  too  ? " 

I%oma$  Moore. 


8M.  DI8A?PQIIT]ISIT,  Xbokoy  oC 

Impelled  with  steps  unceasins  to  pursue 
Some  fleeting  good,  that  mocks  me  with  the 
view,  [skie^ 

That,  like  the  drde  bounding  earth  ana 
Allures  from  far,  yet,  as  I  follow,  flies. 

diter  Goldsmith. 

SM.  DI8AFP0IIT1CEHT,  Xoral  ot 

Come,  Disappointment,  comet 

Not  in  thy  terrors  clad : 
Come  in  thy  meekest,  saddest  guise ; 
Thy  chastening  rod  but  terrifies 
The  restless  and  the  bad* 
But  I  recline 
Beneath  thy  shrine. 
And  round  my  brow  resigned  thy  peaceful 
cypress  twine. 

Come,  Disappointment,  come  1 

Though  firom  Hope's  summit  hurled, 
Still,  rigid  nurse,  thou  art  forgiven, 
For  Ihou  severe  wert  sent  from  heaven 
To  wean  me  from  the  world ; 
To  turn  my  eye 
From  vanity, 
And  point  to  scenes  of  bliss  that  never,  never 
die. 

What  is  this  passing  scene  t 

A  peeviah  April  ouy  I 
A  little  sun — a  little  rain. 
And  tiien  night  sweeps  along  the  plain, 
And  all  things  fade  away 
Man  (soon  discussed) 
Yields  up  his  trust, 
And  all  his  hopes  and  fears  lie  with  him  in 
the  dust 

llien  since  this  world  is  vain. 

And  volatile,  and  fleet. 
Why  should  I  lay  up  earthly  joys. 
Where  rust  corrupts  and  moth  destroys. 
And  cares  and  sorrows  eat  ? 
Why  fly  from  iU 
With  anxious  skill, 
When  soon  this  hand  will  freeze,  this  throb- 
bing heart  be  stilL 

Henry  Kirhe  White, 

Ml*  BISAPFOIHTMEHT,  BeTere. 

Like  one,  who  doomed  o'er  distant  seas 

His  weary  path  to  measure, 
When  home,  at  length,  with  fav'ring  breeze, 

He  brings  the  far-sought  treasure ; 
His  ship,  in  sight  of  shore,  goes  down. 

That  shore  to  which  he  hasted. 
And  all  the  wealth  he  thought  his  own 

Is  o'er  the  waters  wasted. 

like  him,  this  heart,  through  many  a  track 

Of  toil  and  sorrow  straying, 
One  hope  alone,  brought  fondly  back 

Its  toil  and  grief  repaying. 
Like  him,  alas  I  I  see  that  ray 

Ot  hope  before  me  perish, 
And  one  dark  minute  sweep  away 

What  took  whole  years  to  dierish. 
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M9,  DIEUlFFOnmEBIT,  UniTarwL 

Tniflt  not  these  seas  a^^ain, 
Tho*  smooth  and  fair ; 

Trust  not  these  waves  agam. 
Shipwreck  is  there. 

Trust  not  these  stars  again, 

Tho*  bright  and  fair ; 
Trust  not  these  skies  again, 

Tempest  is  there. 

Trust  not  that  breeze  again, 

Qentle  and  fair ; 
IVnst  not  these  clouds  agun, 

Lightning  is  there. 

Trust  not  that  isle  again. 
Flower-crowned  and  fair; 

Trust  not  its  rocks  again. 
Earthquake  is  there. 

Trust  not  these  flowers  again, 

Fragrant  and  fair ; 
Trust  not  that  rose  again. 

Blighting  is  there. 

Trust  not  that  earth  again. 

Verdant  and  fair ; 
Trust  not  its  fields  again,  ' 

Winter  is  there. 

Trust  not  these  hopes  again. 

Sunny  and  fair; 
Trust  not  that  smile  again. 

Peril  is  there. 

Trust  not  this  world  again, 

Smiling  and  fair ; 
Trust  not  its  sweets  again, 

Wonnwood  is  there. 

Trust  not  its  love  again. 

Sparkling  and  fair ; 
Trust  not  its  joy  again. 

Sorrow  is  there. 

Horatiui  Btmar. 

MS.  DIBAFPOIRlEBITi  Weu  ot 

Yet  disappointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  man^s  day  mixture  undergoes. 
Our  least  of  sorrows  are  such  as  we  weep ; 
'Tis  the  rile  daily  drop  on  drop  that  wears 
The  soul  out  (like  the  stone)  with  petty  cares. 

Lard  Byron, 

§M«  BISOIFLISE;  Boadlt  ofi 

Peace,  peace ;  it  is  not  no.    Thou  dost  mis- 
call 
Thy  physic ;  pills  that  change 
Thy  sicK  accessions  into  settled  health ; 
This  is  the  great  elixir  that  turns  gall 
To  wine  and  sweetness,  poverty  to  wealth, 
And  brings  man  home  when  he  doth  range. 
Did  not  He  who  ordained  the  day 

Ordain  night  too  ? 
And  in  the  greater  world  display 
What  in  the  lesser  He  would  do  ? 
All  flesh  is  day,  thou  knowest ;  and  but  that 
Ood 

Doth  use  His  rod, 


And  by  a  fruitful  chan^  of  .jxwt  andshowen 

Cherish  and  bmd  thy  powers, 
Tliou  would^st  to'  weeds  and  thistles  quite 
disperse, 
And  be  more  wild  than  is  thy  verse. 
Sickness  is  wholesome,  croases  are  but  corba 

To  check  the  mule,  unruly  man ; 
They  are  heaven's  husbandry,   the  famous 
fan. 
Purging  the  floor  which  chaff  disturbs. 
Were  all  the  year  one  constant  sunshine,  we 

Should  have  no  flowers ; 
All  would  be  drought  and  leanness;  not  a 
tree 
Would  make  us  bowers. 
Beauty  consists  in  colors  ;  and  that's  best 
Which  is  not  fixed,  but  flies  and  flows. 
The  settled  red  is  dull,  and  whites  that  rest 
Something  of  sickness  would  disclose. 
Yidssitude  plays  all  the  game ; 
Nothing  that  stirs. 
Or  hath  a  name. 
But  waits  ui)on  this  wheel ; 
Kingdoms  too  have  their  physic,  and  for 

steel 
Exchange  thdr  peace  and  furs. 
Thus  doth  God  key  disordered  man. 

Which  none  else  can, 
Tuning  his  breast  to  rise  and  fall; 
And  by  a  sacred,  needful  art. 
Like  strings,  stretch  ev*ry  part. 
Making  tl^  whole  most  musical. 

Henry  Vaughan, 

§65.  DISOIPLnrB,  DMdgn  o£ 

The  path  of  sorrow,  and  that  path  alone. 
Leads  to  the  land  where  sorrow  is  unknown 
No  traveller  e'er  reached  that  blest  abode. 
Who  found  not  thorns  and  briers  in  his  road. 
Worldlings   may  dance  along  the  floweiy 

plain, 
Cheer'd,  as  they  go,  by  many  a  sprightly 

strain ; 
Where  nature  has  her  mossy  velvet  spread, 
With  unshod  feet,  they  yet  securely  tread ; 
Admonished,    scorn    the    caution    and  the 

friend, 
Bent  on  all  pleasure,  heedless  of  its  end. 
But  He,  who  knew  what  human  hearts  would 

prove, 
How  slow  to  learn  the  dictates  of  His  love. 
That,  hard  by  nature,  and  of  stubborn  will, 
A  life  of  ease  would  make  them  harder  still. 
In  pity  to  the  soul  His  grace  desired 
To  rescue  from  the  ruins  of  mankind. 
Called  for  a  cloud  to  darken  all  their  years, 
And  said,  '*Gk)  spend  them  in  the  vale  of 

tears."  William  Cowper. 

86tt.  DISOIFLIHEi  Example  A 

When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view, 
And  days  are  c&rk  and  friends  are  few. 
On  Him  I  lean,  who  not  in  vain 
Experienced  every  human  pain ; 
He  sees  my  warta,  allays  my  fears, 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 
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If  anglit  Bhould  tempt  my  floul  to  stray 
From  heayenly  wisdom^s  narrow  way; 
To  fly  the  ^ood  I  would  ptirsae, 
Or  do  the  Bin  I  would  not  do ; 
Still  He,  who  f  dt  temptation^s  power, 
Shall  guard  me  in  that  dangerous  hour. 

If  wounded  lore  my  bosom  swell, 
DeoeiYed  by  those  I  prized  too  well ; 
He  shall  His  pitying  aid  bestow, 
Who  felt  on  earth  severer  woe ; 
At  once  betrayed,  denied,  or  fled, 
By  those  who  shared  His  daily  broad. 


If  yezing  tiionghts  within  me  rise, 
And,  sore  dismayed,  my  spirit  dies ; 
Still  He,  who  onco  voudisafed  to  bear 
The  sickening  angnish  of  despair. 
Shall  sweetly  soothe,  shall  gently  dry. 
The  throbbing  heart,  tho  streaming  eye. 

When  sorrowinff  o'er  some  stone  I  bend, 
Wfaidi  covers  what  was  once  a  Mend, 
And  from  his  voice,  his  hand,  his  smile. 
Divides  me  for  a  little  while ; 
Thou,  Saviour,  mark^st  the  te^rs  I  shed. 
For  Thou  did'st  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead  I 

AndOt  when  I  have  safely  passed 
llirough  every  conflict  but  the  last ; 
Still,  etui  undianging,  watch  beside 
My  painful  bed,  ror  Thou  hast  died ! 
l%en  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away  I 

Sir  Mobert  Cfrant. 

MT.  DI8GIFLIIS,  KjrtnyoC 

As  the  heart-strings  only  render 

All  their  treasure  of  sweet  sound,— 
All  their  music,  glad  or  tender, — 

firmly  struck  and  tightly  bound ; 
So  the  hearts  of  Christians  owe 

Eadk  its  deepest,  sweetest  strain 
To  the  pressure  firm  of  woe. 

And  the  tension  tight  of  pain. 
Slices  crushed,  their  pnngence  yield, 

Trodden  scents  thei^  sweets  respire ; 
Would  you  have  its  strength  revcMded, 

Cast  the  incense  in  the  fire  : 
Thus  the  crushed  and  broken  frame 

Oft  doth  sweetest  graces  yield ; 
And,  through  suffering,  toil,  and  shame, 
From  the  martyr's  keenest  flame, 

Heavenly  incense  is  distilled  \ 
Adam  of  8t.  Vtetor,  tr.  ly  Mr;  Charlet, 

M8.  DI80I?IiIIE,  FBMeia. 

Hie  world  can  neither  give  nor  take. 

Nor  can  they  comprehend 
The  peace  of  God,  which  Christ  has  bought — 

The  peace  whidi  knows  no  end. 

The  burning  bush  was  not  consumed 

Whilst  Qod  remainkl  there ; 
The  Three,  when  Jesus  made  l^e  Fourth, 

Found  fire  as  soft  as  air. 

God's  furnace  doth  in  Zion  stand ; 
But  Zion's  Qod  sits  by, 

14 


As  the  refiner  views  his  gold, 
With  an  observant  eye. 

His  thoughts  are  high,  His  love  is  wiiSi 

His  wounds  a  cure  intend ; 
And,  though  He  does  not  always  amile^ 

He  loves  unto  the  end. 

Oountmi  o/Euntinffdon  and  Jdhn  Mmotl 

S69«  mBOXFIiIIB,  ¥njn  ftr. 

In  the  still  air  music  lies  unheard ; 

In  the  rough  marble  beauty  hides'unseen ; 
To  wake  the  music  and  tho  beauty  needs 

The  master's  touch,  the  sculptor's  chisel 
keen. 

Great  Kaster!  toudi  us  with  Thy  skilful 
hand; 

Let  not  the  music  that  is  in  us  die ; 
Great  Sculptor  I  hew  and  polish  us ;  nor  let. 

Hidden  and  lost,  Thy  form  within  us  lie. 

Spare  not  the  stroke;  do  with  us  as  Thou 
wilt; 
Let  there  be  naught  unfinished,  broken, 
marred; 
Complete  Thy  purpose,  that  we  may  become 
Thy  perfect  unage,  O  our  God  and  Lord  I 

STO.  DIBOIFIJHB,  Bsfbgs  ia. 

Why  should  I  fear  the  darkest  hour,. 
Or  tremble  at  the  Tempter's  power? 
Jesus  vouchsafes  to  be  my  Tower. 

Though  hot  the  fight,  why  quit  the  field! 
Why  must  I  either  fiy  or  yield. 
Since  Jesus  is  my  mighty  Shield  f 

When  creature-comforts  fade  and  die, 
Worldlin«;s  may  weep,  but  why  should  It 
Jesus  still  lives,  and  stiU  is  nigh. 

Though  all  the  fiocks  and  herds  were  dead. 
My  soul  a  famine  need  not  dread, 
For  Jesus  is  my  living  Bread, 

I  know  not  what  may  soon  betide. 
Or  how  mv  wants  shaU  be  supplied ; 
But  Jesus  knows,  and  will  provide. 

Though  Sm  would  fill  me  with  distress^ 
The  throne  of  Grace  I  dare  address, 
For  Jesus  is  my  Righteousness. 

Though  faint  my  prayers,  and  cold  my  love, 
My  stead&st  hope  shidl  not  remove 
While  Jesus  intercedes  above, 

Against  me  earth  and  hell  combine, 

But  on  my  side  is  power  divine, 

Jesus  is  aU,  and  He  is  mine  I  John  Nmotcn, 

871.  BISOIFLIHB,  Bonlptim  o£ 

Shrink  not  from  suffering.    Each  dear  blow. 
From  which  thy  smitten  spirit  bleeds, 

Is  but  a  messenger  to  show 
The  renovation  which  it  needs. 

The  earthly  sculptor  smites  the  rock ; 
Loud  the  relentless  hammer  riiligs ; 
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And  from  the  rade,  uoshapen  block, 
At  length,  imprisoned  beauty  brings. 

Thou  art  that  mdo,  mishapen  stone ; 

And  waitest,  till  the  arm  of  strife 
Shall  make  its  crucifixions  known, 

And  smite  and  carve  thee  into  life. 

The  Heavenly  Sculptor  works  on  thee ; 

Be  patient.  Soon  His  arm  of  might 
Shall  from  thy  prison^s  darkness  free, 

And  change  wee  to  a  form  of  light 

Thomas  0.  Vphank 

WQ*  BI80IFLIHE,  Weary  of: 

I  would  have  gone ;  Qod  bade  me  stay : 
I  would  have  \70rked ;  Gk)d  bade  me  rest 

He  broke  my  will  from  day  to  day, 
He  read  my  yearnings  unexpressed. 
And  said  them  nay. 

Ko w  I  would  stay ;  Gk>d  bids  me  go : 
Kow  I  would  rest ;  Gk)d  bids  me  work. 

He  breaks  my  heart  tossed  to  and  fro, 
My  soul  is  wrung  with  doubts  that  lurk 
And  vex  it  so. 

I  go,  Lord,  where  thou  sendest  me ; 

Day  after  day  I  plod  and  moil : 
But,  Christ,  my  God,  when  will  it  be 
lliat  I  may  let  alone  my  toil 
'  And  rest  with  thee  t 

Christina  O,  EossetH. 

6T3.  DISOIFIinnB,  Wifldom  ofi 

Whate'er  my  Qod  ordains  is  light ; 

His  will  is  ever  just ; 
However  He  orders  now  my  cause, 
I  will  be  still  and  trust 
He  is  my  God ; 
Though  dark  my  road, 
He  holds  me  that  I  shall  not  fall, 
Wherefore  to  Him  I  leave  it  alL 

Whate'er  my  Gk>d  ordains  is  right ; 

He  never  will  deceive ; 
He  leads  me  by  the  proper  path. 
And  so  to  Him  I  cleave, 
And  take  content 
What  He  hath  sent ; 
His  hand  can  turn  my  grief  away. 
And  patiently  I  wait  E^a  day 

Whate'er  my  Qod  ordains  is  right ; 

He  taketh  thought  for  me ; 
The  cup  that  my  Physidan  gLves 
No  poisoned  draught  can  do, 
But  medicine  due ; 
For  God  is  true ; 
And  on  that  changeless  truth  I  build. 
And  all  my  heart  with  hope  is  flll'd. 

Whate'er  my  God  ordains  is  right ; 

Though  I  the  cup  must  drink 
That  bitter  seems  to  my  faint  heart, 
I  will  not  fear  nor  shrink ;         • 
Tears  pass  away 
With  dawn  of  day ; 
Sweet  comfort  yet  shall  fill  my  l^eart, 
And  pain  and  sorrow  all  depart 


Whate'er  my  Qod  ordains  is  right ; 

My  Light,  my  Life  is  He, 
Who  cannot  will  me  aught  but  good; 
I  trust  Him  utterly ; 
For  wdl  I  know,  - 
In  joy  or  woe, 
We  soon  shall  see  as  sunlight  clear. 
How  faithful  was  our  Guardian  hera 

Whate'er  my  God  ordains  is  right ; 

Here  will  I  take  my  stand. 
Though  sorrow,  need,  or  dealh  make  earth 
For  me  a  desert  land. 
My  Father's  care 
Is  round  me  there ; 
He  holds  me  that  I  shall  not  fall. 
And  so  to  Him  I  leave  it  alL 

8.  BodtgoBt,  tr.  by  (7.  Winhworth. 

874.  DISOOniEHT,  Oonitaiii. 

Man  hath  a  weary  pilgrimage 

As  through  the  world  he  wends ; 
On  every  stoge,  from  youth  to  age, 

Still  discontent  attesids. 
Witb  heaviness  ho  casts  his  eye 

Upon  the  road  before. 
And  still  remembers,  with  a  si^ 

The  days  that  are  no  more. 

To  school  the  little  exile  goes, 

Tom  from  its  mother's  arms ; 
What,  then,  shall. soothe  his  earliest  woes, 
'  When  novelty  hath  lost  its  charms  f 
Condemned  to  suffer,  through  the  day. 
Restraints  which  no  rewards  repay. 

And  cares  where  love  has  no  concern, 
Hope  lengthens  as  she  counts  the  hours 

Before  liis  wished  return. 
From  hard  control  and  tyrant-rules. 
The  unfeeling  discipline  of  schools, 

la  thought  he  loves  to  roam ; 
And  tears  will  struggle  in  his  eye, 
While  he  remembers,  with  a  sigh. 

Hie  comforts  of  his  home. 

Youth  comes,  the  toils  and  cares  of  life 

Torment  the  restless  mind : 
Where  shall  the  tired  and  haraflsed  heart 

Its  consolation  find  ? 
Then  is  hot  youth  as  fancy  tells, 

Life's  smnmer  prime  of  joy  9 
Ah,  no  1  for  hopes  too  long  delayed. 
And  feelings  blasted  or  betrayed. 

Its  fabled  bliss  destroy ; 
And  youth  remembers,  with  a  si^ 
The  careless  days  of  infancy. 

Mature)r  manhood  now  arrives. 

And  other  thoughts  come  on ; 
But,  with  the  baseless  hopes  of  youth. 

Its  generous  warmth  is  gone. 
Cold,  calculating  cares  succeed, — 
The  timid  thought,  the  wary  deed. 

The  dull  realities  of  truth. 
Back  on  the  past  he  turns  his  eye. 
Remembering,  with  an  envious  sigh, 

The  happy  dreams  of  youth. 


DIBOOKTESNT. 
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80  FMdiea  he  the  Istter  stage 
Of  this  our  mortal  pUgrimage^ 

With  feeble  step  and  slow : 
Kew  ills  that  latter  stage  await, 
And  old  experience  leans  too  late 

That  all  u  yanity  below. 
Life's  Tain  delusions  are  gone  by, 

Its  hopes  are  o-er ; 
Yet  age  remembers,  wilii  a  sigh. 

The  days  that  are  no  more. 

IMert  JShuthejf* 

979.  JnaoaSTBST  OmL 

light  human  natuv  is  too  lightly  tost 

And  ruffled  withoat  cause ;  complaining  on — 

BestlesB  with  rest — ^until,  being  overthrown, 

It  leameth  to  lie  quiet.    Let  a  frost 

Or  aamall  wasp  have  crept  to  the  innermost 

Of  our  ripe  peach ;  or  let  the  wilful  sun 

Shme  westward  of  our  window — straight  we 


A  furlong's  sigh  as  if  the  world  were  lost 
But  what  time  through  the  heart  and  through 

the  brain 
God  hath  transfixed  us,  we,  so  moved  before. 
Attain  to  a  calm.    Ay,  shouldering  weights 

of  pain. 
We  anchor  in  de^  waters,  safe  from  shore ; 
And  hear  submissive,  o'er  the  stormy  main, 
Qod's  chartered  judgments  walk  f  orevermore. 

Elizabeth  BarreU  Browning. 

t9C  BISaOREHT,  DisMsetfi 

Yaria,  there^s  nothin|^  here  that's  free 
y^om  wearisome  anxiety. 
And  the  whole  round  of  mortal  joys 
With  8h<»t  possession  tires  and  cloys. 
Tfs  a  duU  circle  that  we  tread ; 
Just  ttoim.  the  window  to  the  bed. 
We  rise  to  see  and  to  be  seen. 
Gaze  on  the  world  a  while,  and  then 
We  yawn,  and  stretch  to  sleep  again. 
Ait  fmcy,  that  uneasy  guest, 
Btill  holds  a  lodging  in  our  breast : 
She  flnda  or  frames  vexations  still. 
Herself  the  greatest  plague  we  f  eeL 
We  take  strange  pleasure  in  our  pain, 
And  make  a  mountain  of  a  grain, 
Resume  the  load,  and  pant  and  sweat 
Beneath  the  imaginary  weight. 
With  our  dear  selves  we  live  at  strife, 
While  the  most  constant  scenes  of  life 
From  peevish  humors  are  not  free. 
Still  we  affect  variety : 
Sather  than  pass  an  easy  day. 
We  fret  and  chide  the  hours  away — 
We  shift  our  diambers  and  our  homes, 
To  dwell  where  trouble  never  comes : 
Sylvia  has  left  the  city  crowd ; 
^rainst  the  court  exclaims  aloud ; 
Ffies  to  the  woods,  a  hermit  saint  1 
She  loathes  her  patches,  pins,  and  paint, 
Dear  diamonds  from  her  neck  are  torn ; 
But  humor,  that  eternal  tiiom. 
Sticks  in  her  heart ;  she's  hurried  still, 
'Twixt  her  wild  passions  and  her  will ; 
In  vain  we  change,  in  vain  we  fly ; 
Go,  Sylvia,  mount  the  whirling  sky, 


Or  ride  upon  the  f  eather'd  wind : 
In  vain, — ^if  this  diseased  mind 
dings  fast,  and  still  sits  dose  behind. 

Jmoc  W<Ut$. 

877.  DZ800ITE1T,  BtU  «& 

Sour  discontent,  that  quarrels  with  our  fate. 
Hay  give  fresh  smart,  but  not  the  old  abate ; 
The  uneasy  passion's  disingenuous  wit 
The  ill  reveals,  but  hides  the  benefit 

Sir  Ei^iard  Blaekmore, 

It  is  not  well  to  brood 
Thus  darkly  o'er  the  cares  that  swell 

Life's  current  to  a  flood. 
As  brook,  and  torrents,  rivers,  all 
Increase  the  gulf  in  wUch  they  fall. 
Such  thoughts,  by  gathering  up  the  rilla 
Of  lesser  grie&,  spread  real  ills ; 
And  with  thefar  noomy  shades  oonceal 
The  landmarks  nope  would  else  roveaL 

Anna  Pyre  IHnniet* 

878.  DI800ITEIT,  FaUa  ofi 

The  Hon  craved  the  f  ox'«  art ; 
The  fox  the  lion's  force  and  heart ; 
The  cock  implored  the  pigeon's  flight, 
Whose  wings  were  rapid,  strong,  and  light ; 
The  pigeon  strength  of  wing  despised. 
And  the-  cock's  matchless  vidor  prized. 
The  flshes  wish'd  to  graze  the  plain ; 
The  beasts  to  skim  beneath  the  main. 
Thus,  envious  of  another's  state. 
Each  blam'd  the  partial  hand  of  fate. 

Mm  Gay, 

879.  DI800HTEIT,  QentnL 

O'er  the  rocki  we  dimb, 
Errinff,  stumbling  all  the  time, 

lUf  we  come  out  on  the  plain ; 
But  there  it  feels  too  wide  and  broad, 
And  soon  we  seek  the  narrow  road. 

And  the  mountain  path  again. 


880.  DISOOHTEHT,  Growth  d, 

All  thought 
They  once  were  happy ;  and  even  while  they 

smoked 
And  panted  in  the  chase,  believed  themselves 
More  miseiuble  to-day  than  yesterday — 
To-morrow  than  to-cuiy.    When  youth  com- 
plained. 
The  ancient  sinner  shook  his  hoary  head. 
As  if  he  meant  to  say :  Stop  till  you  come 
My  lei^gth,  and  then  you  may  have  cause  to 

sigh. 
At  twenty,  cried  the  boy,  who  now  had  seen 
Some  blemish  in  his  joys :  How  happily 
Plays  vender  child  that  busks  the  mimic 

babe. 
And  gathers  gently  flowers,  and  never  sighs  I 
At  forty  in  the  fervor  of  pursuit, 
Far  on  in  disappointment's  drearv  vale. 
The  grave  and  sage-like  man  looked  back 

upon 
The  stripling  youth  of  plump  unseared  hope. 
Who  galloped  gay  and  briskly  up  behind ; 
And,    moaning,  wished    himsdf    eighteen 
again. 
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And  ho  of  threescore  yeuv  and  ten,  in 

whose 
Chilled  eye,  faligoed  with  gapinff  after  hope, 
Earth's  freshest  Terdore  seemecT  but  blasted 

•  leaves — 
Praised  childhood,  youth,  and  manhood,  and 

denounced 
Old  age  alone  as  barren  of  all  joy. 
Dedsive  proof  that  men  had  left  beMnd 
The  happiness  they  sought,  and  taken  a  most 
Erroneous  path ;  since  every  step  they  took 
Was  deeper  mire.    Yet  did  they  onward  run. 
Pursuing  hope  that  danced  before  them  still, 
And  beckoned  them  to  proceed ;  and  with 

their  hands, 
That  shook  and  trembled  piteously  with  age. 
Grasped  at  the  lying  Shade,  even  till  the 

earth 
Beneath  them  broke,  and  wrapt  them  in  the 

grave.  Bobert  FMoh. 

881.  DIBOOBD  DMOrlbed. 

Discord,  a  sleepless  hag,  who  never  dies, 
"With  snipe-like  nose  and  ferret-gloinng  eyes ; 
Loan,  sallow  cheeks,  long  chin,  with  beard 

supplied. 
Poor,  craddine  Joints  and  withered,  parch- 
ment hioe. 
As  if  old  drums,  worn  out  with  martial  dm. 
Had  dubbed  thcor  yellow  heads  to  form  her 
skin.  John  WoleoL 

889.  DIBOOBS^  BsrtUy. 

Hie  earth  is  full  of  discords,  for  men  deem 
Each  his  own  cymbal  sweetest  Selfish  dang 
Whelms  holy  sounds  that  first  from  Beth- 
lehem rang, 
lire-balls  break  harshly  on  mdodious  dream, 
To  sufferer's  pillow  brought  by  Christmas 
theme, 
Carolled   in  depth  of  midnight    Deaf- 
ening bang 
Of  idol-aervioe  drowns  the  fakeei's  pang. 
Crushed  beneath  car-wheels,  while  none  heed 
his  scream. 
Ah   doleful  tuning-time!    our  ears  are 

stunned 

With  crossing  damon.    Would   our   eyes 
might  see 
The  L^der*s  rod  uplifted,  and  His  fund 
Of   deep  soul-munc  rise  like  snow-rills 

sunned 
*Neath  Polar  summer.    So  should  discord 
be 
Flooded  in  harpings  from  the  crystal  sea! 

883.  DIBOOED^  HuBub 

O  shame  to  men !    Devil  with  Devil  damned 
Firm  concord  holds,  men  only  disagree 
Of  creatures  rational,  though  under  ho^ 
Of   heavenly  grace:   and  God  prodamiing 

peace. 
Yet  live  in  hatred,  enniiijr»  and  strife 
Among  themselves,  and  levy  cruel  wars. 
Wasting  the  earth,  eadi  other  to  destix)y : 
As  if  (whidi  might  induoe  us  to  acoora) 


Man  had  not  hellish  foes  enow  besidei, 
That  day  and  night  for  his  destruction  "wMl 

J.  MUian. 

884.  DIBGOnEA0E]fBIT,  Fttyw  ii. 

*'  Two  hands  upon  the  brsast. 

And  labor's  aone; 
Two  pale  feet  crossed  in  rest— 

The  race  is  won ; 
Two  eyes  with  coin-weights  slmi^ 

And  all  tears  cease; 
Two  lips  where  grief  is  mute. 

Anger  at  peace ;  *' — 
So  pray  we  sometimes,  mourning  our  lot; 
Gooi  in  His  kindness  answereth  not 

'*  Two  hands  to  work  addreat 

Aye  for  His  praise ; 
Two  feet  that  never  rest 

Walking  His  ways; 
Two  eyes  that  look  above 
Through  all  their  tears ; 
Two  lips  still  breathing  love, 
Not  wrath,  nor  fears ; " — 
So  pray  we  afterwards,  low  on  our  knees ; 
Pardon  ^ose  erring  prayem!    Father,  bear 
these! 

Dinah  MariaMuJUn^  Crmik. 

88ft.  DI80BETI0V,  Ifl^artuMa  oft 

Unto  fair  condudons  arguetii  generoaa  youth. 
And  quickly  he  starteth  on  his  coune,  kni^t- 

errant  to  do  good. 
His  sword  is  edged  with  aigoments,  hisTiflor 

terrible  with  censures  j 
He  goeth  full-mailed  in  faitii,  and  leal  ia 

flaming  at  his  heart 
Tet  one  thing  he  husketh,  the  Mentor  of  the 

mind, 
Tlie  quiet  whisper  of  Discration, — Thj  timo 

is  not  yet  come. 
For  he  smitetii  an  oppressor;  and  vengaaaoe 

for  that  smitmj^ 
Is  dealt  in  double  stnpes  on  the  faint  body 

of  the  victim ; 
He  is  glad  to  give  and  to  distribute;  and 

damorous  pauperism  feasteth. 
While  honest  labor,  pining,  hidetfa  his  diarlc 

ribs: 
He  challengeth  to  a  fair  fidd  that  subtle  giant, 

Infidditv, 
And,  worsted  in  the  imequal  fight,  streagtti- 

eneth  the  hands  of  error ; 
He  hasteth  to  teach  and  preach,  as  the  war- 
horse  rushetii  to  the  battie, 
And,  to  pave  a  way  for  truth,  would  break 

up  the  Apennines  of  prejudice : 
He  wearieth  1^  stale   proofs,  where  aone 

looked  for  a  reason. 
And  to  the  listeninff  ear  will  urge  the  falaa 

argument  of  nding. 
So  hath  it  often  been,  that,  judging  by  re- 
sults, 
The  hottest  friends  of  Truth  have  done  her 

deadliest  wrong. 
Alas!  for  tiiere  are  enemies  witiiont,  glad 

enough  to  parl^  with  a  traitcw, 
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And  a  zealot  will  let  down  the  drawbridge, 

to  proTe  his  own  prowess : 
Yea,  ^m  within  will  he  break  away  a  breach 

in  the  citadel  of  troth, 
lliat  he  may  fiU  the  gap  for  fame  with  his 

own  weak  body. 
Zeal  without  judgment  is  an  eyH,  though  it 

be  zeal  unto  good : 
Toudi  not  the  ark  with  unclean  hand,  yea, 

though  it  seems  to  totter. 
Then  are  enL  who  work  good,  and  then  are 

good  who  work  evil. 
And  foolish  backers  of  Wisdom  haTe  brought 

on  her  many  reproaches. 
Troth  hath  more  than  enough  to  combat  in 

the  minds  of  all  men, 
For  the  mist  of  sense  is  a  thick  veil,  and  sin 

hath  wupod  their  wills: 
Tet  doth  an  omcioos  helper  awkwardly  pre- 
vent her  victory, — 
niese  thy  wounded  hands  were  smitten  in 

the  house  of  friends : 
To  point  out  a  meaning  in  her  words  he  will 

blot  those  words  with  his  finger; 
And  winnow  chaff  into  the  eyes,  iMsf ore  hd 

haUi  wheat  to  sow : 
He  will  heap  sturdy  logs  on  a  faint,  expiring 

fire, 
And  with  a  room  in  fiames,  will  cast  the 

casement  open ; 
S^  a  shoulder  to  the  wheel  down  hill  harass- 

eth  the  laboring  breast, 
And  where  obstruction  is  needed,  will  harm 

by  an  ill-judged  thrusting-on. 
A  vessel  fonndereth  at  sea,  if  a  storm  have 

unshipped  the  rudder ; 
And  a  mind  with  much  sidl  shall  require 

heavy  ballast 
TtkB  a  lever  by  the  middle,  thou  shalt  seem 

to  prove  it  poweriess ; 
Aigne  for  truth  indiscreetly,  thou  shalt  toil 

for  falsehood. 
Then  IB  plenty  of  room  for  a  peaceable  man 

in  the  most  thronged  assembly ; 
Bat  a  qoanelsome  spirit  is  straiteoed  in  the 

open  field: 
Msny  a  teacher,  lackfaig  judgment,  hindereth 

his  own  lessons ; 
And  the  savory  mess  of  pottage  is  i^KuIed  by 

a  bitter  herb : 
The  garment  woven  of  a  piece  is  rashly  torn 

by  sdiism, 
Becaoae  ita  unwise  daimanta  will  not  cast 

lots  for  its  possession. 
DiMfction  guide  thee  on  the  way,  nobly- 

min£d  youth, 
He^  tbee  to  humor  infirmities,  to  wink  at 

innocent  errors, 
To  take  small  count  of  forms,  to  bear  wuh 

prejudice  and  fancy ; 
Discretion  guard  thine  asking,  discretion  aid 

thine  answer, 
Toadi  thee  that  well-timed  silence  hath  more 

eloquenoe  than  speech. 
Whisper  thee,  thou  art  Weakness,  though 

thy  cause  be  strength, 


And  ten  thee,  the  keystone  of  an  arch  can  be 

loosened  with  least  labor  from  within. 
The  snows  of  Hecla  lie  around  its  troubli^ 

smoking  Geysers ; 
Let  the  cool  streams  of  prudence  temper  the 

hot  spring  of  zeal ; 
So  shslt  thou  gain  tMne  honorable  end,  nor 

lose  the  midway  prize. 
So  shalt  thy  life  be  useful,  and  thy  young 

heart  happy.  JT.  F.  Tapper. 


O  Saviour  I  whose  mercy  severe  in  its  kind- 


Hath  chastened  my  wanderings  and  guided 

my  way. 
Adored  be  the  power  that  illumined   my 

blindness. 
And  weaned  me  from  phantoms  that  smilod 

tobetiay. 

Enchanted  with  all  that  was  dazzling  and 
fair, 
I  followed  the  rainbow,  I  caught  at  the 


toyj 
till  m  dif 


And  still  in  displeasure  Thy  goodness  was 
there, 
Disat^pointing  the  hope,  and  defeating  the 
joy. 

The  blossom  blushed  bright,  but  a  worm  was 
below; 
The  moonliffht  shone  fair,  there  was  blight 
in  the  Beam; 
Sweet  whispered  the  breeie— but  it  whispered 
of  woe; 
And  bitterness  flowed  in  the  soft-fiowing 
stream. 

So  cured  of  my  folly,  yet  cured  but  in  part, 
I  turned  to  the  refuge  Thy  pity  displayed ; 

And  still  did  this  eager  and  cxedulous  heart 
Weave  visions  of  promiw  that  bloomed 
but  to  fade. 

I  thought  that  the  course  of  the  pilgrim  to 
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eaven 

Would  be  bright  as  the  summer,  and  glad 
as  the  mom : 
Thou  show^dst  me  the  path ;  it  was  dark  and 
uneven. 
All  rugged  with  rock,  and  all  tangled  with 
thom. 

I  dreamed  of  celestial  rewards  and  renown, 
I  grasped  at  the  triumph  that  blesses  the 
brave ; 
I  asked  for  the  pslm-branch,  the  robe  and  the 
crown, 
I  asked— and  Thou  show*dst  me  a  cross 
and  a  grave  t 

Subdued  and  instructed  at  length  to  Thj  will. 

My  hopes  and  my  wishes  I  freely  resign  ; 
O,  give  me  a  heart  that  can  wait  and  be 
still. 
Nor  know  of  a  wish  or  a  pleasure  but 
Thine. 
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There  are  mansioDS  exempted  from  dn  and 
from  woe, 
But  ihey  stand  in  a  region  by  mortals  nn- 
trod; 
There  are  riven  of  joy,  but  they  roll  not  be- 
low; 
There  is  rest,  but  'tis  fomid  in  the  bosom 
of  God.  Sir  Bobert  Grant. 

§§7.  DISHOHBSTT,  Bxouo  Ibr. 

A  yomigster  at  sdiool,  more  sedate  than  the 

rest. 
Had  onoe  his  integrity  put  to  the  test : 
His  comrades  had  plotted  an  orchard  to  rob, 
And  ask'd  him  to  go  and  assist  in  the  job. 

He  was  shocked,  sir,  like  yon,  and  answer'd, 

**  Oh  no  I 
What  1  rob  oar  good  neighbor  1    I  pray  you 

don't  go ; 
Besides,  the  man^s  poor,  his  orchard's  his 

bread, 
Then  think  of  his  children,  for  they  mnst  be 

fed." 

''Ton  speak  yery  fine,  and  yon  look  very 
grave,  % 

But  apples  we  want,  and  apples  we'll  have ; 

If  you  will  go  with  us,  you  shall  have  a 
share. 

If  not,  you  shall  have  neither  apple  nor 


pear. 
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They  spoke  and  Tmn  p<mdei'd,  **I  see  they 

will  go: 
Poor  man  1  what  a  pity  to  injure  him  so  I 
Poor  man  I  I  would  save  him  his  fruit  if  I 

could. 
But  staying  behind  will  do  him  no  good. 

If  the  matter  depended  alone  upon  me. 
His  apples  might  hang  till  they  dropp'd  from 

the  tree ; 
But  once  they  will  take  theni,  I  think  Til  go 

too, 
He  will  lose  none  by  me,,  though  I  get  a 

few." 

His  scruples  thus  silenced,  Tom  felt  more  at 

ease. 
And  went  with  his  comrades  the  apples  to 

seize; 
He  fiamed  and  protested,  but  join'd  in  the 

plan: 
He  shfured  in  the  plunder,  but  pitied  the 

man.  WtUiam  Cowper, 

8M.  DI8H0V0B,  Ftoprtsitycfi 

Where  shall  we  bury  our  shame  t 

Where,  in  what  desolate  place, 
Bide  the  last  wreck  of  a  name 

Broken  and  stain'd  by  disgrace  t 
Death  may  dissever  the  chain, 

Oppression  will  cease  when  we're  gone ; 
But  the  dishonor,  the  stain. 

Die  as  we  may,  will  live  on. 

Thomoi  Mi/are, 


999.  DI8QBBDIB10E,  Fralt  et 

Torches  were  blazing  clear. 

Hymns  pealing  deep  and  slow. 
Where  a  king  lay  stately  on  his  bier 

In  the  church  of  Fontevraud. 
Banners  of  battle  o'er  him  hung,  * 

And  warriors  slept  beneath,     ^ 
And  liffht,  as  noon's  broad  light  was  flung. 

On  uifi  settled  &ce  of  death. 


On  the  settled  face  of  death 

A  strouff  and  ruddy  ^lare, 
Iliough   dimmed  at  tmies  by  fho  oeoaei^ 
breath, 

Tet  it  fell  still  brightest  there; 
As  if  each  deeply  fumwed  trace 

Of  earthly  years  to  show, — 
Alas  I  that  sceptred  mortal's  race 

Had  surely  dosed  in  woe  I 

The  marble  floor  was  swept 

By  many  a  long  dark  stole. 
As   the  kneeling  priests,  round  him   thai 
slept. 

Sang  mass  for  the  parted  soul ; 
And  solemn  were  the  strains  they  poured 

Through  the  stillness  of  the  night, 
With  the  cross  above,  and  the  crown  and 
sword. 

And  the  silent  king  in  sight.  « 

niere  was  heard  a  heavy  dang, 

As  of  sted-ffirt  men  the  tread, 
And  the  tomos  and  the  hollow  payement 
rang 

With  a  sounding  thrill  of  dread ; 
And  the  holy  chant  was  hushed  a  while. 

As  by  the  torch's  flame, 
A  gleam  of  arms  up  the  sweeping  flSsIe 

With  a  mail-clad  leader  came. 

He  came  with  haughty  look, 

An  eagle  glance  and  dear ; 
But  his  proud  heart  throu^  Its  breas^lats 
shook 

When  he  stood  beside  the  bier  I 
He  stood  there  still  with  a  drooping  brow. 

And  clasped  hands  o'er  it  raised, — 
For  his  father  lay  before  him  low. 

It  was  CkBur  de  Lion  gazed  I 

And  dlently  he  strove 

With  the  workings  of  his  breast ; 
But  there's  more  in  late  repentant  love 

Than  steel  may  keep  suppressed  I 
And  his  tears  brake  forth,  at  last,  like  rain: 

Men  held  their  breath  in  awe. 
For  his  face  was  seen  by  his  warrior-train. 

And  he  recked  not  that  they  saw. 

He  looked  upon  the  dead, 

And  sorrow  seemed  to  lie, 
A  weight  of  sorrow,  even  like  lead. 

Pale  on  the  fast-shut  eye. 
He  stooped, — and  kissed  the  frozen  died^ 

And  the  heavy  hand  of  clay, 
Till  bunting  words,  yet  all  too  weak, 

Gave  his  soul's  passion  sway. 
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This  lat3  remorse  and  deep  t 
Speak  to  me,  father  I  once  agahii 

I  weep^ — behold,  I  ireep  I 
Alasl  my  guilty  pride  and  irel 

Were  but  this  work  undone, 
I  would  give  England^s  crown,  my  aire  1 

To  bear  thee  bless  thy  son. 

*^  Speak  to  me  1  mighty  grief 

Ere  now  the  dust  hath  atirred  1 
Hear  me,  but  hear  me  1 — ^foyther,  chie( 

My  king  1  I  miut  be  heard  I 
Hushed,  hushed,— how  ia  it  that  I  call. 

And  that  thou  auswerest  not  I 
When  was  it  thus,  woe,  woe  for  all 

The  love  my  soul  forgot  I 

"  Thy  ailrer  hairs  I  see, 

So  still,  so  sadly  bright  I 
And  father,  father  I  but  for  me, 

They  had  not  been  so  white ! 
Jboie  thee  down,  high  heart !  at  last| 

No  longer  couldst  thou  strive ; 
6,  for  one  moment  of  the  past 

To  kneel  and  say,  '  Forgive  1 ' 

"  Thou  wert  the  noblest  king 
On  royal  throne  e'er  seen ; 
And  thou  didst  wear  in  knifi^y  ring, 
'Of  all,  the  stateliefit  mien; 
And  fbon  didst  prove,  where  spean  are 
proved, 
In  war,  the  bravest  heart: 
0,  ever  the  renowned  and  loved 
Thou  wert, — and  there  thou  art  1 

,  «<Thoa  tiiat  my  boyhood's  guide 

IMdst  take  fond  joy  to  be ! 
The  timea  Fve  sported  at  thy  side. 

And  climbed  thy  parent  knee  1 
And  there  before  tibe  blessed  shrine, 

My  sire  1  I  see  thee  lie, — 
How  will  that  sad  still  face  of  thine 

Look  on  me  till  I  diel  *' 

Mrs,  FdUiaJ),  Eemane, 


K  BIBFUTABT,  A  Beady. 
Whatever  sceptic  could  inquire  for. 
For  ev'ry  why  he  had  a  wherefore ; 
Knew  more  than  forty  of  them  do. 
As  far  as  words  and  terms  could  go ; 
All  which  he  understood  by  rote, 
And,  as  occasion  served,  would  quote ; 
Ko  matter  whether  right  or  wrong ; 
They  might  be  either  said  or  sung. 
His  notions  fitted  things  so  well. 
That  which  was  which  he  could  not  tell. 
But  oftentimes  mistook  ^e  one 
For  th'  other,  as  great  clerks  have  done ; 
He  could  reduce  all  things  to  acts, 
And  knew  their  naturesoy  abstracts : 
Where  Entity  and  Quiddity, 
The  ghosts  of  defunct  bodies,  fly  ; 
Where  truth  in  person  does  appear, 
like  words  oongcaFd  in  northern  air. 
Ho  know  wlmt's  what,  and  that's  as  high 
As  metaphysic  wit  can  fly : 


In  school-divinity  as  able 
As  he  that  height  Irrefragable; 
A  second  Thomas,  or,  at  once 
To  name  them  all,  another  Dunoe : 
Profound  in  all  the  Nominal 
And  Real  ways  beyond  them  all : 
For  he  a  rope  of  sand  could  twist 
As  tough  as  leamM  Sorboi^ 
And  weave  fine  cobwebs,  fit  for  akull 
That's  empty  when  the  moon  is  fuU ; 
Such  as  take  lodgings  in  a  head 
That's  to  be  let  unfurnished. 
He  could  raise  scruples  dark  and  nice. 
And  after  solve  'em  in  a  trice. 
As  if  Divinity  had  catch'd 
The  itch,  on  purpose  to  be  scratch'd; 
Or,  like  a  mountebank,  did  wound 
And  stab  herself  with  doubts  profound. 
Only  to  show  with  how  smaU  pain  • 
The  sores  of  faith  are  cur'd  aoain ; 
Altho'  by  woful  proof  we  find 
They  always  leave  a  scar  behind* 
He  knew  the  seat  of  Paradise, 
Could  tell  in  what  degree  it  lies. 
And,  as  he  was  disposed,  could  prove  it 
Below  the  moon  or  else  above  it ; 
What  Adam  dreamt  of,  when  his  bride 
Came  from  her  closet  in  his  side ; 
Whether  the  Devil  tempted  her 
By  a  high  Dutch  interpreter ; 
Who  first  made  music  malleable ; 
Whether  the  Serpent,  at  the  Fall, 
Had  doven  feet,  or  none  at  all :   . 
All  this,  without  a  gloss  or  cmnmeiit 
He  could  unriddle  in  a  moment. 
In  proper  terms,  «uch  as  men  smatter 
When  they  throw  out  and  miss  the  matter. 

Butler' 9  Sudibrae, 

Ml.  DISQUIET,  EmUtm  ofi 

Behold  an  emblem  of  our  human  mind. 
Crowded  with  thoughts  that  need  a  settled 

home, 
Tet  like  to  eddying  balls  of  foam 
Within  this  whirlpool,  they  each  other  chase 
Round  and  round,  and  neither  find 
An  outlet  nor  a  resting-place  1 
Stranger,  if  such  disauietudo  be  thine, 
Fall  on  thy  knees  ana  sue  for  help  divine. 

William  Wordevorth. 

8M.  DISQUIET,  Qtoenl 

Eternal  troubles  haunt  thy  anxious  mind, 
Whose  cause  and  cure  thou  never  hon'stto 

find;  •    ^        ■ 

But  still  uncertain,  with  thyself  at  strife. 
Thou  wanderest  in  the  labyrinth  of  life. 
.  .  .  Uneasy  both  in  country  and  in  town; 
They  search  aplaoe  to  lay  their  burden  down; 
One,  restless  in  his  palace,  walks  abroad. 
And  vainly  thinks  to  leave  behind  the  load : 
But  straight  returns;    for  he's  as  lestlen 

there, 
And  finds  there's  no  relief  in  open  air. 
Another  to  his  viUa  would  retire^ 
And  spars  as  hard  as  ii  it  wereon  firs; 
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No  sooner  entered  »t  his  conntry  door, 

Bat  he  begins  to  stretch,  and  yawn  and 

snore, 
Or  seek  the  city  which  he  left  before. 
Thus  ey*ry  man  overworks  his  weary  will. 
To  shun  himself,  and  to  shake  off  his  ill ; 
Tlie  shaking  fit  returns,  and  hangs  upon  him 

stilL   LucretiuSy  tr.  hy  Jonk  Dryden, 

MS.  DI88ATIBFA0TI017,  Oaii|W  ofi 

Oh  1  who  would  cherish  life, 
And  ding  unto  this  heaTT  clog  of  day, 

Love  this  rude  world  of  strife, 
Where  glooms  and  tempest  doud  the  fairest 
c&y; 
And  where,  'neath  outward  smiles, 
Oonoealed  tiie  snake  lies  feeding  on  its  prey, 
Where  pitfalls  lie  in  every  flowery  way. 
And  sirens  lure  the  wanderer  to  their  wiles ! 
B&teful  it  is  to  me, 
Its  riotous  railings  and  revengeful  strife ; 
Fm  tired  with  all  its  screams  and  brutal 
shouts 
Dinning  the  ear ;  away — away  with  life  I 

Emif/  JBRrke  WhUe, 

dM.  DIBSATIBFAOnOH,  Innats. 

The  miser  must  make  up  his  plum. 
And  da^  not  touch  the  hoaraed  sum ; 
The  sickly  dotard  wants  a  wife. 
To  draw  off  his  last  dr^  of  life. 
Against  our  peace  we  arm  our  will : 
Amidst  our  plenty,  something  still 
For  horses,  houses,  pictures,  planting. 
To  thee,  to  me,  to  Imn  is  wanting. 
That  cruel  something  unpossessed 
Oorrodes  and  leavens  all  the  rest 
That  something,  if  we  could  obtain. 
Would  soon  create  a  future  pain ; 
And  to  the  coffln,  from  tiie  cradle, 
lis  all  a  wish,  and  all  a  ladle. 

8M.  DI8&ATISFA0TI0V,  iMenft  o£ 

Alas  I  I  have  nor  hope  nor  health. 

Nor  peace  within  nor  calm  around. 
Nor  that  content  surpassing  wealth 

The  sage  in  meditation  found. 
And  walked  with  inward  glory  crowned — 

Nor  fame,  nor  power,  nor  love,  nor  leisure. 
Others  I  see  whom  these  surround ; 

Smiling  they  live,  and  call  life  pleasure ; 
To  me  that  cup  has  been  dealt  in  anotlier 
measure.  I^rcy  Byuhe  ShdUy. 

9IMI»  DIBSATISFAOnOV,  KntaAL 

A  man  in  his  carriage  was  riding  along, 
A  gayly  dressed  wife  by  his  side, 

In  satin  and  laces ;  she  looked  like  a  queen, 
And  he  like  a  kmg  in  his  pride. 

A  wood  sawyer  stood  in  the  street  as  they 
passed ; 

Tlie  carriase  and  couple  be  eyed. 
And  said  as  he  worked  with  a  saw  on  alog, 

'*  I  wish  I  was  rich  and  could  ride.'* 

Tlie  man  in  the  carriage  remarked  to  his  wife : 
One  thing  I  would  give  if  I  could-^ 


Fd  give  all  my  wealth  for  the  strength  and 
the  health. 
Of  the  man  that  saweth  the  wood." 

A  pretty  young  moid  with  a  bundle  fift  Tfoi^ 
Whose  face  as  the  morning  was  fair. 

Went  tripping  along,  with  a  smile  of  delight. 
While  humming  a  love-breathing  lir. 

She  looked  on  the  carriage — the  lady  she 
saw. 
Arrayed  in  appard  so  fine. 
And  said,  in  a  whisper,  ''I  wish  from  my 
heart 
Those  satins  and  laces  were  mine." 

The  lady  looked  out  on  the  maid  with  her 
work. 
So  fair  in  her  calico  dress, 
And  said,   "Fd  relinquish  possession  and 
wealth 
Her  beauty  and  youth  to  possess." 

Thus,  in  this  world,  whatever  our  lot, 
Our  minds  and  our  time  we  employ 

In  longing  and  sighing  for  what  we  have  not^ 
Un^'ateful  for  what  we  enjoy. 

We  wdcome  the  pleasure  for  whidi  we  have 
sighed. 

The  heart  has  a  void  in  it  still. 
Growing  deeper  and  wider  the  looser  we  live. 

That  nothing  but  heaven  can  fill. 

897.  DI88EN8I0V,  Omim  o£ 

Alas !  how  light  a  cause  may  move 

Dissension  be^een  hearts  that  love  1 

Hearts  that  the  world  in  vain  had  tried. 

And  sorrow  but  more  closdy  tied ; 

That  stood  the  storm  when  waves  were  rough, 

Tet  in  the  sunny  hour  fall  off 

Like  ships  that  have  gone  down  at  sea, 

When  heaven  was  all  tranquillity ! 

A  something,  light  as  air — a  look, 

A  word  unkind  or  wrongly  token— 
Oh !  love,  that  tempests  never  shook, 

A  breath,  a  touch  like  this  hath  shaken. 
And  ruder  words  will  soon  rudi  in 
To  spread  the  breach  that  words  b^^in ; 
And  eyes  forget  the  gentle  ray 
Thev  wore  in  courtship^s  smiling  day ; 
And  voices  lose  tiie  tone  that  shed 
A  tenderness  round  all  they  said ; 
Till  fast  declining,  one  by  one, 
The  sweetnesses  of  love  are  gone. 
And  hearts,  so  lately  mingled,  seem 
Like  broken  clouds, — or  hke  the  stream, 
That  smiling  left  the  mountain's  brow 

As  though  its  waters  ne^er  could  sever, 
Tet,  ere  it  readied  the  plain  below. 

Breaks  into  floods,  that  part  forever, 

Thomoi  Moore, 

8M«  DIBTAVCD^  EnohaobDSBk  ot 
At  summer  eve,  when  Heaven's  ethereal  bow 
Spans  with  bright  ardi  the  glittering  hills 

below. 
Why  to  yon  mountain  turns  the  mudnp  eye, 
Whose  sun-bright  summit  mi^gLos  with  the 

skyt 
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Why  do  those  difEs  of  shadowy  tint  appear 
More  Bwect  than  all  the  hmdscape  flmiling 

near! — 
Tla  diatanoe  lends  enchantment  to  the  view, 
And  robes  the  monntain  in  its  azure  hue. 
Thus,  witii  delight,  wc  linger  to  survey 
The  promised  joys  of  lifers  unmeasured  way ; 
Thus,  £rom  a^,  each  dim-discoyer'd  scene 
More  pleasing  seems  than  all  the  past  hath 

been. 
And  ereiy  form,  that  Fancy  can  repair 
From  dark  oblivion,  grows  divinely  there. 

ThofOM  CampbelL 

989.  mVHTE^TTVIOH,  Ezperianoe  oL 

Nor  time,  nor  place,  nor  chance,  nor  death, 
can  bow 
My  least  desires  unto  the  least  remove; 
He's  firmly  mine  by  oath,'  I  His  by  vow ; 

He*s  mine  by  &]th,  and  I  am  His  by  love ; 
He's  mine  by  water,  I  am  His  by  wine ; 
Thus  I  my  best  Beloved's  am — ^thus  He  is 
minel 

He  18  my  altar;  IHisholy  pLioe; 

I  am  His  guest,  and  He  my  living  food ; 
Fm  His  by  penitence ;  He  mine  by  grace ; 

I'm  His  by  purchase ;  Ho  is  mine  by  blood ; 
He's  my  supporting  elm,  and  I  His  vine ; 
Than  I  my  Dest  Beloved's  am — ^thus  He  is 
minel 

He  gives  me  wealth;  I  give  Him  all  my 
vows; 
I  giye  Him  songs;  He  gives  me  length  of 
days; 
^With  wreaths  of  grace  He  crowns  my  con- 
quering brows, 
And  I  His  temples,  with  a  crown  of  praise 
WMdi  He  accepts ;  an  everlasting  sign 
That  I  my  best  Bdoiced's  am-^at  He  is 
minel  ^^neU  Quarla, 

900.  mVIKB  USIOH,  SstlifactiflB  oL 

To  me  remains  nor  place  nor  time ; 
Ify  country  is  in  every  clime ; 
I  can  be  calm  and  free  from  care 
On  any  shore,  since  Gk>d  is  there. 

While  place  we  seek,  or  place  we  shun. 
The  soul  finds  happiness  in  none ; 
But  with  a  Ckxl  to  guide  our  way, 
lis  equal  joy  to  go  or  stay. 

Could  I  be  cast  where  thou  art  not> 
That  were  indeed  a  dreadful  lot ; 
Bat  regions  none  remote  I  call, 
Seoire  of  finding  God  in  alL 

ICy  country,  Lord,  art  Thou  alone; 
Ko  other  can  I  claim  to  own ; 
The  point  where  all  my  wishes  meet, 
My  law,  my  love ;  life's  only  sweet 

McuUme  Quyon, 

•01*  DIVIHE  UNIOlf,  Slmilo  of. 

The  brooks  rush  downward  to  the  sea, 
Ariring  iax  in  clifb  and  mountains ; 


But  mingle  soon  rejoicingly. 
And  make  great  streams  from  little  foun- 
tains. 

And  then  the  streams,  without  delay, 
Still  to  the  sea's  great  bosom  tending, 

Boll  proudly  on  their  winding  way, 
At  last  with  ocean's  billows  blending. 

And  so,  oh  God,  our  souls  to  Thee, 
Onward  and  onward,  ever  going, 

(We  are  the  fountains,  ThoM  the  sea,) 
To  Thy  great  sea  of  life  are  flowing. 

Yes  I     One  with  God,  as  Christ  is  One, 
No  longer  tost  by  earth's  commotion. 

Our  little  streams,  their  journey  done. 
Shall  rest,  at  last,  in  God's  great  ocean. 

ThofMU  O,  UphamK 

909.  BXVIJUTI  or  OHSIST,  Faith  ia  the. 

Jesus  is  God  I  the  solid  earth. 

The  ocean  broad  and  bright, 
The  countless  stars,  like  golden  dust, 

That  strew  the  skies  at  night, 
The  wheeling  storm,  the  dreadful  fire, 

The  pleasant,  wholesome  air, 
The  summer's  sun,  the  winter's  frosty 

His  own  creations  were. 

Jesus  is  God  I  the  glorious  bands 

Of  golden  angels  sing 
Songs  of  adoring  praise  to  Him, 

Tneir  Maker  and  their  King. 
He  was  true  God  in  Bethlehem's  crib ; 

On  Calvary's  cross,  true  God : 
He  who  in  heaven  eternal  reigned. 

In  time  on  earth  abode. 

Jesus  is  €k>d  t  there  never  was 

A  time  when  He  was  not ; 
Boundless,  eternal,  merciful. 

The  Word  the  Sire  begot. 
Backward  our  thoughts  through  ages  stretch, 

Onward  through  endless  bl& ; 
For  there  are  two  eternities. 

And  both  alike  are  His  I 

Jesus  is  God  I  let  sorrow  come, 

And  pain  and  every  iU ; 
All  are  worth  while,  for  all  are  means 

His  glory  to  fulfil; 
Worth  while  a  thousand  years  of  life 

To  speak  one  little  word. 
If  by  our  Credo  we  might  own 

Ihe  Gk>dhead  of  our  Lord. 

Jesus  is  God !  oh,  could  I  now 

But  compass  land  and  sea. 
To  teach  and  tell  this  single  truth. 

How  happy  should  I  be  \ 
Oh,  had  I  out  an  angel's  voice, 

I  would  proclaim  so  loud,— 
JesQs,  the  good,  the  beautiful. 

Is  everlasting  God  I 

Jesus  is  God  t  if  on  the  earth 

This  blessed  faith  decays, 
More  tender  must  our  love  become^ 

More  plentiful  our  praise. 
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We  are  not  angels,  but  we  may 

Down  in  earth^s  comera  kneel, 
And  multiply  sweet  acta  of  lore, 

And  murmur  what  we  feeL 

F,  W.  Foiber. 

MS.  DOGXATIBll,  Baialeiie 

"Thus  it  is  written."    Where  t    Oh,  where ? 
In  the  blue  chart  of  the  air  ? 
In  the  sunlight  f    In  the  dark  t 
In  the  distant  starry  spark  f 
In  the  white  scroll  of  the  cloud  f 
In  the  waved  line  of  the  flood? 
In  the  distant  range  of  difiE  ? 
la  the  rock^s  deep  hieroglyph? 
In  the  scribbled  veins  of  metal  ? 
In  the  tracings  on  the  petal  ? 
In  the  fire's  fantastic  loom  ? 
Li  the  fur,  or  scale,  or  plume  ? 
In  the  greeting  brother's  glance  ? 
In  the  corp's  countenance  ? 
In  men's  real  thoughts  and  ways? 
Time's  long  track,  or  passing  days? 
In  the  cipher  of  the  whole? 
In  the  core  of  my  soul  ? 
Nay  1 — ^I  have  sincerely  sought. 
But  no  glimpse  of  this  thing  caught. 

WiUiam  AUmgham. 

904.  BOOrO  GOOD,  Oillto. 

Oome  I  let  us  arise,  and  press  to  the  skies ; 

The  summons  obey. 
My  friends,  my  beloved,  and  hasten  away. 
The  Master  of  all,  for  our  service  doth  call, 

And  deigns  to  approve. 
With  smiles  of  acceptance,  our  labor  of  love. 

His  burden  who  bear,  we  alone  can  dedare 

How  easy  his  voke, 
While  to  love  and  good  works  we  each  other 

provoke. 
By  wora  and  by  deed,  the  bodies  in  need. 

The  souls  to  relieve. 
And  freely  as  Jesus  hath  given  to  give. 

Then  let  us  attend  our  heavenly  Friend, 

In  his  members  distrest. 
By  want,  or  affliction,  or  sickness  opprest 
The  prisoner  relieve,  the  stranger  receive ; 

Supply  all  their  wants, 
And  spend  and  be  spent  in  assisting  his 
saints. 

905.  Donra  goob^  tmjA 

I  sat,  and  gazed  upon  my  sunny  home: 

All  pleasant  things  were  there ; 
Bright  things  to  loSk.  at,  and  sweet  soothing 

sounds. 
That  came  and  went  upon  the  perfumed  air. 
The  sunbeams  glanced  and  auivered 

Through  the  many-colorea  pane. 
And  the  marble  floor  at  the  open  door 

Mirrored  it  Indc  again; 
The  flowers  blushed  in  beauty ; 
The  birds  sang  forth  their  glee : 
I  looked  and  listened;  and  I  thanked  my 
Father 
That  'twas  all  for  me. 


And  then  I  thought  of  One  who  had  been  here 

In  davs  of  yore, 
Wearily  walking  on  the  world  He  made : 
The  Son  of  man,  and  yet  the  Son  of  Gk>d ; 

Despised  and  poor  1 
I  thouffht  of  Him  when  first  Ifis  infant  form 
Needed  a  resting-place,  and  there  wss  none : 
The  King  of   Heaven  was  waiting   to  be 

housed; 
Earth's  dwellings  had  no  room  I 
I  thought  of  Him  upon  the  mountain-side, 

When  all  night  long 
The  silent  stars  lodced  down  upon  His  loneli- 


For  Jesus  had  no  home  I 

I  thought  and  thought,  until  my  gushing  heart 
Groaned  forth  its  longings : 
**0!  had  I  been  there. 
What  tender  ministry,  what  fostering  care, 

Wouldst  Thou  have  known. 

Thou  blessed  One  t 

What  kindly  words  I 
What  thoughts  and  deeds  of  love  P' 
The  hot  tears  gathered  fast : 
I  laid  me  down  and  wept. 

Was  it  a  breeze  that  stole  into  my  room, 

So  like  a  voice  ? 
That  came  quite  dose— dose  to  my  burning 
brow, 
And  whispered,  "  Why  not  nmof^^ 
It  came  again :  I  brushed  the  tears  away ; 
And  as  I  bent  my  head  down  very  low, 
I  thought  I  heard  Him  say, 
*'  But  why  not  now  f 

"  There  is  a  doorway  in  a  narrow  street. 
And  close  beside  that  door  a  broken  stair. 

And  then  a  low,  dark  room. 
The  room  is  bare : 

But  in  a  comer  lies 
A  worn-out  form  upon  a  hard  straw-bed. 
No  pillow  underneath  his  aching  head; 
A  face  grown  wan  with  suffering,  and  a  hand 
Scarce  strong  enough  to  readi  the  small  diy 
crust 

That  lies  upon  the  chair : 

Oo  in ;  for  I  am  there  I 
I  have  been  waiting  wearily  in  that  cold  room. 

Waiting  long,  lonely  hours, 

Waiting  for  thee  to  come. 

"  There's  a  low,   quiet   comer  in  a  green 
churchyard. 
Where  deep  shadows  lie. 
And  sound  of  passing  feet  goes  seldom  by : 

I  want  thee  there. 
In  that  still  place,  beside  a  new-made  grave^ 
A  woman  has  been  weeping  all  day  long. 
None  marked  her  where  she  sate; 
And  now  'tis  getting  late, 
And  stars  are  coming  out — 
Beautiful  stars!  I^e  stars 
That  used  to  gaze  on  Me  at  Olivet ; 
The  chill  night-dews  are  creeping  through 
her  frame : 
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She  dares  not  Tentare  back  from  wfaenoe  ahe 

CfUXIG. 

Sb6  needs  a  home : 
I  called  for  thee,  and  waited ; 
But  thou  didst  not  come, 
I  want  thy  pitying  tears,  that  fell  just  now 
Upon  the  jewelled  slab,  to  fall  upon  her 
dieek; 
For  tears  can  speak : 
Lay  thy  warm  hand  npon  the  faintmg  one, 
And  loa,Ye  Me  not  to  watch  and  weep  alone. 

"  There  is  one  seated  near  an  open  door, 
Where  to  and  fro,  all  through  the  busy  day, 
The  sorrowing  and  the  poor 
Haye  found  their  way ; 
And  now,  for  yery  weariness, 
His  eyes  are  closed ; 
Kind,  earnest  eyes,  that  haye  looked  loyingly 
On  many  a  ghastly  spectacle  of  woe— 
Looked  into  depths  where  loathsome  miseries 

lie. 
And  neyer  wept  mere  idle  sympathy. 
The  heayy  hand  has  fallen  by  nis  side, 
The  strong,  braye  hand 
That  waited  Mj  command. 
And  then  did  deadly  battle  with  the  foe ; 
That  neyer  flin<^ed  from  any  task 

To  which  I  called : 
Were  the  way  smooth  or  rough, 
My  bidding  was  enough. 
Qo  in,  and  look ; 
For  tears  haye  dropped  upon  the  open  book ! 

'^That  heart  is  burdened. 

Burdened  for  My  sake : 
llioa,  in  thy  thou^tless  ease,  wilt  let  it 

break  1 
TwBS  on  a  summer's  day,  long  years  ago, 
I  called  two  willing  senrants  to  My  feet : 
I  took  them  by  the  hand,  and  said  to  each, 

*  I  shed  My  blood  for  thee : 
LoyestthouMef ' 

And  then  I  gaye  him  work, 

Larse  work  within  My  fold. 

He  Bad  no  earthly  store 

Wherewith  to  feed  My  poor : 
It  mattered  not ;  Pd  giyen  tAM  My  gold. 
Where  is  it  now  f    Look  at  that  palUd  brow. 

Sunk  in  its  weary  sleep : 

Hie  furrows  are  too  deep ; 
Th^  tell  the  tale  of  many  an  anxious  grief, 
Not  Am«  but  Mins  / 

"Whence  comes  the  wasting  of  that  haggard 
cheek? 
The  gnUt  is  thine. 
He  gaye  Me  aU  his  time  and  strength  and 

health: 
I  took  it,  and  then  I  asked  thee  for  thy  wealth, 
lliy  ^tMn  wealth ;  asked  that  it  might  be  free, 
Held  in  thine  open  hand  for  him  and  Me. 
Then  came  the  years  of  conflict  and  of  toil. 
The  days  of  labor  and  the  nights  of  prayer ; 
Souls  perishing  in  sin, 
Few  hands  to  fetch  them  in ; 
The  huQgry  to  be  fed ; 
The  naked  to  be  clothed ; 


The  outcast  and  the  poor 

Gathering  about  the  door. 
I  wanted  money,  and  I  wanted  bread ; 
I  wanted  all  that  willing  hands  could  do ; 
I  wanted  the  quick  ear  and  ready  eye, 
Ay,  and  the  deep,  true  soul  of  sympathy ; 
I  wanted  help,  and  then  I  called  for  thee : 
I  'called  and  waited,  and  then  called  again. 
Oh!  could  ^t  be  that  I  should  call  in  yainf 
I  called  and  waited, 

And  thou  didst  not  come  I** 

I  tried  to  hold  my  breath,  and  hear  Him 

speak; 
But  »twas  as  though  my  throbbing  heartmust 
break. 
I  could  not  lift  m^  head ; 
I  could  not  sigh : 
The  crimson  shame  had  burnt  into  my  cheek. 
I  had  no  tears,  the  yery  fount  was  dry. 
Oh  1  it  was  long,  I  cannot  tell  how  long, 

That  strange,  cold  stillness  1 
But  Ifdt  that  He  was  waiting  there. 

Waiting  for  me  to  speak. 
I  knelt  upon  the  floor,  ana  breathed  ffis  name : 
Then,  struggling,  one  by  one  the  faint  wards 
came, 
"  Jesus,  I  thaugJU  I  loyed  Thee : 

I  remember  well 
That  day  when  Thou  didst  hold 
My  trembling  fingers  in  Thy  piero^  hand, 
And  take  me  for  Thine  own. 

"  And  I  i^  loye  Thee ; 
This  poor  heart  beat  true : 
It  was  no  f  anded  echo  when  the  yoloa 
That  spoke  Thee  mine 
Responded,  '  I  am  thine  I* 
But,  O  my  Master !  can  I  dare  to  tell. 
Thy  faithless  child  has  loyed  l%y  ff\fU  too 

well? 
I  looked  on  all  things  beautiful  and  rare, 
Looked  on  earth's  flowers. 
And  thought  them  yery  fair. 
I  hid  me  from  the  rude  and  yulgar  throng, 

And  hoped  it  was  Thy  will 
That  I  might  turn  away  from  common  men. 

And  loye  Thee  stilL 
I  dwelt  among  the  pleasant  sounds  of  life : 
I  did  not  like  the  turmoil  and  the  strife 

To  come  too  near. 
And  Thou  wast  in  the  thickest  battle-tide 
When  Thou  didst  call  Thy  seryant  to  Thy 
side; 
But  I  was  too  far  off. 
And  so  I  did  not  hear. 

**  My  Lord,  I  wUl  come  nearer ;  I  will  take 
my  seat 

Close  to  Thy  feet; 
I  will  oome  down  where  the  gray  shadows  lie, 
And  there  FU  listen— listen  eyeiy  day 

To  hear  Thy  yoioe. 
It  may  be  I  must  take  a  lower  place ; 
But  let  me  haye  the  shining  of  Thy  f  acew 
It  may  be  I  must  seek  a  humbler  home : 
Let  it  be  one  where  Thou  wilt  often  come : 
Its  door  shall  be  upon  the  latch  for  Thee, 
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And  for  the  needy  ones  who  daim 

An  interest  in  Thy  name ; 
And  I  will  stand  and  watch  and  wait  to  greet 
The  first  faint  echoes  of  Thy  coming  feet." 

906.  BOnra  good,  Legend  o£ 

"Carry  mo  across !" 
The  Syrian  heard,  rose  up  and  braced 
His  huge  limbs  to  the  accustomed  toil : 
"  My  <£ild,  see  how  the  waters  boil  I 
The  night-black  heayens  look  angiy-faced; 

Bat  life  is  little  loss. 

**  m  carry  thee  with  Jov, 
If  needs  be,  safe  as  a  nestling  dove : 
For  o'er  this  stream  I  pilgrims  bring 
In  service  to  one  Christ,  a  King 
Whom  X  have  never  seen,  yet  love." 

Cheerful  Arprobus  took 
The  burden  on  lus  shoulders  great. 
And  stepped  into  the  waves  once  more ; 
When  lo  I  they  leaping  rise  and  roar. 
And  'ncath  the  little  child^s  light  weight 

The  tottering  giant  shook. 

"     *'Who  art  thoat"  cried  he  wild. 
Struggling  in  the  middle  of  the  ford: 
"  Boy  as  tliou  look'st,  seems  to  me 
The  whole  world's  load  I  becur  in  thee ; 
Yet—"  •*  For  the  sake  of  Christ,  thy  Lord, 
Carry  mc,"  said  the  child. 

No  more  Arprobus  swerved. 
But  gained  the  farther  bank,  and  then 
A  voice  cried,  "  Hence  Christopheros  be  I 
For  carrying,  thou  hast  carried  mb, 
The  King  of  angels  and  of  men. 

The  Master  thou  hast  served.** 

And  the  moonlight  blue 
The  saint  saw — ^not  the  wandering  boy. 
But  Him  who  walked  upon  the  sea 
And  o'er  the  plains  of  Galilee, 
Till,  fiUed  with  mystic,  awful  Joy, 

dear  Lord  Christ  he  knew. 


O  Uttle  is  all  loss, 
And  brief  the  space  'twizt  shore  and  shore, 
If  Thou,  Lord  Jesus,  on  us  lay, 
Through  the  deep  waters  of  our  way, 
The  burden  that  Christopheros  bore — 

To  cany  Tliee  across. 

D.  M.  Midoeh  Craik. 

M7.  DOIVa  OOOD^  HeedoU 

Alone,  amid  life's  sriefs  and  perilsi 
The  stoutest  soul  may  qvuul: 

Left  to  its  own  unaided  efforts. 
The  strongest  arm  may  fsoL 

Then  let  us  learn  to  help  each  other, 

Hoping  unto  the  end : 
Who  sees  in  every  man  a  brother, 

Shall  find  in  each  a  friend. 

MS.  DOIVa  QOOS^  Faynentlbr. 

Ah  t  child  I  the  stream  that  brings 
To  thirsty  lips  their  drink. 


Is  seldom  drained;  for  springs 
Pour  water  to  its  brink. 

The  well-eprings  that  supply 
The  streams  are  seldom  i^!ent. 

For  clouds  of  rain  come  by 
To  pay  them  what  they  lent. 

The  clouds  that  cast  their  rain 
On  lands  that  yield  our  food. 

Have  water  from  the  main,  - 
To  make  their  losses  good. 

The  sea  is  paid  by  lands, 
With  streams  £rom  ev'ry  shore ; 

So  g^ve  with  kindly  hands. 
For  Qod  can  give  you  more. 

He  would  that  in  a  ring 
ESa  blessinffs  should  oe  sent, 

From  living  tiling  to  thing. 
But  nowhere  stayed  or  ^ent. 

And  ev*ry  soul  that  takes, 

But  yields  not  on  again, 
Is  so  a  link  that  breaks 

In  Heaven's  love-made  chain. 

William  Bamet, 

909.  DOnra  GOOD^  SeMoafbr. 

I  save  My  life  for  thee, 
My  precious  blood  I  shed. 

That  thou  might'st  ransomed  be, 
And  quickened  from  the  dead. 

I  gave  My  life  for  thee ; 
What  hast  thou  given  for  Me  t 

I  spent  long  years  for  thee 

ta  weariness  and  woe, 
That  one  eternity 

Of  joy  thou  mightest  know; 
I  spent  long  years  for  thee ; 

Hast  thou  spent  one  for  Me  t 

My  Father's  house  of  light. 
My  rainbow-circled  throne, 

I  left  for  earthly  night. 
For  wanderings  sf^  and  lone ; 

I  left  it  all  for  thee ; 
Hast  thou  left  aught  for  Me  f 

I  suffered  much  for  thee, 
Mk)re  than  thy  tongue  can  tell. 

Of  bitterest  agony, 
To  rescue  thee  from  hell ; 

I  suffered  much  for  thee ; 
What  dost  ihou  bear  for  Me  t 

And  I  have  brought  to  thee, 
Down  from  My  home  above,    • 

Salvation  full  and  free. 
My  pardon  and  My  love ; 

Great  rifts  I  brought  to  thee. 

What  hast  thou  brought  to  Mel 

O  let  thy  life  bo  given. 
Thy  years  for  Me  be  spent, 

World  fetters  all  bo  riven. 
And  Joy  with  suffering  blent; 

Give  thou  thyself  to  Me, 

And  I  wUl  welcome  theet 
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MO.  Donra  weli^  vr^jmo. 

It  18  not  they  who  idly  dwell 
In  cloister  gray,  or  hermit  ceU, 
In  prayer  and  vigil,  night  and  day, 
Wearing  all  their  prime  away, 
Lord  of  Heayen !  that  serro  Thee  welL 

Action  still  most  wait  on  thought ; 

Life's  a  Yoyage  rough,  though  short ; 
We  mnst  dare  the  sonrow-waTe, 
Many  a  sin-storm  we  mast  brare, 

Ere  we  reach  our  destined  port 


Bitting  listening  on  the  shore 

To  the  ocean's  restless  roar, 
KeTer  launching  on  the  main 
Can  the  merchant  hope  to  gam 

Wealth  to  swell  his  treasure  store  t 

Yain  it  were  to  watdi  beside 

The  pits  where  we  our  talents  hide ; 

We  mnst  face  the  noise  and  strife 

Of  the  market-place  of  life, 
That  our  trustiness  be  tried. 

Where  our  Captain  bids  us  go, 
lis  not  ours  to  murmur,  '*No.'* 

He  that  gires  the  sword  and  shield. 

Chooses  too  the  battle-field 
On  which  we  are  to  fight  the  foe. 

llKnigh,  where'er  we  look  around^ 
All  we  see  is  hostile  ground, 

Where  our  uptunu^  eyes  aboye 

Becognize  His  banner.  Lore, 
There  it  is  we  should  be  found. 

Ml.  MOl^  AppnaoUng. 

The  fire  of  Qod  is  soon  to  fall — 
Thoa  knowest  it — on  this  earthly  ball ; 
Full  many  a  soul,  the  price  of  blood, 
Iforked  by  the  Almighty's  hand  for  good, 
To  utter  death,  that  hour  shall  sweep ; 
And  will  the  saints  in  heaven  dare  weep  f 

nien  in  His  wrath  shall  God  uproot 
The  trees  He  set  for  lack  of  fruit ; 
And  down  in  rude  tempestuous  blaze 
The  towers  His  hand  designed  to  raise ; 
In  silence,  ere  that  storm  besin. 
Count  o'er  His  mercies  and  thy  sin. 

John  Kd>le, 

M3.  doom;  Dsy  oft 

Come  away, 
Hake  no  delay, 
Summon  all  the  dust  to  rise, 
Till  it  stir,  and  rub  the  eyes ; 
While  this  member  jogs  the  other, 
Each  one  whispering,  Live  you,  Brother  ? 

'Come  away, 
Make  this  the  day. 
Dust,  alas  I  no  music  feels, 
But  thy  trumpet :  then  it  kneels, 
As  peculiar  notes  and  strains 
Cure  tarantula's  raging  pains. 

Come  away, 
O  make  no  stay  1 


Let  the  graves  make  their  confession. 
Lest  at  leuffth  they  plead  possession : 
Flesh's  stuobomness  may  have 
Read  that  lesson  to  the  grave. 

Come  away. 
Thy  flock  doth  stray. 
Some  to  the  winds  their  body  lend, 
And  in  them  may  drown  a  friend : 
Some  in  noisome  vapors  grow 
To  a  plague  and  public  woe. 

Come  away, 
Help  our  decay, 
llian  is  out  of  order  hurl'd, 
Parcell'd  out  lo  all  the  world. 
Lord,  Thy  brwen  concert  ndso, 
And  the  music  shall  be  praisa 

OeorgB  EM$rt, 

•18.  DOUBLB-MIlDEBBESSi  Eril  o£ 

See  the  professor  laboring,  but  in  vain. 
The  wond  and  cross  together  to  sustain ; 
The  globe  is  in  his  right  hand  dezt'rous 

found. 
His  left  the  cross  drags  sluggish  on  the 

ground; 
In  vain  for  him  appears  the  narrow  way, 
The  world  has  lea  him  from  the  path  astray : 
In  vain  for  him  shinoB  forth  the  heavenly 
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The  world  has  risen  and  obscured  his  sight ; 
Two  minds  he  has,  both  he  may  call  his 

own — 
Sometimes  they  lead  him  up,  and  sometimes 

down; 
Like  doubtful  birds,  that  hop  from  spray  to 

ffray, 
is  never  at  one  certain  stay ; 
Too  late  he  learns,  with  deep  regret  and  pain. 
He  loses  both  who  more  than  one  would  gain. 

M4.  DODBT,  OoBstank 

Life's  sunniest  hours  are  not  without 
The  shadow  of  some  lingering  doubt ; 
Amid  its  brightest  joys  will  steal 
Spectres  of  evU  yet  to  feel : 
Ito  warmest  love  is  blent  with  fears, 
Its  confidence  a  trembling  one : 
Its  smile — ^the  harbinger  of  tears : 
Its  hope — ^the  change  of  April's  sun  t 
A  weary  lot — ^in  mercy  fldven, 
To  fit  the  chastened  soul  for  heaven. 

John  G.  WMUier. 

M5.  D0T7BT,  Oue  for.  • 

This  pretty  bird,  oh  I  how  she  flies  snd  sinss ! 
But  could  she  do  so  if  she  had  not  wings? 
Her  wings  bespeidc  my  faith,  her  songs  my 

peace; 
When  I  believe  and   sing,   my  doubtings 

cease.  John  Bunyan, 

M6.  DOUBT,  Eril  oL 

Doubt  is  the  eternal  shade  by  evil  osst  1 
"  The  vision  and  the  faculff  divine  " 
Fail  when  the  spirit  o'er  its  empire  vast 
Thrones  appetite  and  crime. 
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Only  the  ear  in  chord  in  goodness  grown 
Hears  the  full  tide  of  troth's  immortal 
hymn; 
The  heart,  where  living  virtaes  bloom  alone, 
Qod's  angels  enter  in ! 

Write  the  great  law  in  alphabet  of  flame, 

Somid  it  with  prophecy  and  psalm  abroad ; 
"  DonbVs  awful  tempests  yeu  the  tents  of 
shame ; " 
The  pore  alone  see  Qod« 

ThamM  L.  Barris, 

917.  DOUBT  Penooiiled. 
His  name  was  Doubt,  that  had  a  double  face, 
Th'  one  forward  looking,  th*  other  backward 

bent,  ^ 

Therein  resembling  Janua  ancient, 
Which  had  in  charge  the  ingate  of  the  year : 
And  erermore  his  eyes  about  him  went, 
As  if  some  proydd  pml  he  did  fear. 
Or  did  nusdoabt  some  ill,  whose  cause  did 
not  appear.  Edmund  Spenser, 

919.  DBEAM,  A  FearM. 

Clarence,    O,  I  have  passed  a  miserable  night  I 
So  full  of  fearful  dreams,  of  ugly  sights, 
That,  OS  I  am  a  Christian  faithful  man, 
I  would  not  spend  another  such  a  night, 
Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days, 
So  fuu  of  dismal  terror  was  the  time  I 
Methought  that  I  had  broken  from  the  Tower, 
And  was  embarked  to  cross  to  Bui^undy, 
And,  in  my  company,  my  brother  Gloster, 
Who  from  my  cabin  tempted  me  to  walk 
Upon  the  hatches ;  thence  we  looked  toward 

England,  * 

And  cited  up  a  thousand  heavy  times, 
During  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancaster, 
That  had  befallen  us.     As  we  paced  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  natches, 
Methought  that  Gloster  stumbled;  and,  in 

falling, 
Struck  me,  that  thought  to  stay  him,  over- 
board. 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main. 
O  Lord!  methought  what  pain  it  was  to 

drown! 
What  dreadful  noise  of  water  in  mine  ears ! 
What  sights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes ! 
Uethought  I  saw  a  thousand  fearful  wrecks ; 
A  thousand  men  that  fishes  gnawed  upon ; 
Wedges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl, 
Inestimable  stones,  unvalued  jewels, 
All  scattered  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea : 
Some  lay  in  dead  mep*s  skulls ;  and  in  those 

holes 
Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept 
(As  'twere  in  scorn  of  eyes)  reflecting  gems, 
That  wooed  the  slimy  bottom  of  the  deep. 
And  mocked  the  dead  bones  that  lay  scat- 
tered by. 
Brakenhury.    Had  you  such  leisure,  in  the 

time  of  death. 
To  gase  upon  these  secrets  of  the  deep  ? 
Olar,    Methought  I  had ;  and  often  did  I 

strive 
To  yield  the  ghost :  bat  still  the  envious  flood 


Stopt  in  my  soul,  and  would  not  let  it  forth 
To  seek  the  empty,  vast,  and  wandering  air ; 
But  smothered  it  within  my  panting  bmk. 
Which  almost  burst  to  beldh  it  in  the  sea. 
Brah,    Awaked  you  not  with  this  sore  agony  f 
Clar.    No,  no,  my  dream  was  lenguened 

after  life ; 
O,  then  began  the  tempest  to  my  soul  t 
I  passed,  methought,  tne  melandioly  flood 
With  that  grim  ferryman  which  poets  write  o^ 
Unto  the  kingdom  of  perpetual  night. 
The  first  that  there  did  greet  my  stranger  soul 
Was  my  great  father-in-law,  renownM  War- 
wick; 
Who  cried  aloud,  "  What  scourge  for  perjury 
Can  this  dark  monarchy  affoid  false  Clar- 
ence?" 
And  so  he  vanished ;  then  came  wandering  by 
A  shadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  hair 
Dabbled  in  blood ;  and  he  shrieked  out  aloud, 
'*  Clarence  is  come, — ^false,  fleeting,  perjured 

Clarence, 
That  stabbed  me  in  the  fleld  by  Tewksbury ; 
Seize  on  him,  Furies  I  take  him  to  your  tor- 
ments I " 
With  that,  methought,  a  Iqg^on  of  foul  fiends 
Environed  me,  and  howlM  in  mine  ears 
Such  hideous  cries,  that,  with  the  very  noiae, 
I  tremblinop  waked,  and,  for  a  season  after, 
Could  not  oelieve  but  that  I  was  in  hell. 
Such  terrible  impression  made  my  dream. 

Shdkeepeaare. 

919.  DSEAK,  Engona  Azam'B. 

'Twas  in  the  prime  of  summer  time, 

An  eveninfip  calm  and  coolj 
And  f our-ima-twenty  happy  boys 

Came  bounding  out  of  school ; 
There  were  some  that  ran,  and  some  that  leapt 

Like  troutlets  in  a  pooL 

Away  they  sped  with  ffamesome  minda 

And  souls  untouched  by  sin ; 
To  a  level  mead  they  came,  and  there 

They  drave  the  wickets  in : 
Pleasantly  shone  the  setting  sun 

Over  the  town  of  Lynn. 

like  sportive  deer  they  coursed  abooti 

And  shouted  as  they  ran, 
Turning  to  mirth  all  things  of  earth 

As  only  boyhood  can ; 
But  the  usher  sat  remote  from  all, 

A  melancholy  man ! 

His  hat  was  ofC,  his  vest  apart. 
To  catch  heaven's  blessed  breeze ; 

For  a  burning  thought  was  in  his  brow, 
And  his  b(»om  ill  at  ease ; 

So  he  leaned  his  liead  on  his  hands,  and  read 
The  book  between  his  knees. 

Leaf  after  leaf  he  turned  it  o'er, 

Nor  ever  glanced  aside. 
For  the  peace  of  liis  soul  he  read  that  book 

In  the  golden  eventide ; 
Much  study  had  made  him  very  lean. 

And  pale  and  leaden-eyed. 
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At  last  he  Axxt  the  ponderauB  tome ; 

With  a  fast  and  fervent  gnsp 
He  strained  the  dnsky  covers  close, 

And  fixed  the  brozen  hasp ; 
''O  God  I  ooald  I  so  dose  my  mind. 

And  dasp  it  with  a  dasp  I '' 

Ihen  leaping  on  his  feet  upright, 

Some  mo^y  turns  he  took ; 
Kow  up  the  mead,  then  down  the  mead. 

And  past  a  shady  nook ; 
And  lo  t  he  saw  a  little  boy 

That  pored  upon  a  book. 

"My  gentle  lad,  what  is  *t  yoa  read- 
Romance  or  fairy  fable? 

Or  is  it  some  historic  page, 
Of  kings  and  crowns  mistable  f " 

The  young  boy  gave  an  upward  glance — 
"It  is  'The  Death  of  AbeL' " 

The  usher  took  six  hasty  strides, 

As  smit  with  sudden  pain — 
Six  hasty  strides  beyona  the  places 

Then  slowly  back  a^ain ; 
And  down  he  sat  beside  the  lad, 

And  talked  with  him  of  Cain ; 

And,  long  since  then,  of  bloody  men, 

Whoee  deeds  tradition  saves ; 
And  lonely  folk  cut  off  unseen. 

And  hid  in  sudden  graves ; 
And  horrid  stabs,  in  groves  forlorn ; 

And  murders  done  m  caves ; 

And  how  the  sprites  of  injured  men 

Shriek  upward  from  the  sod ; 
Ay,  how  the  ghostly  hand  will  point 

To  show  the  burial  clod ; 
And  unknown  facts  of  gnjlty  acts 

Are  seen  in  dreams  from  Qod. 

He  told  how  murderers  walk  the  earth 

Beneath  the  curse  of  Cain, 
With  crimson  clouds  before  their  eyes. 

And  flames  about  their  brain ; 
For  blood  has  left  upon  their  souls 

Its  everlasting  stam ! 

"  And  well,"  quoth  he,  "  I  know  for  truth 

Their  pangs  must  be  extreme : 
Woe,  woe,  unutterable  woe  I 

Who  spill  life's  sacred  stream. 
For  why  ?    Methought,  last  night  I  wrought 

A  murder,  in  a  di-eam  I 

"  One  that  had  never  done  me  wrong : 

A  feeble  man  and  old, 
I  led  him  to  a  lonely  field, 

The  moon  shone  dear  and  cold :  ' 
Now  here,  said  I,  this  man  shall  die. 

And  I  will  have  Ids  gold  I 
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Two  sudden  blows  with  a  ragged  stidc, 

And  one  with  a  heavy  stone, 
One  hurried  gash  with  a  hasty  knife, 

And  then  the  deed  was  done : 
There  was  nothing  lyin^  at  my  feet 

But  lif  dese  flesh  and  bone  t 


**  Nothing  but  lifeless  fledi  and  bone^ 

That  could  not  do  me  ill ; 
And  yet  I  feared  him  all  the  more 

For  lying  there  so  still : 
There  was  a  manhood  in  his  look 

That  murder  could  not  kill  ( 

"And  lo t  the  univeiBal  air 

Seemed  lit  with  ghastly  flame ; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  areadful  eyes 

Were  looking  down  in  blame: 
I  took  the  dead  man  by  his  hand, 

And  called  upon  hia  name. 

"  O  Ood  I  it  made  me  quake  to  see 

Sqdi  seme  within  the  slain ; 
But,  when  I  touched  the  lifdes  day, 

Tlie  blood  gushed  out  amain  I 
For  every  dot  a  buminff  spot 

Was  sconcing  in  my  t>rfun  I 

"My  head  was  like  an  ardent  coal,  ^ 

My  heart  was  solid  ice ; 
My  wretdied,  wretdied  soul,  I  knew, 

Was  at  the  deviPs  price. 
A  dozen  times  I  groaned — ^the  dead 

Had  never  groaned  but  twice. 

'  <  And  now,  from  forth  the  frowning  sky, 
From  the  heaven^s  topmost  height 

I  heard  a  voice— the  awful  voice 
Of  the  blood-avenging  sprite : 

*  Thou  ffuilty  mani  take  up  thy  dead, 

And  hide  it  from  my  sight  I ' 

"  And  I  took  the  dreary  body  up, 

And  cast  it  in  the  stream. 
The  sluggish  water  black  as  ink. 

The  depth  was  so  extreme : 
My  gentle  boy,  remember,  this 

Ib  nothing  but  a  dream  I 

*  <  Down  went  the  corse  with  a  hollow  plunge 

And  vanished  in  the  pool ; 
Anon  I  deansed  my  bloody  hands, 

And  washed  my  f  orehesd  oool. 
And  sat  among  the  urchins  young, 

That  evening,  in  the  sdiooL 

"  O  Heaven  t  to  think  of  their  white  souls, 

And  mine  so  black  and  grim  I 
I  could  not  share  in  diildidi  prayer, 

I{or  join  in  evening  hynm ; 
Like  a  devil  of  the  pit  I  seemed, 

'Mid  holy  cherubun  I 

"And  Peace  went  with  them,  one  and  all. 

And  each  calm  pillow  spread ; 
But  Guilt  was  my  grim  chamberlain, 

That  lighted  me  to  bed. 
And  drew  my  midnight  curtains  round 

With  fingers  bloody  red  I 

"  All  night  I  lay  in  agony. 

In  anguish  dark  aiKl  deep; 
My  fevered  eyes  I  dared  not  dose, 

But  stared  aghast  at  Bleep ; 
For  Sin  had  rendered  unto  ner 

The  keys  of  hell  to  keep. 
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"  All  night  I  lay  in  agony, 

From  weary  chime  to  diime ; 
With  one  besetting  horrid  hint 

That  racked  mo  all  the  time : 
A  mighty  yearning,  like  the  firat 

Fierce  impulse  unto  crime ; 

"  One  stem  tyrannic  thought,  that  made 

All  other  thoughts  its  fliaye  1 
Btronffer  and  stronger  every  pulBo 

Did  that  temptation  craye, 
Still  urffiuff  me  to  go  and  see 

The  dead  man  in  his  grare  I 

**  Heayily  I  rose  up,  as  soon 

As  light  was  in  the  sky. 
And  sought  the  black,  accursdd  pool 

With  a  wild,  misgriying  eye ; 
And  I  saw  the  dead  in  the  nver-bed, 

For  the  faithless  stream  was  dry. 

"Merrily  rose  the  lark,  and  shook 

The  dew-drop  from  its  wing ; 
But  I  neyer  marked  its  morning  flighty 

I  neyer  heard  it  sing. 
For  I  was  stoopins  once  again 

Under  the  horrid  thing. 

"With  breathless  speed,  like  a  soul  in  cihaae, 

I  took  him  up  and  ran ; 
There  was  no  time  to  dig  a  g^ye 

Before  the  day  began — 
In  a  lonesome  wood,  with  heapa  of  leayes, 

I  hid  the  murdered  man  I 

"  And  all  that  day  I  read  in  school. 
But  my  thought  was  otherwhere ; 

As  soon  as  the  midday  task,  was  done, 
In  secret  I  was  there ; 

And  a  mighty  wind  had  swept  the  leayea, 
And  still  the  corse  was  bare  1 

"  Then  down  I  cast  me  on  my  &ce, 

And  first  began  to  weep. 
For  I  knew  my  secret  then  was  one 

That  earth  refused  to  keep ; 
Or  land  or  sea,  though  he  should  be 

Ten  thousand  fathoms  deep. 

"  Bo  wills  the  fierce  ayenging  sprite, 

Till  blood  for  blood  atones ! 
Ay,  though  he^s  burled  in  a  caye, 

And  trodden  down  with  stones, 
And  years  haye  rotted  off  his  fiesh ; 

The  world  shall  see  his  bones  1 

"  O  Godt  that  horrid,  horrid  dream 

Besets  me  now  awake  1 
Again — again,  with  dizzy  brain, 

The  human  life  I  take ; 
And  my  red  right  hand  grows  raging  hot. 

Like  Cranmer's  at  the  stake. 

"  And  still  no  peace  for  the  restless  day 

•Will  wayo  or  mould  allow; 
The  horrid  thing  pursues  my  soul — 

It  stands  before  mo  now  1  " 
The  fearful  boy  looked  up,  and  saw 

Huge  drops  upon  his  brow. 


That  yery  night,  while  gentle  sleqi 

The  urchinrs  eyelids  kissed. 
Two  stem-faced  men  set  out  from  Lynn 

Through  the  cold  and  heavy  mist ; 
And  Eugene  Aram  walked  between. 

With  gyves  upon  his  wrist. 

MO.  DBBAM,  XariiMr'i. 

In  slumbers  of  midnight  the  sailor-boy  lay ; 
His  hammock  swung  loose  at  the  sport  of 
the  wind ; 
But  watch-worn  and  weary,  his  carea  flew 
away. 
And  visions  of  happiness  danced  o*er  his 
mind. 

He  dreamt  of  his  home,  of  ,his  dear  native 
bowers. 
And  pleasures  that  waited  on  lifers  meny 
mom; 
While  memory  stood  sideways  half  covered 
with  flowers, 
And  restored  every  rose,  but  secreted  its 
thorn. 

Then  Fanc^  her  magical  pinions  spread  wide. 
And  bade  the  young  dreamer  in  ecstasy 
rise; 
Now  far,  far  behind  him  the  green  waters 
glide. 
And  the  cot  of  his  forefathers  blesses  his 
eyes. 

The  Jessamine  clambers  in  flowers  o*er  the 
thatch. 
And  the  swallow  chirx>s  sweet  from  her 
nest  in  the  wall ; 
All  trembling  with  transport  he  raises  the 
latch. 
And  the  voices  of  loved  ones  reply  to  his 
call 

A  father  bends  o'er  him  with  looks  of  de- 
Ught; 
His  cheek  is  impcarled  with  a  mother's 
warm  tear ; 
And  the  lips  of  the  boy  in  a  love-kiss  unite 
With  the  lips  of  the  maiden  whom  his 
bosom  holds  dear. 


The  heart  of  the  sleeper  beats  high  in  his 
breast; 
Joy  quickens  his   pulses — his  hardships 
seem  o'er ; 
And  a  murmur  of  happiness  steals  through 
his  rest — 
<<  O  God  1  Thou  hast  blest  me— I  ask  for 


no  more. 
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Ah  I  whence  is  that  flame  which  now  burets 
on  his  eye  ? 
Ah  1  what  is  that  sound  that  now  'hums 
on  his  ear? 
'lis  the  lightning's  red  gleam,  pabtii^  hell 
on  the  sky  t 
TIs  the  crashing  of  thunders,  the  groan  of 
the  sphere  1 
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Be  springs  from  his  liammodc-— he  flies  to 
the  deck, 
Amazement  confronts   him   Trith  images 
dire; 
Wild  winds  and  mad  wayes  drive  the  yessel 
a  wruck; 
The  masts  fly  in  splinters,  the  shrouds  are 
on  fire. 

like  mountains   the  billows  tremendously 
swell; 
In  Tain  the  lost  wretch  calls  on  mercy  to 
saye ; 
Unseen  hands  of  spirits  are  rin^ring  his  knell. 
And  Hie  death-angdl  flaps  his  broad  wings 
o'er  the  wave  I 

0  sailor  boy,  woe  to  thy  dream  of  delight  I 
In  darkness  dissolyes  the  gay  frost-work 
of  bUss. 
Where  now  is  the  picture  that  fancy  touched 
bright — 
Thy  parents*  fond  pressure,   and  loye's 
honeyed  kiss  ? 

0  saQtHT  boy  I  sailor  boy  I  neyer  again, 
fihall  home,  loye,  or  kindred  thy  wishes 


repay; 
leased  anc 


UnbleBsed  and  unhonoied,  down  deep  in  the 
main. 
Foil  many  a  fathom,  thy  frame  shall  decay. 

Ko  tomb  shall  e'er  plead  to  remembrance  for 
thee, 
Or  redeem  form  or  frame  from  the  merci- 
less surge. 
But  the  white  foam  of  wayes  shall  thy  wind- 
injB^-sheet  be, 
And  winds  in  the  midnight  of  winter  thy 
dirge  I 

On  a  bed  of  creen  sea-flowers  thy  limbs  shall 
belaid— 
Around  thy  white  bones  the  red  coral  shall 
grow; 
Of  thy  fair  yellow  locks  threads  of  amber  be 
miv^4*. 
And  eyeiy  part  suit  to  thy  mansion  below. 

DsjB,  months,  years,  and  ages  shall  drde 
away, 
And  sdll  the  yast  waters  aboye  thee  shall 
roU; 
Earth  loses  thy  pattern  foreyer  and  aye — 
O  sailor  boy  I  sailor  boy  I  peace  to  thy 
soul  I  WiUiam  Dimond. 

Ml«  DBEAKSi  Load  A 

*  A  mighty  realm  is  the  land  of  dreams, 

•  With  steeps  that  hang  in  the  twilight  sky, 
And  weltering  oceans  and  trailing  streams, 

That  gleam  where  the  yalleys  lie. 

But  oyer  its  shadowy  border  flow 
8weetiaya  from  the  world  of  endless  mom. 

And  the  nearer  mountains  catch  the  glow, 
And  flowers  in  the  nearer  fields  are  bom. 
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The  souls  of  the  happy  dead  repair, 
From  their  bowers  of  light,  to  that  bor- 
dering land. 

And  walk  in  the  fainter  glory  there, 
With  the  souls  of  the  hving  hand  in  hand. 

One   calm,  sweet  smile,  in   that  shadowy 
sphere. 

From  eyes  that  open  on  earth  no  .more — 
One  warning  word  from  a  voice  once  dear — 

How  they  rise  in  the  memory  o^er  and  o'er  I 

Far  off  from  those  hills  that  shine  with  day. 
And  fields  that  bloom  in  the  heavenly  gales, 

The  land  of  dreams  goes  stretching  away 
To  dimmer  mountuns  and  darker  vales. 

There  lie  the  chambers  of  guilty  delight. 
There  walk  the  spectres  of  guilty  fear. 
And  soft»  low  voices,  that  float  through  ihe 
night. 
Are  whispering  sin  in  the  helpless  ear. 

WiUdam  CuUm  Bryant, 

M9*  DBEAXBi  Laiaoni  la. 

Some  dreams  were  useless — amoved  by  tur- 
bid course 
Of  animal  disorder ;  not  so  all : 
Deep  moral   lessons   some  impressed,  that 

naught 
Could  afterwards  deface.    And  oft  in  dreams. 
The  master  passion  of  the  soul  displayed 
The  huge  deformity,  concealed  by  day. 
Warning  the  sleeper  to  beware,  awake. 
And  oft  in  dreams,  the  reprolmte  and  vile, 
Unpardonable  sinner — as  he  seemed 
Toppling  upon  the  perilous  edge  of  Hell — 
In  dreadful  apparition,  saw  before 
His  vision  pass,  the  shadows  of  the  damned ; 
And  saw  the  glare  of  hollow,  cursed  eyes, 
Spring  from  me  skirts  of  the  infernal  night ; 
ijid  saw  the  souls  of  wicked  men,  new  £ad, 
By  devils  hearsed  into  the  fiery  gulf ; 
And  heard  the  burning  of  the  endless  fiames ; 
And  heard  the  weltering  of  the  waves  of 

wrath. 
And  sometimes,  too,  before  his  fancy  passed 
The  Worm  that  never  dies,  writhing  its  folds 
In  hideous  sort,  and  with  eternal  Death 
Held  horrid  colloquy ;  giving  the  wretch 
Unwelcome  earnest  of  the  woe  to  come. 

Jiobert  IbUoh 
M3.  BSEAMB,  Vstnie  ol 

Our  life  is  two-fold;  sleep  hath  Its  own 

world, 
A  boundary  between  the  things  misnamed 
Death  and   existence;    sleep  hath  its  own 

world,. 
And  a  wide  realm  of  wild  reality, 
And  dreams  in  their  development  have  breath. 
And  tears,  and  tortures,  and  the  touch  of  joy ; 
They   leave   a   weight   upon    our  waking 

thoughts. 
They  take  a  weight  from  off  waking  toils. 
They  do  divide  our  being;  they  become 
A  portion  of  ourselves  as  of  our  time, 
And  look  like  heralds  of  eternity  ; 
Ihey  pass  like  spirits  of  the  past^-they  speak 
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Like  Bibylfl  of  the  fatore;  they  have  power— 

The  tyranny  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 

They  make  na  what  we  were  not — ^what  they 

will. 
And  shake  ns  with  the  Tision  that^a  gone  by, 
The  dread  of  vanished  shadows.  Are  they  so  ? 
Is  not  the  past  all  shadow  ?  What  are  they  ? 
Creations  of  the  mind  ?  The  mind  can  make 
Sabstanoes,  and  people  planets  of  its  own 
With  beings  bnghter  than  have  been,  and 

give 
A  breath  to  forma  which  can  outlive  all  flesh. 

LordBjfron. 

994U  BEBSS,  Osste  efi 

If  mean  or  costly  dresses  through  this  globe 
Decide  the  rank  in  which  men  are  enrolled, 

Why,  then,  we^ll  clothe  the  wolf  in  satin  robe, 
The  alligator  in  fine  silk  enfold  I 

Oriental,  tr.  lyW.M.  Alger. 

M5«  DBE88,  Ohanoter  tad. 

What  I  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark 
Because  his  feathers  are  more  beautiful  f 
Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel. 
Because  his  painted  skin  contents  the  eye  f 
Oh  no ;  good  Kate,  neither  art  thou  the  worse 
For  this  poor  furniture,  and  mean  array. 

Shakespeare, 

OM,  DBBS8,  DMtltate  o& 

And  0 1  if  perchance  there  should  be  a  sphere 
Where  all  is  made  right  that  so  puzzles  ua 

here; 
Where  the  glare,  and  the  glitter,  and  tinsel 

of  time 
Fade  and  die  in  the  light  of  that  region  sub- 
lime; 
Where  the  soul,  disenchanted  of  flesh  and  of 

sense, 
Unscreened  by  its  trappings,  its  shows,  and 

pretence, 
Must  be  dothed  for  the  life  and  the  service 

above 
With   purity,  truth,    faith,  meekness,  and 

love; 
O  danghtars  of  earth,  f  ooliah  virgins,  beware  I 
Lest  in  that  upper  redm  you  have  ''  nothing 

to  wear.**        WxUiam  Alien  BuUer. 

MT.  DBE8S,  Leprae  la. 

When  flowing  garments  I  behold 
Enshrined  with  purple,  pearl,  and  gold, 
I  think  no  other  but  I  see 
In  them  a  glorious  leprosy 
That  does  infect  and  make  the  rent 
More  mortal  in  the  vestiment. 
As  flowery  vestures  do  descry  ' 
The  wearer^s  rich  immodesty, 
80  plain  and  simple  clothes  do  show 
Where  virtue  walks,  not  those  that  flow. 

Robert  Herriek, 

998.  DBE881  Xy  Aaad. 

Heavenly  Father,  I  would  wear 
Angel-ganncnts,  white  and  fair: 
Angel-vesture,  undeflled, 
Witt  Thou  give  unto  Thy  child! 


Not  a  robe  of  many  hues, 
Such  as  earthly  fathers  choose; 
Discord  weaves  the  gaudy  vest ; 
Kot  in  such  let  me  bedrest 

Take  the  raiment  soiVd  awav 
That  I  wear  with  shame  to-day  : 
Give  my  angel-robes  to  me, 
White  with  heaven*s  own  purity. 

Take  away  my  doak  of  pride, 
And  the  worthless  rags  'twould  hide : 
Clothe  me  in  my  angel-dress, 
Beautiful  with  holiness. 

Let  me  wear  the  white  robes  here^ 
Even  on  earth,  my  Father  dear ; 
Holdinff  fast  Thy  hand,  and  so 
Through  the  world  unspotted  go. 

Perfume  every  fold  with  love, 
Hintinff  heaven  where'er  I  rove^ 
As  an  Lidian  vesseFs  saila 
Whisper  of  her  costly  bales. 

Let  me  now  the  white  robes  wear, 
Then  I  need  no  more  prepare  ; 
All  apparelled  for  mv  home 
Whensoever  Thou  callest,  **Come.'' 

Thus  apparelled,  I  shall  be. 

As  a  signal  set  for  Thee, 

That  the  wretched,  poor,  and  weak 

Kay  the  same  fair  garment  seek. 

"  Buy  of  Me,''  I  hear  Thee  say  : 
I  have  nought  wherewith  to  pay ; 
But  I  give  myself  to  Thee ; 
ClothM,  adopted,  I  shall  be. 

jAUsy  Zjotreow^ 

999.  DSE88,  Frid«  fau 

How  proud  we  are  1  how  fond  to  show 
Our  clothes,  and  call  them  rich  and  new  t 

When  the  poor  sheep  and  silkworm  wore 
That  very  clothing  long  before. 

The  tulip  and  the  butterflv 

Appear  in  g^yer  coats  than  I ; 
Let  me  be  dr^  fine  as  I  will. 

Flies,  worms,  and  flowers  exceed  rxA  atilL 

990.  DBB88,  Baorififleto, 

Our  habits,  costlier  than  Lucullus  wore, 
And  by  caprice  as  numerous  as  his, 
Just  please  us  while  the  fashion  is  at  full. 
But  change  with  ev'ry  moon.    The  $jtK^ 

phant. 
Who  waits  to  dress  us,  arbitrates  their  date; 
Surveys  his  fair  reversion  with  keen  ejt ; 
Finds  one  ill  made,  another  obsolete, 
This  fits  not  nicely,  that  is  ill  conceived ; 
And,  maldng  prize  of  all  that  he  cond6nin% 
With  our  expenditure  defrays  hia  own. 
Variety's  the  very  spice  of  life. 
That  ^ves  it  all  its  flavor.    We  have  nm 
Through  ev'ry  change  that  Jhaaef^  at  tha 

loom 
FiThansfifid,  has  had  genius  tp  nvplj; 
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And,  stndioiu  of  mutation  still,  discard 
A  real  elegance,  a  little  used, 
For  monstrous  novelty  and  Btran^e  disgoise. 
We  sacrifice  to  dross,  till  honseh^d  joys 
And  comforts  cease.    Dress  drains  our  cellar 

dry, 
And  keeps  oar  larder  lean;  pots  out  onr 

fires: 
And  introdnces  hunger,  frost,  and  woe. 
Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign. 

WUUam  Gender, 

Ml.  BBUIKEnEaS,  Dtgndaftiflaat 

Fly  dnmkennesB,  whose  vile  incontinence 
lUces  both  away  the  reason  and  the  sense : 
Till  CircsBan  cups  thy  mind  possest   * 
Leaves  to  be  man,  aid  wholly  turns  a  beast. 
Think  while  thou  swallow'st  the  capacious 

bowl, 
Tlioa  lett^st  in  seas  to  sack  and  drown  thy 

souL 
That  hell  is  open,  to  remembrance  call, 
And  think  how  subject  drunkards  are  to  faU. 
Consider  how  it  soon  destroys  the  grace 
Of  human  shape,  qpoilin^  the  beauteous  face : 
PuflSn^  the  cheeks,  blearmg  the  curious  eye, 
Btuddmg  the  face  with  vicious  heraldiy. 
What  pearls  and  rubies  does  the  wine  dis- 
close, 
Makiiig  the  purMS  poor  to  enrich  the  mne  I 
How  does  it  nurse  disease,  infect  the  heart, 
Drawing  some  sickness  into  every  part  I 
It  weaks  the  brain,  it  spoils  tiie  memory, 
Hasting  on  age,  and  wilful  poverty  : 
It  drowns  thy  better  parts,  making  thy  name 
To  foes  a  laughter,  to  thy  friends  a  shame. 
rUs  virtue*s  poison  and  the  bane  of  trust, 
Tlfe  match  of  wrath,  the  fuel  unto  lust 
Quite  leave  this  vice,  and  turn  not  to  *t  again. 
Upon  presumption  of  a  stronger  brain ; 
For  he  that  holds  more  wine  than  others  can 
I  rather  count  a  hogshead  than  a  man. 

Thoma9  Bomdolph^ 

M9.  BEtmEinrBSS  Deioribed. 
When  fumes  of  wine  do  once  the  brain  pos- 


Tben  follows  straight  an  indisposedness 
ThxDu^out;  the  legs  so  fettered  in  that 

case. 
They  cannot  with  their  reeling  trunk  keep 

pace. 
The  tongue  trips,  mind  droops,  eyes  stand 

full  of  water, 
Koise,  hiccough,  brawls,  and  quarrels  follow 

after. 
.  .  .  Dire  was  his  thought,  who  first  in  poi- 
son steeped 
YTlie  weapon  formed  for  slaughter— direr  his, 
And  worthier  of  damnation,  who  instilled 
TTie  mortal  venqm  in  the  social  cup, 
To  fill  the  veins  with  detUK  instead  of  life. 
Lucretius,  tr,  ly  John  Dryden. 


stay,  mortal,  stay;  nor  heedless  thus 
Thy  sore  destruction  seal ; 


Within  that  cop  then  lurks  a  curse, 
Which  all  who  drink  shall  feel : 

Disease  and  death,  forever  nigh. 
Stand  ready  at  the  door. 

And  eager  wait  to  hear  the  cry 
Of  give  me  "  One  glass  more.** 

Gk>  view  that  prisQn*s  gloomy  cells ; 

Their  pallid  tenants  scan ; 
Qaze:  gaze  upon  these  earthly  hells, 

And  ask  whence  they  began ; 
Had  these  a  tongue :  Oh,  man,  thy  chedc 

The  answer  *d  crimson  o^er ; 
Had  these  a  tong^ue  they^d  to  thee  q>eak, 

And  cxj  the  *'  One  glass  more." 

Bethold  that  wretdied  female  form, 

An  outcast  from  her  home, 
Bleached  in  affliction's  blighting  storm, 

And  doomed  in  want  to  roam ; 
Behold  her — ask  that  prattler  near 

Why  mother  is  so  poor ; 
He'll  whi^)er  in  thy  startled  ear, 

'Twas/a<Atfr'«  *'One  glass  more.** 

Stay,  mortal,  stay,  repent,  return, 

Reflect  upon  thy  fa3» ; 
The  poisonous  draught  indignant  spurn. 

Spurn,  spurn  it  ere  too  late ; 
Oh,  fiy  the  alehouse's  horrid  din, 

Nor  linger  at  the  door, 
Lest  thou,  perchance,  should  dp  again 

The  treacherous  '*One  Glass  More." 

M4.  DBUnOBHIEBSiEzoaaeftr. 

My  drunkenness  is  not  a  fault  of  mine ; 
For  drunken  came  I  from  the  hand  divine. 
Which  kneaded  up  my  nascent  day  with 

wine. 
Therefore,  when,  dry  and  hard,  I  panting 

pinjB, 
No  moisture  suits  me  like  the  yeasty  vin6 1 

Oriental,  tr.,  hy  W.  B,  Alger. 

035.  DKUnEnsaS,  FcUyoi; 

Man  with  raging  drink  inflam'd. 
Is  isx  more  savage  and  untam'd ; 
Supplies  his  loss  of  wit  and  sense 
With  barb'rousness  and  insolence  ; 
Believes  himself,  the  less  he's  able^ 
The  more  heroic,  and  formidable ; 
Lays  by  his  reason  in  his  bowls. 
As  Turks  are  said  to  do  their  souls. 
Until  it  has  so  often  been 
Shut  out  of  its  lodgings,  and  let  in. 
At  lenffth  it  never  can  attain 
To  find  the  right  way  back  again. 

SamudBuUer. 

9Se.  BBUBXEraSSfl,  lailiienoe  A 

It  hath  pleas'd  the  devil,  drunkenness,  to 
Give  place  to  the  devil,  wrath ;  one 
Unperfectness  shows  me  another,  to 
Make  me  frankly  despise  myself. 
I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again;  he 
Shall  tell  me  I  am  a  dninkard:  had  I 
As  many  mouths  as  Hydra,  sudi  an  answer 
Would  stop  them  all.    To  be  now  a  sensible 
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Man,  by  and  bj  a  fool,  and  presently 

A  beast  1  every  inordinate  cnp 

Is  unblessed,  and  th'  ingredient  ia  a  deriL 

Ob  thou  invisible  spirit  ol  wine, 

If  thon  hast  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let 

Us  call  thee  deyiL  8haktip6ar€, 

•37.  DBUnEraB88|  Bamlis  ofL 

When  the  frantic  raptures  in  yonr  breast 
Subside,  you  languish  into  mortal  man ; 
Yon  sleep,  and  waking  find  yourself  undone. 
For,  prodigal  of  life,  m  one  rash  night 
Ton  lavished  more  than  might  support  three 

days. 
A  heavy  morning  comes ;  your  cares  return 
With  tenfold  rage.    An  anxious  stomach  well 
May  be  endured ;  so  'may  the  throbbing  heart : 
But  such  a  dim  delirium,  such  a  dream, 
InYolves  you ;  such  a  dastardly  despair 
Unmans  your  soul,  as  maddening  Pentheus 

felt. 
When,  baited  round  Cith»ron*8  sides. 
He  saw  two  suns,  and  double  Thebes,  as- 
cend,— 
Add  that   your  meansi  your  health,  your 

parts  decay ; 
Tour  mends  avoid   yon;    brutishly  trans- 
formed. 
They  hardly  know  you,  or,  if  one  remains 
To  wish  you  weU,  he  wishes  you  in  heaven. 

JiA»  Arm$trcng> 

fl3§«  BStmBmSSy  Viotimi  o£ 

Thick  as  billovrs  of  the  seas 
Are  the  graves  of  debauchees. 
Shall  we  warning  take  of  Uiese, 

Since  they  form  of  death  the  line  % 
See  the  faces  white  with  care, 
See  the  pictures  of  despair, 
See  the  shadows  in  the  air, 

Coming  from  the  cnp  of  wine  t 

Fashion  bows  its  little  head, 
Habit  shows  its  cheeks  of  red. 
Passion  nods  to  all  that^s  said, 

Where  the  brimming  goblets  shine. 
In  the  glass  a  serpent  lies. 
And  the  beads  which  bubbling  rise 
Are  the  serpents  glittering  eyes: 

And  its  umgs  are  in  the  wine. 

Georgs  W.  BunQoy. 

Stem  Dul^  rose,  and,  frowning,  flung 

His  leaden  chain  around  me ; 
With  iron  look  and  sullen  tongue 

He  muttered  as  he  bound  me : 
*'  The  mountain  breeze,  the  boundless  heaven, 

Unfit  for  .toil  the  creatare ; 
These  for  the  free  alone  are  given — 

But  what  have  slaves  with  nature  ?  ** 

Charles  Wolfe. 

MO.  DUTT,  (kllf.tft 

Away,  then,  causeless  doubts  and  f  ean 

That  weaken  and  enthrall : 
Wipe  off,  my  Soul,  thy  faithless  tears. 

And  xiae  to  duty's  oilL 


How  much  is  there  to  win  and  do. 
How  much  to  help  and  cheer  1 

The  fields  are  white,  the  laborers  f sw ; 
Wilt  thou  sit  'plaining  here? 

Awake,  my  Soul,  to  duty  wake; 

Oo  pay  the  debt  thou  ow^st, 
Go  forward, — and  the  night  shall  break 

Around  thee  as  thou  go'st 
A  Red  Sea  may  before  thee  flow, 

Eflnrptian  hosts  pursue ; 
But  He  that  bids  thee  onward  go 

Will  ope  a  pathway  through. 

Swift  fly  the  hours,  and  brief  the  time^ 

For  action  or  repose ; 
Fast  flits  this  scene  of  woe  and  crime, 

And  soon  the  whole  shall  close ; 
The  evening  shadows  deeper  fiill. 

The  daylight  dies  away. 
Wake,  slumberer,  at  thy  Master's  call. 

And  work  while  it  is  day  1 

EJmry  Fr<xMU  I^fte. 

Ml.  DUTT,  Daily. 

Eadi  day  its  duty  brings.    The  undone  task 
Of  yesterday  cannot  be  now  fulfilled 
Witiiout  some  current  work's  displacement 

«*Time 
And  tide  will  wait  for  none.''    llien  let  us 

act 
So  that  they  need  not  wait,  and  keep  abreast 
With  them  by  the  discharge  of  each  day's 

claim; 
For  each  new  dawn,  like  a  prolific  tree. 
Blossoms  with  blessings  and  with   duties, 

which 
So  interwoven  grow  that  he  who  shirks 
The  latter,  fails  the  first    You  cannot  pick 
The  dainty  and  refuse  the  task.    To  win 
The  smile  of  Him  who  did  His  Father's  wiU 
In  the  ffreat  work  assigned  Him,  while  'twas 

oLay, 
With  love  self-sacrificing.  His  high  course 
We  must  with  prayerful  footsteps  imitate; 
And,  knowing  not  what  one  day  may  bring 

forth, 
Live  so  that  Death,  come  when  he  may,  shall 

find 
Us  not  defaulters  in  arrears  with  Time, 
Mourning,  like  Titus,  '<!  have  lost  a  dayl" 
But  busily  engag^  on  something  which 
Shall  cast  a  blessing  on  the  world,  rebound   . 
With  one  to  our  own  breasts,  and  tend  to 

give 
To  man  some  benefit,  to  €k>d  some  praise. 

MS*  DUTTf  Exoois  Jbr. 

"Nothing  to  do !  "  in  this  world  of  ours. 
Where  weeds  spring  up  with  the  fairoii 

flowers. 
Where  smiles  have  onl^r  a  fitful  play, 
Where  hearts  are  brealung  every  day. 

**  Nothing  to  do  I "  thou  Christian  soul  t 
Wrappmg  thee  round  in  thy  selfish  stole. 
Off  wilh  the  garments  of  slotii  and  sin, 
Christ,  thy  I^rd,  hath  a  kingdom  to  win* 
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**  Nothhig  to  do  I  '^  There  axe  prayen  to  lay 
On  the  altar  of  uiceiige,  day  by  day; 
There  are  foes  to  meet,  -within  and  without ; 
niere  i9  error  to  conquer,  atrong  and  stont. 

''Nothing  to  do  I "  There  are  minds  to  teach 
The  simplest  form  of  Christian  speech ; 
There  are  hearts  to  lure,  with  loving  wile, 
From  the  grimmest  haunts  of  sin- s  defile. 

Nothing  to  do  t "  There  are  lambs  to  feed. 
Hie  precious  h(^  of  the  Church's  need : 
Strength  to  be  borne  to  the  weak  and  fiiint, 
Vigils  to  ke^  with  the  doubting  saint. 

Nothing  to   dol"  There  are  heights  to 

attain. 

Where  Christ  is  transfi^red  yet  again ; 
Where  earth  will  fade  m  the  vision  sweet, 
And  the  soul  press  on  with  winged  feet. 

"  Nothing  to  do  I  "  and  thy  Saviour  said, 
**  Follow  thou  Me  in  the  path  I  tread.'* 
Lord !  lend  Thy  help  the  journey  through, 
.  Lest,  &int,  we  cry,  *'  Too  much  to  do  I " 

943.  DUTT,  Fsme  o£ 

What  shall  I  do  to  be  forever  knownt 

Thy  duty  ever. 
Ttiifl  did  full  many  who  yet  slept  unknown — 

Ohl  never,  never  I 
Tldnkest  thou,  perchance,  that  they  remain 
unknown, — 

Whom  thou  know'flt  nott 
^  angel-trumps  in  heaven  their  pnuae  is 
blown — 

Divine  their  lot 

What  flhall  I  do  to  gain  etenoal  lifet 

Discharge  aright 
Hm  simple  dues  with  wluch  each  day  is  rife  ? 

Yea,  with  thy  might. 
Ere  perfect  scheme  of  action  thou  devise 

Life  will  be  fled. 
While  he,  whoever  acts  as  consdenoe  cries, 

Shall  live,  though  dead. 

SeMOer. 
BTJTT,  Help  in. 


The  little  children  on  the  stairway. 

Cased  in  a  slippery  glare  of  sleety 
By  post  and  railing  vainly  darning ; 

Slight  hold  is  there  for  baby-feet 
Wgh  in  the  cold  air  swinss  the  school-bell, 

*«  Come  up!   come  up!"  its  dai^  com- 
mands: 
A  quick  thought  flies  from  lips  to  fingers — 

''lis  easier,  tiUdng  hold  of  hands.'' 

Now  laughter  lights  their  rosy  faces ; 

Stout  arms  the  faltering  stragglers  lift ; 
Now  all  at  last  have  won  the  threshold. 

And  out  of  sirfit  witlun  they  drift, 
Flinging  back  bloom  upon  the  snow-wreaths, 

The  Uank,  white  world  reflects  their  smile : 
Their  word  has  cleared  for  us  a  pathway, 

Though  Alps  of  ice  the  highroad  pile. 


We  are  all  chUdrea  on  a  stairway. 

Weary  of  vain  attempts  to  dimb, 
Or,  strong  ourselves,  foxgettiuff  othens; 

While  silver  peals  of  Duty  lidma 
Hiffh  in  the  echdng  heaven  above  us ; 

And,  welcome  we  or  dread  the  call. 
Upon  the  steps  we  may  not  linger — 

Ascend  we  must,  slide  back,  or  fslL 

Whose  is  the  fault  if  this  one  stumbles ; 

If  that  laments  a  hopeless  bruise  t 
Or  if  another  sits  despdringf 

Yours — mine — ^who  time^  aid  refuse. 
Small  honor,  to  go  up  unhindered 

While  a  tired  brother  by  us  stands. 
The  little  children,  they  shall  teach  us 

"  'Tis  easier,  taking  hold  of  hands." 

Still  up  and  down  on  7irtne*s  ladder 

Unnumbered  beings  come  and  go, 
With  faces  turned  to  nether  darkness, 

Or  sunned  with  a  celestial  glow. 
The  truants  out  of  Duty^s  heaven, 

The  white  and  dazatllng  seraph-bands 
Are  brethren  still,  and,  struggling  upward, 

**  'Tb  easier,  taking  hold  of  h^ds," 

Luqf  Lareom, 

M5.  DUTY,  Mirtjr  to. 

Yes,  better  'tis  to  die 

Than  from  the  strife  to  fly ; 
Be  thou  a  hero  on  the  field. 
With  arm  close  bound  to  duty's  shield; 

Aloft  the  standard  hold 

Among  the  true  and  bold; 
Turn  not  ignobly,  recreant  back, 
A  traitor  on  life's  holy  track ; 

But  fall  on  valiant  ground 

And  be  with  honor  crowned; 
A  rank  among  the  faithful  claim. 
And  leave  to  earth  a  blessed  name 

That  kin  and  kind  may  hold,. 

Above  the  price  of  gold. 

94/&.  DUTY,  ModsTEtiMi  in. 

Without  haste  I  without  rest! 
Bind  the  motto  to  thy  breast ; 
Bear  it  with  thee  as  a  spell ; 
Storm  or  sunshine,  guard  it  well  t 
Heed  not  flowers  that  round  tta^  bloom. 
Bear  it  onward  to  the  tomb  I 

Haste  not  1  Let  no  thoughtless  deed 
Mar  for  aye  the  spirit's  speed ! 
Ponder  well,  and  know  the  right 
Onward  then,  and  know  thy  might  I 
Haste  not  I  years  can  ne'er  atona 
For  one  reckless  action  done. 

Rest  not  t  Life  is  sweeping  by, 
Oo  and  dare,  before  you  me ; 
Something  mighty  and  sublime 
Leave  behind  to  conquer  time  I 
Glorious  'tis  to  live  for  aye. 
When  these  forms  have  passed  away. 

Haste  not  I  rest  not  I  calmly  wut; 
Meekly  bear  the  storms  of  fate  1 
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Duty  be  thy  polar  guide ; 
Do  the  right,  whatever  betide  1 
Haste  not  1  rest  not  1  conflicts  past^ 
€k>d  shall  crown  thy  work  at  last, 

Johann  W,  Von  Ooeth^ 

MT.  DXTT7,  Vttglectod. 

To  other  sight  of  horrible  dismay, 
Jehovah's  ministers,  the  wicked  drove, 
And  left  them  bound  immovable  in  chains 
Of  justice :  o*er  their  heads  a  bowless  doud 
Of  indignation  hung :  a  doud  it  was 
Of  thick  and  utter  darkness ;  rolling,  like 
An  ocean,  tides  of  livid,  pitchy  flame ; 
With  thimderB  charged,  and  lightnings  ruin- 
ous, 
And  fed  with  forked  vengeance,  sudi  as 

wounds 
The  soul ;  and  full  of  angry  shapes  of  wrath ; 
And  eddies  whirling  with  tumultuous  fires ; 
And  forms  of  terror  raving  to  and  fro ; 
And  monsters,  unimagined  heretofore. 
By  guilty  men  in  dreams  before  their  death, 
Firom  horrid  to  more  horrid  changing  still. 
In  hideous  movement  through  uiat  stormy 

gulf: 
And    evermore   the   thunders,   murmuring, 

spoke 
From  out  the  darknesB,  uttering  loud  these 

words, 
Which  every  guilty  consdence  echoed  back : 
•*  Ye  knew  your  duty,  but  ye  did  it  not" 
Dread  words  I  that  barred  excuse,  and  threw 

the  weight 
Of  every  man^s  perdition  on  himself 
Directly  home.    Dread  words  I  heard  then, 

and  heard 
Forever  through  the  wastes  of  Erebus. 
•*  Ye  knew  your  duty,  but  ye  did  it  not  1 " 
These  were  the  words  which  glowed  upon 

the  sword. 
Whose  wrath  burned  fearfully  behind  the 

cursed. 
As   they  were  driven  away  from   Qod   to 

Tophet 
••  Ye  knew  your  duty,  but  ye  did  it  not  I " 
These  are  the  words  to  wmch  the  haxps  of 

grief 
Are  strung ;  and  to  the  chorus  of  the  damned, 
The  rocks  of  hell  repeat  them  evermore ; 
Loud  echoed  through  the  caverns  of  despair, 
And  poured  in  thunder  on  the  ear  of  Wo& 

BobertBoUoh. 

M8.  PUTTi  ObadlsaMto. 

I  travelled  once  a  rocky  road ; 

A  weary  road  it  was  to  go ; 
With  burdens,  too,  a  heavy  load, 

And  where  it  led,  I  did  not  know* 

A  weary  road  with  riven  high ; 

Wild  beasts  were  standing  on  tiie  rodcs; 
And  clouds  oame  drifting  through  the  sky. 

Filled  deep  with  fires  imd  thunder  shocks. 

But  through  the  douds,  and  through  the 
flame, 
And  foaming  floods,  as  on  I  went, 


A  voice  of  hope  and  dieering  came, 
"  Fear  not  to  go  whero  God  hath  ient,^ 

That  voice  is  ringing  in  my  ears ; 

Let  mountains  rise,  let  oceans  flow; 
It  matters  not.     Away  with  fears. 

J[f  God  doth  tend  me,  let  me  go. 

ITiomae  (7.  Vjakam. 

MO.  BUTT,  Ode  to. 

Stem  Daughter  of  the  Voice  of  God  I 

0  Duty T  if  that  name  thou  love, 
Who  art  a  light  to  guide,  a  rod 

To  check  the  erring,  and  reprove ; 
Thou,  who  art  victory  and  law 
When  empty  terrors  overawe, 
Fipm  vain  temptations  dost  set  free, 
And  calmest  the  weary  strife  of  frail  humanity  t 

There  are  who  ask  not  if  thine  eye 

Be  on  them ;  who  in  love  and  truth. 
Where  no  misgiving  is,  rely 

Upon  the  genial  sense  of  youth : 
Glad  hearts  1  without  reproach  or  blot ; 
Who  do  thy  work,  and  know  it  not : 
Oh  1  if  through  confidence  misplaced 
They  ful,  thy  saving  arms,  dread  Power  1 
around  them  cast 

Serene  will  be  our  days  and  bright, 

And  happy  will  our  nature  be. 
When  love  is  an  unerring  light. 

And  joy  its  own  security. 
And  they  a  blissful  course  may  hold 
Even  now,  who,  not  unwisdy  bold. 
Live  in  the  spirit  of  this  creed ; 
Yet  seek  thy  firm  support,  according  to  th^ 
need. 

I,  loving  freedom,  and  untried. 

No  sport  of  every  random  gust, 
Yet  bein^  to  myself  a  guide. 

Too  bbndly  have  rei^sed  my  trust : 
And  oft,  when  in  my  heart  was  beard 
Thy  timely  mandate,  I  deferred 
The  task,  in  smoother  walks  to  stray; 
But  thee  I  now  would  serve  more  strictly  if  I 
may. 

Though  no  disturbance  of  my  soul. 

Or  strong  compunction  in  me  wrought, 
I  supplicate  for  thy  control ;    . 

But  in  the  quietness  of  thought : 
Me  this  undiartered  freedom  tires; 
I  feel  the  wdght  of  chance  desires : 
My  hopes  no  more  must  diange  their  name^ 
I  long  for  a  repose  that  ever  is  the  same. 

Stern  Lawgiver  I  yet  thou  dost  wear 

The  Gk)&ead^s  most  benignant  grace ;   . 
Nor  know  we  anything  so  fair 

As  is  the  smile  upon  thy  face : 
Flowers  laugh  before  thee  on  their  bed% 
And  fragrance  in  thy  footing  treads ; 
Thou  dost  preserve  the  stars  from  wrong, 
And  the  most  andent  heavens  through  tliee 
are  fresh  and  strong. 

To  humbler  functions,  awful  Power! 

1  call  thee:  I  myself  commend 
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Unto  thy  guidanoe  from  thia  hour ; 
O  let  my  weakness  have  an  end ! 
Giye  onto  me,  made  lowly  wise. 
The  spirit  of  self-aacrifice ; 
The  confidence  of  reason  give ; 
And  in  the  light  of  truth  thy  bondman  let 
meHyel  WUUam  Wordnoorth. 

MO*  BFTT,  Beoeption  oft 

Pearls  before  swine :  this  is  an  old  complahit ; 

Li  yery  humbleness,  and  not  in  pride, 
The  spirit  feels  it  tme ;  yet  makes  a  feint 
To  rest  with  man's  neglect  well  satisfied. 
And  haye  its  wealth  of  words,  its  stores  of 
thought. 
Despised  or  unregarded:  woe  betide 
Hie  heart  that  liyes  on  praise  I  considering 

nought 
Of  duty*s  royal  edicts,  that  command 

Thy  talente  to  be  lent,  thy  lamp  to  shine : 
Soul,  be  not  faint ;  nor,  body,  stay  thy  hand ; 
Heed    only  this — ^not  whether    those  be 
swine, 
But  whether  these  be  pearls,  precious  and 
pure; 
That  so,  whateyer  fate  the  world  make 
thine. 
With  God  for  judge,  thy  guerdon  be  secure. 

If.F.  Tupper, 
Ml.  DUTT,  lUishi  o£ 

Yet  do  thy  work ;  it  shall  succeed 

Li  thine  or  in  another^s  day ;    . 
And  if  denied  the  yictor^s  meed. 

Thou  Shalt  not  lack  the  toiler's  pay. 

Faith  shares  the  future's  promise ;  Loye'a 

Sc^-offering  is  a  triumph  won ; 
And  each  good  thought  or  action  moyes 

Tbe  dark  world  nearer  to  the  sun. 

Then  faint  not,  falter  not,  nor  plead 
Thy  weakness ;  truth  itself  is  strong ; 

The  Hon's  strength,  the  easle's  speed. 
Are  not  alone  youchsaf ed  to  wron^f. 

Hast  thon  not,  on  some  week  of  storm. 
Seen  the  sweet  Sabbath  breaking  fair, 

Ahd  cloud  and  shadow,  sunlit,  form 
The  curtains  of  its  tent  of  prayer  t 

So,  haply,  when  thy  task  shall  end, 
The  wrong  shall  loise  itself  in  right. 

And  all  thy  week-day  darkness  blend 
With  the  long  Sabbath  of  the  light ! 

John  Oreenlsaf  wkUtier. 

W3«  DTITT,  Sewards  oft 
Why  thus  longing,  thus  foreycr  sighing, 

For  the  fkiM>fE,  unattained  and  dim, 
While  the  bcAutiful,  all  around  thee  lying 

Offers  up  its  low  perpetual  hymn  f 

Woul^Bt  thou  listen  to  itagisntle  teaching. 
All  thy  restless  yearnings  it  would  still ; 

Leaf  and  fiower  and  laden  bee  are  preaching 
Ttaae  own  sphere,  though  humble,  first  to 
fllL 

Poor  indeed  thou  must  be,  if  around  thee 
Thon  no  niy  of  light  and  joy  canst  throw— 


If  no  silken  cord  of  loye  hath  bound  thee 
To  some  little  world  through  weal  and  woe ; 

If  no  dear  eyes  thy  fond  loyo  can  brighten-* 
No  fond  yoices  answer  to  thine  own ; 

If  no  brother's  sorrow  thou  canst  lighten, 
By  daily  sympathy  and  gentle  tone» 

Not  by  deeds  that  win  the  crowd's  applauses. 
Not  by  works  that  ^ye  thee  world-renown. 

Not  by  martyrdom,  or  yaunted.  crosses. 
Canst  thou  win  uid  wear  the  immortal 
crown. 

Daily  struggling,  though  unloycd  and  kmely, 
Eyery  day  a  nch  remrd  will  giye ; 

Thou  wilt  &id,  by  hearty  striying  oi^y, 
And  truly  loying,  thon  canst  truly  Uye. 

Dost  thou  reyel  in  the  rosy  morning. 

When  all  nature  hails  ue  lord  of  light, 
And  his  smile  the  mountain-tops  adorning, 
'   Robes   yon   fragrant   fields   in   radiance 
bright! 

Other  hands  may  grasp  the  field  and  forest, 
Proud  proprietors  in  pomp  may  shine ; 

But  with  f  eryent  loye  if  thou  adorest, 
Thou  art  wealthier — all  tlie  world  is  thineL 

Tet  if  through  earth's  wide  domains  thou 
royest. 

Sighing  that  they  are  not  thine  alone. 
Not  those  fair  fields,  but  thyself  thou  loyest. 

And  their  beauty,  and  thy  wealth  are  gone. 

Nature  wears  the  color  of  the  spirit ; 

Sweetly  to  her  worshipper  she  sings ; 
All  the  glow,  the  grace  she  doth  inl^rit 

Bound  her  trus^ig  child  she  fondly  fiinga. 
Harriet  Wimlaw. 

M3,  DUTT,  That  Ibv. 

Whate'er  our  thoughts  or  purpose  be, 
They  cannot  reach  their  desdned  end, 

Unless,  oh  Qod,  they  go  with  Thee, 
And  with  Thy  Noughts  and  purpose 
blend. 

Keep  time  with  Qod,  and  then  the  power. 
Which  in  His  mighty  arm  doth  lie, 

Shall  crown  the  designat-ed  hour 
With  wisdom,  strength,  and  yictory. 

Be  not  too  fast,  be  not  too  slow; 

Be  not  too  early,  not  too  late ; 
Go,  where  His  orders  bid  thee  go ; 

Wait»  when  B3&  orders  bid  thee  wait 

Keep  time  with  God,  await  His  call ; 

And  step  by  step  march  boldly  on  i 
And  iiita  tiiou  shalt  not  faint  nor  fall, 

And  thus  shalt  wear  the  yictor's  crown. 

l%oma9  O.  Upham, 
954.  BUTT,  Trifliag. 

I  sought  to  do  some  mighty  act  of  good. 
That  I  might  proye  how  weU  my  soul  had 
striyen. 

I  waited,  while  days  and  hours  passed  by. 
Yet  bore  no  incense  of  my  dem  to  heaTen. 
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Sady  without  hope,  I  imtched  the  falling 


ram; 


One  drop  alone  conld  not  refresh  the  tree, 
But  drop  on  drop,  till  from  its  deepest  root 

The  giant  oak  drank  life  and  liberty. 
Refreshed,  like  nature,  I  arose  to  try 
And  do  the  duty  which  should  nearest  lie ; 
And  ere  I  Knew  my  work  was  half  bcffun. 
The  noble  deed  I  sought  in  yam  was  &ne, 

OM.  S0T7,  ToollifkiL 

Duty,  like  a  strict  preceptor, 

'  Sometimes  frowns  or  seems  to  frown ; 
Choose  her  thistle  for  thy  sceptre, 
While  youth^s  roses  are  thy  crown. 

Oras]^  it — ^if  thou  shrink  and  tremble^ 

Fairest  damsel  of  the  green. 
Thou  wilt  lack  the  only  symbol 

That  proclaims  a  genuine  queen ; 

And  insure  those  palms  of  honor 

Which  selected  spirits  wear. 
Bending  low  before  the  Donor, 

Lord  of  heayen^s  unchanging  year  I 

William  T^rdnoortK 
M6.  DTOra  Alonsb 

Alone  to  knd  upon  that  shore. 

To  begin  alone  to  liye  for  eyermoie, 

To  haye  no  one  to  teach 

The  manners  or  the  speech 
Of  that  new  life,  or  put  us  at  our  ease : 
Oh  I  that  we  might  die  in  pairs  or  compa- 
nies. 

Alone  t    The  Qod  we  know  is  on  that  shore ; 
The  God  of  whose  attractions  we  know  more 

Than  of  those  who  may  appear 

Kearest  and  dearest  here. 
Oh  I  is  He  not  the  life- long  Friend  we  know. 
More  priyately  than  any  fnend  below  f 

F.  W.  Ibher. 

M7»  DYnrO,  Beyond. 

Beyond  life*s  raging  feyer. 
Beyond  lifers  troubled  dream, 

Beyond  death's  surging  riyer, 
Beyond  that  sullen  stream ; 

Beyond  the  land  of  sighing. 
Where  countless  tears  are  shed. 

Beyond  the  sick  and  dying. 
Beyond  the  mouldering  dead : 

Beyond  this  scene  of  trial. 
Where  heart  and  flesh  do  fail ; 

Beyond  the  darkening  shadows^ 
Beyond  the  gloomy  yale ; 

Beyond  the  thought  of  grieying 
A  kind  and  gracious  Qod ; 

Beyond  the  fear  of  sinning. 
Beyond  the  chastening  rod ; 

Beyond  earth's  weary  burden. 
The  cross,  the  scourge,  the  rod ; 

The  saint  shall  dwell  in  glory. 
The  saint  shall  dwell  wiUi  God. 

M8.  DTnrO,  Brief: 

Death  is  short  and  life  is  long ; 
Satan  is  strong  but  Christ  more  strong. 


At  His  Word,  Who  hath  led  us  hiQiet, 
The  Bed  Sea  must  part  hither  and  thither. 
At  His  Word,  Who  goes  before  us  too, 
Jordan  must  cleaye  to  let  us  through. 

Yet  one  pang,  searching  and  sore, 
And  then  Heayen  foreyermore ; 
Tet  one  moment,  awful  and  dark, 
Then  safety  within  the  Vail  and  the  AA ; 
Tet  one  effort  by  Christ  His  graoe^ 
Then  Christ  f oreyer  face  to  face. 

Christina  G.  Boisettl 

M9«  DTnrO,  Ooatnst  o£ 

Kneel  down  by  the  dying  sinner's  side. 
And  pray  for  his  soul,  through  Him  wlx> 

died. 
Large  drops  of  anguish  are  on  his  brow — 
O,  what  are  earth  and  its  pleasures  now ! 
And  what  shall  assuage  his  dark  despair. 
But  the  penitent  cry  of  humble  prayer? 
Hear  the  last  words  the  belieyer  saith. 
He  has  bidden  adieu  to  his  earthly  friends  ; 
There  is  peace  in  his  eye  that  upward  bends ; 
There  is  peace  in  his  calm,  confidinff  air ; 
For  his  last  thoughts  are  God's,  his  lost  woida 

prayer.  Eanry  Ware^  Jr. 

960.  DTJSQtt  Oomge  ia. 

Happy  soul  I  thy  days  are  ended. 

Ail  thy  mourning  days  below ; 
Go,  by  angel  guar£  attended. 

To  the  sight  of  Jesus  go  I 
Waiting  to  receiye  thy  spirit, 

Lo,  me  Sayiour  stands  aboye, 
Shows  the  purchase  of  His  merit, 

Reaches  out  the  crown  of  loye  I 

Struggle  throufl^  thy  latest  passion 

To  thy  dear  Redeemer's  breast, 
To  His  uttermost  salyation, 

To  His  eyerlasting  rest  1 
For  the  joy  He  sets  before  thee, 

Bear  a  momentary  pain ; 
Die,  to  liye  the  life  of  fflory ; 

Suffer,  with  thy  Lora  to  reign ! 

CharUi  Wede^ 

901.  DYIHa,  DeiiniiRr. 

The  Life  aboye,  the  Life  on  high, 
Alone  is  Life  in  yerity : 
Nor  can  we  Life  at  all  enjoy. 
Till  this  poor  life  is  o'er ; 
Then,  O  sweet  Death  I  no  longer  flj 
From  me,  who,  ere  my  time  to  die. 
Am  dying  eyermore ; 
For  eyermore  I  weep  and  sigh. 
Dying,  because  I  do  not  die. 

To  Him,  who  deigns  in  mo  to  liye, 
What  better  £^ft  haye  I  to  giye. 
Oh  my  poor  earthly  life,  than  thee  f 

Too  glad  of  thy  decay, 

So  but  I  may  the  sooner  see 

That  Face  of  sweetest  majesty. 

For  which  I  pine  away ; 

While  eyermore  I  weep  and  si^^ 

Dying  because  I  do  not  die. 
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Absent  from  Thoc,  my  Sayioor  dear, 
I  call  not  Life  this  liying  here, 
Bat  a  long  dying  ag^ony, 

llie  sharpest  I  have  known ; 
And  I  myself,  myself  to  seo 
In  snch  a  rack  of  misery. 
For  very  pity  moan ; 
And  ever,  ever  woep,  and  d^ 
Dying,  becanae  I  do  not  die. 

Ah  I  Lord*  my  Light  and  living  Breath, 
Take  me,  oh,  take  mo  from  this  death, 
And  bnist  the  bars  that  sever  me 

From  my  tme  Life  above  1 
Hunk  how  I  die  Thy  Face  to  see, 
And  cannot  live  away  from  Thee^ 
O  my  eternal  Love  t 
And  ever,  ever,  weep  and  sigh, 
Dying,  becaoso  I  do  not  die. 

I  vreary  of  this  endless  strife; 
I  ireaiy  of  this  dying  life, 

Tliis  living  death,  this  heavy  chain, 

Tfaia  torment  of  delay, 
la  which  her  sins  my  sonl  detain. 
Ah  I  when  shall  it  bs  mine  ?    Ah  I  when, 
With  my  last  breath  to  say — 
No  more  I  weep,  no  more  I  sigh; 
Tm  dying  of  desire  to  die. 

8L  Tsraa  of  Sjpain^  tr,  ly  E.  CoiwaO. 


BTDra,  A  Dligs. 

Softly! 
6he  is  lying 
With  her  lips  apart 

Softly! 
She  is  dying  of  a  broken  heart. 

Whisper! 
She  is  going 
To  hsr  final  rest 
Whisper  I 
Life  is  growing 
Dim  within  her  breast 

Gently! 
She  is  sleeping. 
She  has  breathed  her  last 
Gently  I 
While  you  are  weeping 
She  to  heaven  hiis  passed  I 

CIiarleB  Oamage  EaUman. 


M8.  DTIHCh  Exuxmiagoieiit  in. 

Death,  thon  wast  once  an  unconth,  hideous 

thing, 

Nothing  bat  bones. 

The  sad  effect  of  sadder  groans : 
Tliy  mouth  was  open,  but  thou  oouldst  not 

sing. 

For  we  considered  thee  as  at  some  six  or  ten 
years  hence, 

After  the  loss  of  Uf e  and  sense, 
Flesh  being  tum-d  to  dust,  and  bones  to 

sticlu. 


We  look'd  on  this  side  of  thee, 
short; 

Where  we  did  find 
The  shells  of  fledged  souls  left  behind 

Dry  dust,  which  sheds  no  tears,  but  may  ex- 
tort 

But  since  our  Saviour*s  death  did  put  some 

blood 

Into  thy  faoa. 

Thou  art  grown  fair  and  full  of  grace, 
Much  in  request,  much  sought  for,  as  a  good. 

For  we  do  now  behold  thee  gay  and  glad 
As  at  doomsday ; 
When  souls  shall  wear  their  new  array, 
And  all  thy  bones  with  beauty  shall  be  dad. 

Therefore  we  can  go  die  as  sleep,  and  trust 
Half  that  we  have 
Unto  an  honest,  faithful  grave ; 
Making  our  pillow  either  down  or  dust 

Oeorge  Herbert, 

M4.  DYIHa,  natk  in. 

Therefore,  now,  a  last  good-night ! 
Sun,  and  moon,  and  stars  of  fire. 
Farewell  to  your  splendor  bright  I 
Higher  now  I  soar,  far  higher. 
Wh^re  there  is  such  glorious  day, 
Ye  will  vanish  quite  away. 
Weq»  not,  that  I  bid  farewell 
To  the  world  and  all  its  errors; 
Far  from  vanity  to  dwell. 
Far  from  darkness  and  its  terrors ; 
Weep  not,  that  I  take  my  flight 
To  the  land  of  endless  light ! 
Weep  not,  my  Redeemer  lives, 
High  above  dark  earth  ascending : 
Hope,  her  heavenly  comfort  gives; 
Faith  stands  by,  her  shield  extending ; 
Love  eternal  whispers  near, 
**  Child  of  Gk)d,  no  longer  fear  1 " 

Amdt,  tr,  ly  F.  E.  Co9. 

M5«  DTIVChi  Farewell  of  the. 

Tegolden  lamps  of  heaven,  farewell. 

With  all  your  feeble  light; 
Farewell,  thou  ever-changing  moon, 

Fide  empress  of  the  night 

And  thou,  refulgent  orb  of  day. 

In  brightest  flames  arrayed. 
My  soul,  that  springs  beyond  thy  sphere, 

No  more  demancu  thine  aid. 

Ye  Stan  are  but  the  shining  dust 

Of  my  divine  abode, 
-The  pavement  of  those  heavenly  courts, 

Where  I  shall  reign  wfth  God. 

The  Father  of  eternal  light 
ShaU  there  His  beams  display ; 

Nor  shall  one  moment's  darkness  mix 
With  that  unvaried  day. 

No  more  the  drops  of  piercing  grief 
ShaU  swell  into  mine  eyas ; 
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Nor  the  meridian  Btin  decline 
Amid  those  brighter  skies. 

There  all  the  millions  of  His  saints 

Shall  in  one  song  unite, 
And  each  the  bliss  of  all  shall  view 

With  infinite  delight 

PhUip  Doddridffs. 

Me.  BTnrai  Twtim, 

Go  and  dig  my  grave  to-day  I 

Homewurd  doth  my  journey  tend. 
And  I  lay  my  staff  away 

Here  where  all  things  earthly  end, 
And  I  lay  my  weary  head 
In  the  only  painless  bed. 
Weep  not,  my  Redeemer  liyes ; 

Heayenward  springing  from  the  dost 
dear-eyed  Hope  her  c6mf  ort  gives ; 

Faith,  Heaven's   champion,  bids   us 
trust; 
Love  eternal  whispers  nigh, 

"Child  of  God,  fear  not  to  die !  *" 

B.  M.AmdL 
M7.  DTETO,  Gain  o& 

Rejoice  for  a  brother  deceased ! 

Our  loss  is  his  infinite  gain  I 
A  soul  out  of  prison  releaised. 

And  freed  from  its  bodily  chain. 
With  songs  let  us  follow  his  flight, 

And  mount  with  his  spirit  above. 
Escaped  to  the  mansions  of  light, 

And  lodged  in  the  Eden  of  Love. 

Our  brother  the  haven  hath  gained. 

Out-flying  the  tempest  and  wind ; 
His  rest  he  hath  sooner  obtained, 

And  left  his  companions  behind, 
Btill  tossed  on  a  sea  of  distress. 

Hard  toiling  to  make  the  blest  shore. 
Where  all  is  assurance  and  peace. 

And  sorrow  and  sin  are  no  more. 

There  all  the  ship^s  company  meet 

Who  sailed  with  the  Saviour  boieath ; 
With  shouting  each  other  they  ffreet. 

And  triumph  o*er  trouble  and  death : 
Hie  voyage  of  life's  at  an  end, 

The  mortal  affliction  is  past ; 
The  age  tliat  in  heaven  they  spend 

Forever  and  ever  shall  last 

Charlm  Wedey. 

Dismissed  to  glory  with  a  kiss  of  love, 
He  bade  the  lingering  momenta  swifter 
roU: 

Death  was  to  him  as  harmless  as  a  dove : 
While  flooda  of  glory  overwhehned  his 

BOUL 

Kot  plucked  but  gathered  by  the  hand  of 
love. 

As  tender  fruit  or  fragrant  lilies  are ; 
Transplanted  to  the  paradise  above, 

To  blossom  in  eternal  fragrance  there. 

M9.  DTOra,  Hope  is. 

Unfading  Hope!   when  life's  last   embers 

bum. 

When  soul  to  soul,  and  dust  to  dust  return, 


Heaven  to  thy  charge  resigns  the  awful  hour 
Oh,  then  thy  kingdom  comes  I    Immortal 

power  I 
What  tiiough  each  spark  of  earth-bom  rap- 
ture fly 
The  quivering  lip,  pale  dieek,  and  closing 

eye  I 
Bright  to  the  soul  tJiy  seraph  hands  convey 
The  mominff  dream  of  lifers  ctemal  day : 
Then,  then,  Vie  triumph  and  the  trance  b^n. 
And  all  the  phcenix  spirit  bums  within ! 
Oh,  deep  enchanting  prelude  to  repose  I 
The  dawn  of  bliss,  the  twilight  of  our  woes  I 
Yet  half  I  hear  the  parting  spirit  sigh. 
It  is  a  dread  and  awful  thing  to  die  I 
Mysterious  worlds,  untravelled  by  the  sun, 
THiere  time's  far  wandering  tidie  has  never 

run! 
From  your  unf athomed  shades,  and  viewless 

spheres 
A  warmng  comes,  unheard  by  other  ears : 
Tis  Heaven's  commanding  trumpet,  long  and 

loud 
Like  Sinai's  thunder,  pealing  from  the  doud ! 
YThile   Nature   hears,  with   tenor-mingled 

trust, 
The  shock  that  hurls  her  £ibric  to  the  dust ; 
And,  like  tiiie  trembling  Hebrew,  when  he 

tax>d 
The  roaring  waves,  and  called  upon  his  God, 
With  mortol  terrors  clouds  immortal  bliss. 
And  shrieks  and  hovers  o'er  the  dark  abyaa ! 
Daughter  of  Faith !  awake,  arise,  illume 
The  dread  unknown,  the  chaos  of  the  tomb  I 
Melt  and  dispel,  ye  spectre-doubts,  that  roll 
Cimmerian  darloiess  on  the  parting  soul  I 
Fly,  like  the  moon-eyed  herald  of  dismav, 
Cfhased  on  his  night-steed  by  the  star  of  day ! 
The  strife  is  o'er — ^the  pangs  of  nature  close, 
And  life's  last  rapture  triumphs  o'er  her  woea. 

Thomas  Campbdl. 

970.  DTIH(}|  Hope  of  thsi 

Tliere  came  a  little  child,  with  sunny  hair. 
All  itearless  to  the  brink  of  death's  dark 
river. 
And  with  a  sweet  confiding  in  the  care 

Of  Him  who  is  of  life  the  joy  and  giver ; 
And  as  upon  the  waves  she  loft  our  sight, 
We  heara  her  say,  "My  Saviour  makes  them 
bright'* 

Next  came  a  youtii,  with  bearing  most  serene, 
Nor  turned  a  single  backward  look  of  sad- 


But  as  he  left  ^ush  say  and  flowen^  scene, 
pmiling   dedared,  ^*My  soul  is  thrilled 
with  gladness  J 
What  earth  deems  bnght,  forever  I  resign. 
Joyful  but  tills  to  know,  that  Christ  is  mine !  ** 

An  aged  mourner,  trembling,  tottered  by,  ^ 
Am  paused  a  moment  "by  the  swelling 
nver; 
Then  glided  on  beneath  the  shadowy  sky. 
Singing,  ^  Christ  Jesus  is  my  s^mgih  iot- 
ever: 
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tTpcm  Wb  ann  my  feeble  sool  Ileaa ; 
My  glance  meets  Hia,  iFithoot  a  qpaoe  be- 
tween." 

And  scarce  her  last  trimnphant  note  had  died, 
£ie  haflteoed  on  a  man  of  wealth  and  learn- 
ing, 
Who  cast  at  once  his  bright  renown  aside, 
These  only  words  nnto  his  friends  retom- 
ing: 
**  Christ  for  my  wisdom  thankfully  I  own, 
Aiid  as  a  little  child  I  seek  His  tlm>ne.*' 

Then   saw  I   thia— that,  whether  guileless 
diild. 
Or  youth«  or  age,  or  genius,  won  salvation, 

Each  9elf-renauneing  came;    on   each  God 
smiled; 
Each  found  the  love  of  Christ  rich  com- 
pensation 

yor  loss  of  friends— earth's  pleasures  and 
renown; 

Eadi  entered  heaven,  and  "by  His  side  sat 
down.'*         • 

M^l.  DTnrO,  Homt  ia. 

Black  Horror  I  speed  we  to  the  bed  of  death 

Where  one,  who  wide  and  far 

Hath  sent  abroad  the  myriad  plagues  of 
war, 
Btruggles  with  his  last  breath : 
llien  to  his  wildly  staring  eyes 
The  spectres  of  the  slaughtered  rise ; 

Then  on  his  frenzied  ear 
Hieir  calls  for  vengeance,  and  the  demons' 

yell. 
In  one  heart-maddening  chorus  swell : 
Cold  on  his  brow  convulsing  stands  the  dsw, 
Aad  night  eternal  darkens  on  his  view. 

Sobert  SotUhey. 

079.  DUHCK  Joyoui 

Deathless  principle,  arise  1 
Boar,  thou  native  of  the  skies ; 
Pearl  of  price,  by  Jesus  boughi, 
To  His  glorious  likeness  wrought  I 

Go,  to  shine  before  His  throne ; 
Deck  His  mediatorial  crown; 
Go,  His  triumphs  to  adorn  I 
Hade  for  God,  to  Gk>d  retuml 

Lo,  He  beckons  from  on  high  I 
Fearless  to  His  presence  fly ! 
Thine  the  merit  of  His  Blood ; 
Thine  the  Righteousness  of  God. 

Angels,  joyful  to  attend, 
Hovering  round  thy  pillow,  bend. 
Wait  to  catch  the  signal  given, 
And  escort  thee  quioc  to  Heaven. 

Is  iliy  earthly  house  distrest. 
Willing  to  retain  her  guest? 
1^'not  thou,  but  she,  must  die ; 
Fly,  celestial  tenant)  fly  I 

Burst  thy  shackles,  drop  thy  daj^ 
Sweetly  breathe  thyself  away ; 


Bulging,  to  thy  crown  remove, 
Swift  of  wing,  and  fired  with  love. 

Shudder  not  to  pass  the  stream ; 
Venture  all  thy  care  on  Him : 
Him,  whose  dying  love  and  power 
Still'd  its  tossing,  hush'd  its  roar. 

Safe  is  the  expanded  wave, 
Gentle  as  a  summer^s  eve ; 
Not  one  object  of  His  care 
Ever  suffered  shipwreck  there. 

See  the  haven  full  in  view; 
Love  Divine  shall  bear  thee  through ; 
Trust  to  that  propitious  gaJe ; 
Weigh  thy  anchor,  spread  thy  saiL 

Saints,  in  glory  perfect  made. 
Wait  thy  passage  through  the  shade : 
Ardent  for  thy  coming  o*er. 
See,  they  throng  the  blissful  shore  I 

Mount,  their  transports  to  improve ; 
Join  the  longing  choir  above; 
Swiftly  to  their  wish  bo  given ; 
Kindle  higher  joy  in  Heaven  I 

Such  the  prospects  that  arise 
To  the  dying  Christianas  eyes ; 
Such  the  glorious  vista  faath 
Opens  through  the  shades  of  death. 
Aii^u$tu$  Montague  Toplady. 


I 


978.  DYIV0I  Longing  to. 

Oh  for  the  rob«  of  whiten< 
Oh  for  the  tearless  eyes ! 

Oh  for  the  glorious  bri^htn 
Of  the  unclouded  skies  t 


Oh  for  the  no  more  weeping 
Within  the  land  of  love, 

llie  endless  joy  of  keeping 
The  bridal  feast  above ; 

Oh  for  the  bliss  of  dying. 
My  risen  Lord  to  meet ! 

Oh  for  the  rest  of  lying 
For  ever  at  His  feet  I 

Oh  for  the  hour  of  seeing 
My  Saviour  face  to  face; 

The  hope  of  ever  being 
In  that  sweet  moetin^-place  I 

Charitie  Iau  Bmi$K 

974.  DTnra,  Hot 

No,  no,  it  is  not  dyinff, 

To  go  unto  our  God; 
The  gfowing  earth  forsaking, 
Our  journey  homeward  taking 

Along  the  starry  road. 

No,  no,  it  is  not  dying. 

Heaven's  citizen  to  do  ; 
A  crown  immortal  wearing. 
And  rest  unbroken  sharing, 

From  care  and  conflict  free. 

Ko,  no,  it  is  not  dying, 
To  hear  this  gracious  word, 
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**  ReoGire  a  Father's  blesBing, 
Foreyermoro  possessing 
The  favor  of  Thy  Lord.^' 

NOf  no,  it  is  not  dying, 

The  Shepherd's  voice  to  know ; 
His  sheep  Ho  over  leadeth. 
His  peaceful  flock  He  feedetb, 
Where  living  pastures  grow. 

Ko,  no,  it  is  not  dying, 

To  wear  a  lordly  crown ; 
Among  God's  people  dwelling, 
The  glorious  triumph  swelluig 

Of  Him  whose  sway  we  own. 

Oh,  no,  this  is  not  dying. 

Thou  Saviour  of  mankind  1 
There,  streams  of  love  are  flowiog, 
Ko  hindrance  ever  knowing; 
Here,  drops  alone  we  fincL 

0.  Malan,  tr.  hylL  P.  Dvmn. 

97ft.  DIIHG,  One  byOns. 

They  are  gathering  homeward  from  ev'ry 
land, 

One  by  one, 
As  their  weary  feet  touch  the  shining  strand, 

One  by  one ; 
Their  brows  are  enclosed  in- a  grolden  crown. 
Their  travd-stain^d  garments  are   all   laid 

down. 
And  clothed  in  white  raiment  they  rest  on  the 

mead. 
Where  tho  Xiamb  loveth  HIb  children  to  lead, 

One  by  one. 

Before  they  rest  they  pass  through  the  strife 

One  by  one. 
Through  the  waters  of  death  they  enter  life 

One  by  o;ie. 
To  some  are  the  floods  of  the  river  still 
As  they  ford  on  their  way  to  the  heavenly 

hill; 
To  others  the  waves  ran  fiercely  and  wild. 
Yet  they  reach  the  home  of  the  undefiled 

One  by  one. 

We  too  shall  come  to  that  river  dde 

One  by  one ; 
We  are  nearer  its  waters  each  eventide 

One  by  one ; 
We  can  hear  the  noise  and  the  dash  of  the 

stream 
Kow  and  again   through   our  lifers   deep 

dream; 
Sometimes  the  floods  all  its  banks  overflow, 
Sometimes  in  ripples  the  small  waves  go 

One  by  one. 

Jesos,  Redeemer,  we  look  to  Tliee 

One  by  one. 
We  lift  up  our  voices  tremblingly 

One  by  one. 
The  waves  of  the  river  are  dark  and  bold. 
We  know  surely  tho  spot  where  our  feet  may 

hold; 
Tlion  who  didst  pass  throi^h  in  deep  mid- 
night, 


Strengthen  us,  send  us  Thj  staff  a&d  Tliy 
Ught, 

One  by  one. 

Plant  Thou  Thy  feet  beside  as  we  tread 

One  by  one. 
On  Thee  let  us  lean  each  drooping  head 

One  by  one ; 
Let' but  Thy  strong  arm  around  us  be  twined. 
We  shall  cast  all  our  cares  and  fears  to  the 

wind; 
Saviour,  Redeemer,  be  Thou  in  full  view, 
Smilingly,  gladsomely  shall  we  pass  throu^ 

One  by  one. 

Mary  LediB* 

Behold  the  bed  of  death, 

The  pale  and  lovely  clay. 
Heard  ye  the  sob  of  parting  breath  t 

Marked  ye  the  eye's  last  ray  ? 
Ko ;  life  so  sweetly  ceased  to  be, 
^    It  lapsed  in  immortality  I 

•77.  DYnra,  Qolet       ' 

We  watched  her  breathing  through  the  ni^t^ 

Her  breathing  soft  and  low. 
As  in  her  breast  tho  wave  of . life; 

Kept  heaving  to  and  fro. 

So  sUently  we  seemed  to  speak, 

So  slowly  moved  about. 
As  we  had  lent  her  half  our  powers 

To  eke  her  living  out. 

Our  very  hopes  belied  our  fears. 

Our  fears  our  hopes  belied, — 
We  thought  her  dymg  when  she  slepl^ 

And  sleeping  when  she  died. 

For  when  the  mom  came  dim  and  sad» 

And  chill  with  early  showers. 
Her  quiet  eyelids  closed — she  had 

Another  mom  than  ours.    Thoma»  MootL 

978.  BTIHa,  B«7elatlaDi  d, 

*<  Men  may  live  fools,  but  fools  they  cannot 

die." 
Aht.  'twas  a  trath  most  trae;  and  song  in 

Time, 
And  to  the  sons  of  men,  by  one  well  known 
On  earth  for  lofty  verse,  and  lofty  sense. 
Mudi  hast  thou  seen,  fair  youth  I  mudi  heard ; 

but  thou 
Hast  never  seen  a  death-bed,  never  heard 
A  dying  groan.    Men  saw  it  often :    twas 

sad. 
To  an  most  sorrowful  and  sad—  to  guilt 
*Twas  anguish,  terror,  darkness,  without  bow. 
But  O,  it  had  a  most  convincing  tongue, 
A  potent  oratory,  that  secured 
Most  mute  attention :  and  it  spoke  the  tniCfa 
So  boldly,  plainly,  perfectly  oistinct, 
That  none  the  meaning  cotdd  mistaki',  or 

doubt : 
And  had  withal  a  disenchanting  power, 
A  most  omnipotent  and  wondrous  power. 
Which  in  a  moment  broke,  forever  broken 
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ibid  utterly  dissolvied  tbe  chamit,  and  tpellB, 
And  cannmg  sorceries  of  Earth  and  HeU. 
And  thns  it  spoke  to  bim  irho  ghastly  lay. 

Bobert  PoUoh. 

Iffhen  by  the  bed  of  languisbment  we  sit 
(The  seat  of  Wisdx>m!  if  our  choice,  not 

fate), 
Or  o'er  our  dying  friends  in  anguish  hang, 
Wipe  the  cold  dew,  or  stay  the  sinking  head, 
I^mnber  their  moments,  and  in  every  dock 
Start  at  the  voice  of  an  eternity ; 
Bee  the  dim  lamp  of  life  just  feebly  lift 
An  agmuang  bdam,  at  us  to  ^aze, 
Then  sink  again,  and  quiver  mto  death. 
That  most  pathetic  heiald  of  our  own ; 
How  read  we  such  sad  scenes  ?    As  sent  to 

man 
In  perfect  vengeance ?    No;  inpitysent,^ 
To  melt  him  down  like  wax,  and  then  im- 
press. 
Indelible,  death^s  inu^  on  his  heart, 
Bleeding  for  others,  trembling  for  himself. 
We  bleed,  we  tremble — ^we  forget,  we  smile. 
Tile  mind  turns  fool  before  the  cheek  is  dry. 
Our  quick  returning  folly  cancels  aU 
Ab  the  tide  rushing  razes  what  is  writ 
In  yielding  sands,  and  smooths  the  lettered 
shore.  Edward  Toung, 

990.  DTnra,  Bleep  of  tin. 

Asleep  in  Jesus  I  blessM  sleep. 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep, 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes  1 

KaHi&sp  in  Jesus  1  oh,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet  I 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 
That  death  hath,  lost  his  venomed  sting. 

Asle^  in  Jesus  I  peaceful  rest, 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  sh^  dim  that  hour, 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

Asleep  in  Jesus  I  oh  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be ; 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie. 
Waiting  the  sammons  from  on  high  1 

Asleep  in  Jesus  1  time  nor  space 
Debars  this  precious  *' hiding-place;" 
On  Indian  plains,  or  Lapland  snows, 
Believers  find  the  same  repose. 

Asleep  in  Jesus  1  far  from  thee 
llky  kindred  and  their  mves  may  be ; 
But  thine  is  still  a  blesMd  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep ! 

Marga/ret  Madcay. 
Ml.  DTnra,  Song  la. 

Fm  fading  away  to  the  land  of  the  blest, 
Like  the  last  lingering  hues  of  the  even ; 

Beclining  my  head  on  my  kind  angel's  breast, 
I  soar  to  my  own  native  heaven. 

My  warfare  is  finished,  the  battle  is  won, 
To  a  crown  and  a  throne  I  aspire; 


My  coursers  are  brighter  than  steeds  of  the 
sun; 
I  mount  in  a  chariot  of  fire. 

The  world  is  fast  sinking  away  from  my 
sight, 

A  trifie  appear  all  its  treasures ; 
I  see  them  nom  hence  by  etomity*s  light — 

How  vanish  its  pomp  and  its  pleasures  I 
How  faint  are  the  notes  of  the  trumpet  of 
fame, 

Rehearsing  its  soul-flatt*ring  story  t 
How  tarnished  the  lustre  of  each  noble  name : 

A  meteor  fiash  is  its  glory  I 

Lo  I  upward  I  gaze,  and  the  glory  supreme 

That  illumines  the  heights  of  elysian, 
Shines  down  through  the  veil — there  is  life  in 
each  beam — 

It  renders  immortal  my  vision. 
The  notes  of  soft  melody  fall  on  my  ear ; 

Harmonious  the  cadence  and  measure ; 
'Tls  the  voice  of  the  harpers  on  Zion  I  hear; 

Fall  high  swells  their  chorus  of  pleasure. 

Lo  t  there  are  the  towers  of  my  future  abode. 

The  dty  on  high  and  eternal! 
See,  there  is  the  £den — ^the  river  of  Gk>d  t 
And  the  trees  ever  bearing  and  vernal. 
Haste,  haste  with  me  onwaxo,  companion  and 
guide. 
Let  me  Join  in  that  heavenly  matin ; 
Fly  wide,  ye  bright  gates!  swiftly  through 
them  I  ride. 
Triumphant  o^er  sin,  death,  and  Satan. 

WiUiam  Hunter, 
989.  BTIVG,  Tine  o£ 

Her  suffering  ended  with  the  day; 

Tet  lived  she  at  its  close, 
And  breathed  the  long,  long  night  away 

In  statue-like  repose. 

But  when  the  sun,  in  all  his  state. 

Illumed  the  eastern  skies. 
She  passed  through  glory's  moraing-gate, 

And  walked  in  Paradise  I 

Jame$  AldriA, 

M3.  DTnrO,  Trsadtion  o£ 

Out  of  the  shadows  of  sadness, 
Lito  the  sunshine  of  gladness. 

Into  the  light  of  the  Blest ; 
Out  of  a  land  very  dreary. 
Out  of  the  world  of  the  weary, 

Into  the  rapture  of  Rest. 

Out  of  to-day*s  sin  and  sorrow, 
Lito  a  blissful  to-morrow, 

Into  a  day  without  gloom ; 
Out  of  a  land  filled  with  sighing ; 
Land  of  the  dead  and  the  dying; 

Into  a  land  without  tomb. 

Out  of  a  life  of  commotion. 
Tempest-swept  oft  as  the  ocean,    ' 

Dark  with  the  wrecks  drifting  o'er 
Into  a  land  calm  and  quiet, 
Never  a  storm  cometh  nigh  it — 

Never  a  wreck  on  its  shore. 
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Out  of  a  land  in  whose  bowen 
Perish  and  fade  all  the  flowers — 

Out  of  the  land  of  decay— 
Into  the  Eden  where  fairest 
Of  flow'rets,  and  sweetest  and  rarest, 

Kever  shall  wither  away. 

Out  of  the  world  of  the  wailing, 
Thronged  with  the  anguished  and  ailing, 

Out  of  the  world  of  the  sad, 
Into  the  world  that  rejoices ; 
World  of  bright  visions  and  voices; 

Into  the  world  of  the  glad. 

Out  of  a  life  ever  lomful. 
Out  of  a  land  very  mournful, 

Where  in  bleak  exile  we  roam, 
Into  a  joyland  above  us, 
Where  there^s  a  Father  to  love  us ; 

Into  "  Our  Home,  Sweet  Home.** 

Myan. 
984.  DTnra,  Betorioai. 

Happy  the  spirit  released  from  its  clay ; 
Happy  the  soul  that  goes  bounding  away; 
Singmg,  as  upward  it  hastes  to  the  sides, 
Yictoiy!  victory!  homeward  I  rise. 

Many  the  toils  it  has  passed  through  below, 
Many  the  seasons  of  trial  and  woe ; 
Many  the  doubtings  it  never  should  sing 
Victory  I  victory  I  thus  on  the  wing. 

There  lies  the  wearisome  body  at  rest; 
Closed  are  its  eyelids,  and  quiet  its  breast ; 
But  the  glad  spirit,  on  pinions  of  light. 
Victory  I  victory  t  sings  in  its  flight 

While  we  are  weeping  our  friends  gone  from 

earth, 
Angels  are  singing  their  heavenly  birth ; 
Welcome,  oh,  weioome  to  our  hfl^py  shore; 
Victory  1  victory  I  weep  ye  no  more. 

How  can  we  wish  them  recalled  from  their 
home, 

Longer  in  sorrowing  exile  to  roam  t 

Safely  they  pass'd  from  their  troubles  be- 
neath, 

Victory  I  victory  I  shouting  in  death. 

Thus  let  them  slumber,  till  Ohrist  from  the 

skies 
Bids  them  in  glorified  bodies  arise ; 
Sin^ng,  as  upwaid  they  spring  from  the 

tomb. 
Victory!  victory!  Jesus  hath  come ! 

William  Hunter, 

M5,  DTIVa>  WeloQBM  vL 

If  thou,  O  Death,  a  being  art,  draw  near 
And  let  me  clasp  thee ;  for  I  hold  thee  dear. 
Thou  canst  but  snatch  this  worn-out  dress 
from  me. 

Oriental,  tr,  hy  W.  R  Alger. 

M6.  DTOra,  Words  «r  iliA. 

The  tongues  of  dying  men 
Enforce  attention  like  deep  harmony ; 
Where  words  are  scarce,  they  are  seldom 
spent  in  vain. 


For  they  breathe  truth,  thfKt  breathe  their 

words  in  pain. 
He  that  no  more  must  say  is  listened  moro 
Than  they  whom  youth  and  ease  have  tav^t 

to  glose ; 
More  are  men*s  ends  maik'd,  than  their  li-res 

before: 
The  setting  sun,  and  music  at  the  dose, 
As  the  last  tastd  of  sweets,  is  sweetest  last ; 
Writ  in  remembrance,  more  than  things  long 

past  Shakespeare. 

9S7»  EAlUiT  DBATH,  7s«iih  Apologva. 

Up  and  down  his  gardens  paced  a  king. 
In  the  glonous  season  of  die  q>ring. 

Lovely  flow'rets  there  by  him  were  seen 
In  their  earliest  bud  and  blossoming. 

How  should  he  those  lovely  flowerets  pnll. 
Half  whose  glory  lay  a  hidden  thing! 

When  a  few  short  days  were  gone,  again 
Visited  his  garden-plots  the  kmg : 

And  those  flowers,  so  dewy,  fresh  and  fair» 
Brighter  than  the  brightest  inaect^s  wing. 

Each  was  hanging  now  a  drooping  head. 
Each  lay  now  a  wan,  discolored  thing : 

And  he  thought.  Their  scent  and  sweetness  I 
Had  rejoiced  in,  earlier  gathering. 

So  when  in  his  gardens  of  delight, 
Did  that  monarch  pace  another  spring, 

And  the  folded  buds  again  admired, 
That  did  round  them  fragrant  odor  fling, 

He  with  timely  hand  prevented  now 
The  sad  season  of  their  withering, 

Culled  them  in  the  glory  of  thdr  primes 
Ere  their  fresh  delist  had  taken  wing. 

Culled  the  young  and  beautiful,  and  laid 
In  his  bosom  gently,  home  to  bring. 

lUchard  Oheneeix  Trent^ 

MS.  EASLT  DEATH,  IUbukj  of; 

Had  he  lived  and  fallen  (as  who  of  us 
Doth  perfectly  t  and  let  him  that  is  proud 
Take  heed  lest  he  do  fall),  he  would  have 

been 
A  sadness  to  them  in  their  aged  hours. 
But  now  he  is  an  honor  and  delight, 
A  treasure  of  the  memory,  a  Joy 
Unutterable;  by  the  lone  fireside 
They  never  tire  to  speak  his  praise,  and  say. 
How,  if  he  had  been  spared,  he  would  have 

been 
So  great,  and  good,  and  noble. 

Dcwid  Qray, 
M9.  EABLT  BBATH;  8a&ty  A 

Qo  to  thy  rest,  my  diild ; 

Go  to  thy  dreamless  bed; 
Gentle,  and  meek,  and  mild, 

With  blessings  on  thy  head: 
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Fresh  roses  in  thy  band. 
Buds  on  thy  pillow  laid. 

Haste  from  this  fearful  land, 
Where  flowen  so  qmcUy  iadt. 

Before  thy  heart  might  learn 

In  waywardness  to  stray ; 
Bef6re  thy  feet  could  turn 

The  dark  and  downward  way ; 
Sre  sin  might  wound  thy  breart, 

Or  sorrow  wake  the  tear, 
Bise  to  thy  home  of  rest 

In  yon  celestial  sphere. 

Because  thy  smile  was  fair, 

Thy  lips  and  eyes  so  bright, 
Because  thy  cradle-care 

Was  such  a  fond  delight — 
Shall  love,  with  weak  embrace, 

Thy  heayenward  flight  detain! 
Ko,  angel  I  seek  thy  place 

Amia  yon  cherub  train. 


EAfiLY  DEATH,  Bnljeotisft 

The  brightest  blossom  soonest  dies, 
The  purest  dew  will  early  rise 

To  mingle  with  the  viewless  air; 
The  fairest  rose  will  soon  decay, 
Tlie  softest  beauty  pass  away, 

And  all  be  dark  and  lonely  fiiere. 

The  brightest  souls  are  soonest  gone, 
The  proudest  race  is  quickest  won, 

And  genius  finds  in  youth  a  grave ; 
Hie  hand  that  sent  it  from  above 
Becalls  it  in  its  fondest  love, 

And  takes  the  choicest  gift  it  gave. 

IBnd  cannot  linger  long  below. 
And  keep  unstained  its  virgin  snow ; 

Baith  will  assert  its  base  control : 
Happy  the  life  that  soon  is  o'er — 
Pain  neV  can  bow  the  spirit  more, 

Kor  f6rce  can  crash  the  tender  souL 

A  few  short  years,  but  oh  I  how  bright 
With  pure,  serene,  and  mellow  light — 

Ko  nour,  no  moment,  spent  in  vain ; 
Better  than  base  eternity. 
To  live  these  transient  years,  like  thee, 

In  light,  and  die  without  a  stain. 

JafMi  Gates  JPtreivaL 


EABLT  BBATHi  Tiismphaat 

"  I  am  almost  there," 

Said  a  dyinff  child. 
As  he  upward  looked 

And  sweetly  smiled ; 
**Tho  happy  homes 

Of  the  blest  I  see, 
And  an  angel  band 

Awaiting  me. 
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"  I  am  almost  there ! 

But  do  not  weep; 
]b  a  Saviour's  aims 

It  is  sweet  to  nkep.^ 


And  ha  dosed  his  eyes, 
And  ffently  placed 

folaed  hands 
Across  his  breast 

**  I  am  almost  there ! 

Sweet  Jesus,  now,** 
And  the  damps  of  death 

Ccrspread  nis  brow ; 
And  his  brightening  features 

Almost  smiled 
As  we  wept  beside 

The  dymg  child. 

•M.  EABLT  FIETT,  Bnsfltot 

Happy  the  child  whose  youngest  yean 

Receive  instruction  well ; 
Who  hates  the  sinner's  path,  and  fears 

The  road  that  leads  to  hclL 

When  we  devote  our  youth  to  God 

'Tis  pleasing  in  His  eyes  : 
A  flower,  when  offered  in  the  bttd» 

Is  no  vain  sacrifice. 

'lis  easier  work  if  we  begin 

To  serve  the  Lord  betimes ; 
But  sinners  that  ffrow  old  in  sin» 

Are  hardened  m  their  crimes. 

'Twill  save  us  from  a  thousand  snares, 

To  mind  religion  younff ; 
Grace  will  preserve  our  following  years. 

And  make  our  virtues  strong. 

To  Thee,  Almighty  God,  to  Thee, 

Our  childho^  we  resign ; 
Twill  please 'us  to  look  back,  and  see 

That  our  whole  lives  were  Tliine. 

Let  the  sweet  work  of  prayer  and  pndae 
Employ  my  youngest  breath: 

Thus  rm  prepared  for  longer  days. 
Or  fit  for  early  death.      Ikaae  WaUt. 

9M.  EASLT  FIETT,  OsU  to. 

O,  come  in  life's  gay  morning. 

Ere  in  thy  sunny  way 
The  flowers  of  hope  have  withered. 

And  sorrow  enos  thy  day. 

Come,  while  from  Joy's  briffht  fountain 
The  streams  of  pleasure  now ;     . 

CoHie,  ere  thy  buoyant  spirits 
Have  felt  tJie  bbght  of  woe. 

Bemember  thy  Creator 

Kow,  in  thy  youthful  days. 
And  He  will  guide  thy  footsteps 

Through  life's  uncertain  maae. 

Bemember  thy  Creator, 

He  calls,  in  tones  of  love ; 
And  offers  endless  pleasure 

In  brighter  worlds  above. 

And  in  the  hour  of  sadness, 

When  earthly  Joys  depart^ 
His  love  shall  be  thy  solace, 

And  dieer  thy  drooping  heart 
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And  when  lifers  storms  are  orer. 
And  thou  from  earth  art  free. 

Thy  God  will  be  thy  portion 
Throughout  eternity. 

M4.  EABLY  PIETT,  Doty  o£ 

Go  thou,  in  lifers  fair  morning, 

Go  in  the  bloom  of  youth, 
And  buy,  for  thy  adorning, 

The  precious  pearl  of  tnith : 
Secure  this  heayenly  treasure, 

And  bind  it  on  thy  heart ; 
And  let  not  worldly  pleasure 

E*er  cause  it  to  depart. 

Go,  where  the  day-star  shineth; 

Go,  where  thy  heart  is  light ; 
Go,  ere  thy  strengrth  declinetfa. 

While  every  sense  is  bright : 
Bell  all  thou  hast,  and  buy  it ; 

'Tis  worth  all  earthly  things — 
Rubies,  and  gold,  and  diamonds, 

Sceptres,  and  crowns  of  kings. 

Go,  ere  the  clouds  of  sorrow 

Steal  o*er  the  bloom  of  youth ; 
Defer  not  till  to-morrow : 

Go  now,  and  buy  the  truth. 
Go  seek  thy  great  Creator, 

Learn  early  to  be  wise : 
Go,  place  upon  His  altar 

A  morning  sacrifice ! 

9M«  EASLT  PIETY,  Ezamplfli  ofi 

What  blest  examples  do  I  find 

Writ  in  the  word  of  truth. 
Of  children  that  b^^an  to  mind 

Religion  in  their  youth  1 

Jesus,  who  reiffns  above  the  sky. 

And  keeps  the  world  in  awe. 
Was  once  a  child  as  young  as  I, 

And  kept  His  Father's  law. 

At  twelve  years  old.  He  talked  with  men, 

The  Jews  all  wondering  stand, 
Yet  He  obeyed  His  mother  then, 

And  came  at  her  command. 

Samuel,  the  child,  was  weaned  and  brought 

To  wait  upon  the  Lord : 
Yonns  Timothy  betimes  was  taught 

To  know  His  holy  word. 

Then  why  shoidd  I  so  long  delay 

What  others  learnt  so  soon  t 
I  would  not  pass  another  day 

Without  this  work  begun. 

Jbaao  WatU. 


EABLT  FIETTi  Hope  ot 
I  want  to  be  an  angel* 

And  with  the  angels  stand, 
A  crown  upon  my  forehead, 

A  harp  within  my  hand. 
There,  ri^ht  before  my  Saviour, 

So  glorious  and  so  bright, 
rd  wuce  the  sweetest  music. 

And  praise  Him  day  and  night 


I  never  should  be  weary. 

Nor  ever  shed  a  tear, 
Nor  ever  know  a  sorrow. 

Nor  ever  feel  a  fear ; 
But  blessed,  pure,  and  holy, 

rd  dwell  in  Jesus*  sigbt, 
And  with  ten  thousand  th^^usands 

Praise  Him  both  day  and  night. 

I  know  Tm  weak  and  sinful. 

But  Jesus  will  forgive. 
For  many  little  children 

Have  gone  to  heaven  to  live. 
Dear  Saviour,  when  I  languish. 

And  lay  me  down  to  die. 
Oh,  send  a  shining  angel 

To  bear  me  to  the  sky. 

Oh,  there  Fll  be  an  angel. 

And  with  the  auffels  stand, 
A  crown  upon  my  £>rchead, 

A  harp  within  my  hand ; 
And  there  before  my  Saviour 

So  clorious  and  so  bright, 
m  jom  the  heavenly  music, 

Ajid  praise  Him  day  and  night. 

M7.  EABLT  FIETT,  Vobility  A 

"Who  shall  be  greatest  in  Thy  kingdom. 

Lord!" 
Thus  spake  the  disciples,  grave  and  bearded 

men. 
A  child  stood  by;  the  Haster  called  him 

there;  • 

Wond^ng,  they  waited  for  His  gentle  word ; 
The  pity  of  His  looks  thdr  spirits  stirred. 
"O  men!  *^  said  Clirist,  "ye  needs  must  be 

forgiven 
Much  pride  I    Your  hearts  must  thrill  with 

sorrow's  chord  I 
The  greatest  must  bo  like  this  little  child : 
Tender  and  trustful,  true,  and  meek,  and 

mild." 
On  the  fair  head  he  softly  laid  His  hand ; 
The  brave  young  eyes  sought  His  in  sweet 

surprise; 
A  sunbeam,  shining  from  the  heavoily  land, 
Seemed  sifted  cbwn  from  far  above  the 

skies. 

9M.  EABLT  HETT,  FooiUo. 

Fm  not  too  young  to  sin, 
Tm  not  too  young  to  die ; 
Fm  not  too  little  to  begin 
A  life  of  faith  and  joy. 

Jesus,  I  love  Thy  name ; 
From  evil  set  mo  free : 
And  ever  keep  Thy  feeble  lambs 
Who  puts  his  trust  in  Thee. 

BaptUt  W.  Nod. 

909.  EABLT  TBAIHIHa,  InflneaM  vIL 

A  babe  in  a  house  is  a  weU-spring  of  pleas 
ure,  a  messenger  of  peace  and  love: 

A  resting-place  for  innocence  on  earth;  a  link 
between  angels  and  men ; 

Yet  is  it  a  talent  of  trust,  a  loan  to  be  ren- 
dered  back  with  interest; 


241 


A  deljfilit^  bat  redolent  of  eaie;  honey  sweet, 

DOt  lacking  not  the  letter ; 
Yw  diaiacter  ^weth  day  by  day*  snd  all 

thhiga  aid  it  in  unfolding, 
And  the  baat  onto  good  or  evil  maybe  giyen 

in  the  hours  of  infancy. 
Scratch  the  green  rind  of  a  sapling,  or  wan- 
tonly twist  it  in  tiio  soil, 
The  acaned  and  crooked  oak  will  tell  of  thee 

for  centuries  to  come ; 
Sven  so  mayest  thou  guide  the  mind  to  good, 

or  lead  it  to  the  marrinss  of  evil. 
For  disposition  is  boilded  up  by  the  ftLshion- 

ing  of  first  impressions ; 
Wherefore,  though  the  voice  of  Instruction 

waiteth  for  the  ear  of  Reason, 
Tet  with  his  mother's  milk  the  young  diild 

diinketh  Education. 
l^tienoo  is  the  first  great  lesson;  he  may 

learn  it  at  the  breast ; 
And  the  habit  of  obedience  and  trust  may  be 

r  ted  on  his  mind  in  the  cradle : 
little  hands  in  prayer,  teach  the 
weak  knees  their  kneeling ; 
Let  him  see  thee  speaking  to  thy  God;  he 

will  not  forget  it  afterwards; 
When  old  and  gray  will  he  feelingly  remem- 
ber a  moth^s  tender  piety. 
And  the  touching  recollection  of  her  prayers 
shall  arrest  the  strong  man  in  his  sin. 

M.  F.  Tapper. 

1000.  EASLT  TBAIUHQ,  SnparfldiL 

*Tia  granted,  and  no  plainer  truth  appears. 
Our  most  important  are  our  earliest  years ; 
The  mind,  impressible  and  soft,  with  ease 
Imbibes  and  copies  what  she  hears  and  sees, 
And  through  life*s  labyrinth  holds  fast  the 

clue 
That  Education  gives  her,  false  or  true. 
Plants  raised  with  tenderness  are  seldom 

strong; 
Han's  coltish  disposition  asks  the  thong ; 
And  without  ^dpline  the  favorite  child. 
Like  a  neglected  forester,  runs  wild. 
But  we,  as  if  good  qualities  would  grow 
Spontaneous,  take  but  little  pains  to  sow ; 
We  give  scmie  Latin,  and  a  smatch  of  Greek ; 
Teach  him  to  fence  and  figure  twice  a  week : 
And  having  done,  we  think,  the  best  we 

can, 
Pmlse  his  proficieney,  and  dub  him  man. 

Aooompushments  have  taken  virtue^s  place. 
And  wisdom  falls  before  exterior  grace : 
We  slight  the  precious  kernel  of  the  stone. 
And  toil  to  polish  its  rough  coat  alone. 
A  just   dq>ortment,  manners  graced  with 


Elegant  phrase,  and  figure  formed  to  please, 
Are  qualities  that  seem  to  oomprdiena 
Whatever  parents,  guardians,  sdiools,  intend ; 
Hence  an  unfurmshed  and  a  listless  mind, 
Though   busy,  trifling;  empty,  though   re- 
fined; 
Hence  all  that  interferes,  and  dares  to  dash 
With  indolence  and  luxury,  is  trash ; 

16 


While  learning,  once  the   man*s   exdunve 

pride. 
Seems  verging  fast  towards  the  female  side. 

Wm,  Comp&r. 

1001.  EABBE8THE88,  Ohriitiaiii 

Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise. 

And  put  your  armor  on. 
Strong  m  the  strength  which  God  supplies 

Through  His  eternal  Son ; 
Strong  in  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 

And  in  His  mighty  power, 
Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  tmsti, 

Is  more  than  conqueror. 

Stand  then  in  His  great  misht, 

With  all  His  strength  endued ; 
But  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight 

The  panoply  of  Gk>d : 
That  having  all  things  done, 

And  all  your  confiicts  past. 
Ye  may  overcome,  through  Christ  aloofly 

And  stand  entire  at  lut 

Stand  then  asainst  your  foes, 

In  dose  ar^  firm  array : 
Legions  of  wily  fiends  oi^[)ose 

Throughout  the  evil  day : 
But  meet  the  sons  of  night. 

But  mode  thdr  vain  design, 
Arm^d  in  the  arms  of  heavoily  lights 

Of  righteousness  divine. 

Leave  no  unguarded  place, 

No  weakness  of  the  soul ; 
Take  every  virtue,  every  graces 

And  fortify  the  whole : 
Lidissolubly  joined. 

To  battle  ail  proceed ; 
But  aim  yourselves  with  all  the  mind 

That  was  in  Christ  your  Head. 

But  above  all  lay  hold 

On  faith's  victorious  shidd; 
Arm'd  with  that  adamant  and  gold, 

Be  sure  to  win  the  field : 
If  faith  surround  your  heart, 

Satan  shall  be  subdued ; 
Repdl'd  his  every  fiery  dart. 

And  quendi'd  with  Jesus'  blood 

Jesus  hath  died  for  you, 

What  can  His  love  withstand  t 
Believe,  hold  fast  your  shidd,  and  who 

Shall  pluck  you  from  His  hand  t 
Believe  uiat  Jesus  rdgns ; 

All  power  to  him  is  given: 
Believe,  till  freed  from  sin's  remains ; 

Believe  youradves  to  heaven. 

.  To  keep  your  armor  bright, 

Attend  with  constant  care. 
Still  walking  in  your  Captain's  dght, 

And  watchinff  unto  prayer. 
Heady  for  all  alarms, 

Ste^f astly  set  your  face. 
And  always  exercise  your  arms, 

And  use  your  every  grace. 
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Pray,  without  ceasing,  pray, 

Yonr  Captain  gives  the  word ; 
His  summons  cheerfully  obey, 

And  call  upon  the  Lord : 
To  Qod  your  every  want 

In  instant  prayer  display ; 
Fray  always ;  pray,  and  never  faint ; 

Ih»y,  without  ceasing,  pray. 

In  fellowship  alone, 

To  Gk>d  with  faith  draw  near ; 
Approach  His  courts,  beside  His  throne 

With  all  the  power  of  prayer: 
His  mercy  now  implore. 

And  now  show  forth  His  praise ; 
In  shouts,  or  silent  awe,  adore 

His  miracles  of  grace. 

To  Gk>d  your  spirits  dart ; 

Your  souls  in  words  dedaro ; 
Or  groan,  to  Him  who  reads  the  heart 

'Hie  unutterable  prayer : 
His  mercy  now  implore. 

And  now  show  forth  His  praisa; 
In  shouts,  or  silent  awe,  adore 

His  miracles  of  grace. 

Pour  out  your  souls  to  Ck)d, 

And  bow  them  with  your  knees ; 
And  spread  your  heart  and  hands  abroad, 

Ana  pray  for  Zion's  peace : 
Your  guides  and  brethren  bear 

Forever  on  your  mind ; 
Extend  the  arms  of  mighty  prayer. 

In  grasping  all  mankind. 

From  strength  to  strength  go  on ; 

Wrestle,  and  fight,  and  pray ; 
Tread  all  the  powers  of  darkness  down, 

And  win  the  well-fought  day : 
Still  let  the  Spirit  cry. 

In  all  His  soldiers, — Ck>me, 
Till  Christ  the  Lord  descend  from  high. 

And  take  the  conquerors  home. 

Charle$  We&Uy. 

1009.  EABHE§T9E88,  Botyofi 

Full  of  vows  and  full  of  labor, 
All  our  days  fresh  duties  brinff ; 

First  to  Gk)d,  and  then  our  neigm>or. 
Christian  life  is  an  earnest  tmng. 

Onward,  ever  onward  pressing, 

Yet  untried  as  angers  wing. 
Believing,  doin^,  blest  and  m^ing, 

Christian  life  is  an  earnest  thing. 

1003.  EAB5ESTHE88,  Satnn'a 

O  ever-earnest  sun  I 

Unwearied  in  thy  work, 

Unhaltin^  in  thy  course, 

XJnlingenng  in  thy  path. 
Teach  me  thy  earnest  ways. 
That  mine  may  be  a  life  of  steadfast  work 

and  praise. 

O  ever-earnest  stars  I 

Unchanging  in  your  light, 
Unfaltenng  in  your  race. 
Unswerving  in  your  round, 


Teach  me  your  earnest  ways 
That  mine  may  be  a  life  of  steadfast  woik 
andpraisa 

O  ever-earnest  earth ! 

Doing  thy  Maker*s  work, 

FulfiUing  His  great  will. 

With  all  thy  moms  and  evens, 
Teach  me  thy  earnest  ways, 
That  mine  may  be  a  life  of  steadtot  work 

and  praise. 

O  ever-earnest  streams  I 

Flowinff  still  on  and  on, 

Throuffh  vale,  or  field,  or  moor, . 

In  darkness  or  in  light, 
iWch  me  your  earnest  ways, 
That  mine  may  be  a  life  of  steadfast  woik 

and  praise. 

O  ever-earnest  flowers  I 

That  with  untiring  growth 
Shoot  up,  and  spread  abroad 
Your  fragrance  and  your  joy, 

Teach  me  your  earnest  ways, 

That  mine  may  be  a  life  of  steadfast  woik 
and  praise. 

O  ever-earnest  sea  I 

Constant  in  flow  and  ebb. 

Heaving  to  moon  and  sun. 

Unchanging  in  thy  change. 
Teach  me  thy  earnest  ways. 
That  mine  may  be  a  life  of  steadfast  woric 

and  praise.  HoratiuB  Bonar, 

1004.  EABHESTHE88,  PIm  for. 

Time  is  earnest,  passing  by^ 
Death  is  earnest,  di'awing  nigh ; 
Sinner,  wilt  thou  trifling  be  ? 
Time  and  death  appeal  to  thee. 

Life  is  earnest ;  when  'tis  o'er 
Thou  retumest  nevermore ; 
Soon  to  meet  eternity. 
Wilt  thou  never  serious  bef 

God  is  earnest :  kneel  and  pray, 
Ere  thy  season  pass  away, 
Ere  be  set  His  judgment  throne. 
Ere  the  day  of  grace  be  gona, 

Christ  is  earnest :  bids  thee  come ; 
Paid  thy  spirit's  priceless  sum ; 
Wilt  thou  spurn  thy  Saviour's  love» 
Pleading  with  thee  from  above  ? 

O  be  earnest,  do  not  stay : 
Thou  may'st  perish  e'en  tq-daj. 
Rise,  thou  lost  one,  rise  and  flee; 
Lo !  thy  Saviour  waits  for  thee. 

lOM.  EABHE8TIE881  Tlm^fbUi 

We  are  living,  we  are  dwelling 

In  a  grand  and  awful  time ; 
In  an  age,  on  aoes  telling. 

To  be  living  is  sublime. 

Worlds  are  charging— heaven  beholding ; 
Thou  hast  but  an  hour  to  fight ; 


248 


Lore's  pme  hanner  now  unfolding, 
On— right  onward  for  the  fight 

From  the  crimes  that  men  are  crashing, 
War's  dire  corse,  and  slavery's  wrong, 

To  deliyer  him,  now  rushing. 
Aim  thee  well — ^be  strong — ^be  strong. 

?^ar  not !  spnm  the  worldling's  langhter : 
FMendafaip's  fay<nr  trample  thou ; 

Thoit  shalt  find  a  long  hereafter 
To  be  more  than  tempts  thee  now. 

Ob  I  let  all  the  sonl  within  joo, 
For  the  troth's  sake  go  abroad  I 

Strike  I  let  erery  nerve  and  sinew 
Tell  on  agee-ltell  for  Qod.   A.  0.  Com. 

1006.  EASTS,  OlMTing  tob 

Barth*s  duldren  deaye  to  Earth— her  firail. 

Decaying  children  dread  decay. 
Yon  wreath  of  mist  that  leaves  &e  vale 

And  lessens  in  the  morning  ray — 
Look,  how,  by  mountain  rivnlet, 

It  lingers  as  it  upward  creeps, 
And  clings  to  fem  and  copeewood  set 

Along  the  green  and  dewy  steeps : 
dings  to  the  flowery  kalmia,  dings 

To  precipices  fringed  with  grass, 
Dark  maples  where  the  wood-thrush  sings, 

And  bowos  of  fragrant  sassafras. 
Yet  all  in  vain — ^it  passes  still 

From  hold  to  hold,  it  cannot  stay, 
And  in  the  very  beams  that  fiU 

Hie  world  with  glory,  wastes  away, 
'nn,  parting  from  the  mountain's  brow, 

It  vanishes  from  human  eye. 
And  that  which  sprung  of  earth  is  now 

A  portion  of  the  ^orious  sky. 

WUUam  CuUen  Bryant, 

\9Vf.  BABZE,  Bwfenadoa  of  At^ 

Kaith,  what  a  sorrow  lies  before  thee, 
None  like  it  in  the  shadowy  past ; 

The  sharpest  throe  that  ever  tore  thee, 
£ven  tho'  the  briefest  and  the  last  t 

I  see  the  fair  moon  veil  her  lustre, 

I  see  the  sadccloth  of  the  sun ; 
The  shroudinff  of  each  starry  cluster, 

The  threef  (3d  woe  of  earth  begun. 

I  see  the  shadows  of  its  sunset ; 

And  wrapped  in  these  the  Avenger's  form ; 
I  see  the  Armageddon-onset ; 

Bat  I  shall  m  above  the  storm. 

There  comes  the  moaning  and  the  sighing, 
There  comes  the  hot  tear's  heavy  fall. 

The  thousand  agonies  of  dying ; 
But  I  shall  be  beyond  them  alL 

Eioratiu9  Bonar, 

lOM,  EABTH,  Dying  YUm  o£ 

Earth's  cup 
Is  poisoned ;  her  renown,  most  infamous ; 
Her  gold,  seem  as  it  may,  is  really  dust ; 
Her  titles,  slanderous  names ;  her  praise,  re- 
proach; 


Her  strength,  an  idiofs  boast:  her  wisdom, 
blind 

Her  gain,  eternal  loss ;  her  hope,  a  dream ; 

Her  love,  her  friendship,  enmity  with  God; 

Her  promises,  a  lie ;  her  smile,  a  harlot's ; 

Her  beauty,  paint,  and  rotteu  within;  her 
pleasures, 

Deadly    assassins    masked;    her   laughter, 
grief; 

Her  breasts>  the  sting  of  Death;  her  total 
sum. 

Her  all,  most  utter  vanity ;  and  all 

Her  lovers  mad,  insane  most  grievously, 

And  most  insane,  because  they  know  it  not 
Thus  did  the  mighty  reasoner,  Death,  de- 
clare; 

And. volumes  more:  and  in  one  word  con- 
firmed 

The  Bible  whole—Etemity  is  alL 

Bob&rtMloh 

IvOv*  SAaTH,  SBBMiamti  o£ 

Sometimes  we  feel  the  wish  across  the  mind. 
That  we  should  join  with  Ood,  and  give  the 

world 
The  go-by;  but  the  worid  meantime  turns 

round. 
And  peeps  us  in  the  fsoe,  the  Wanton  world ; 
We  feel  it  gently  pressing  down  our  arm. 
The  arm  we  ndsea  to  do  lor  truth  such  won- 
ders; 
We  feel  it  softly  bearing  on  our  side ;    * 
We  feel  it  tondi  and  thrill  us  through  the 

body. 
And  we  are  f  ooU,  and  there's  an  end  of  u& 

J,  P.  BaOey. 

lOlO.  BAKTH,  FoniUaf  ths, 

Brethren,  arise, 
Let  US  ff  o  hence  1 

Delled,  polluted  thus, 
This  is  no  home  for  us ; 
Till  earth  is  poiified. 
We  may  not  here  abide. 
We  were  not  bom  for  earth. 
The  eity  of  our  birth ; 
The  better  paradise 
Is  far  above  these  skies. 
Upward  then  let  us  soar, 
Cleaving  to  dust  no  more 

Brethren,  arise. 
Let  us  go  hence ! 

Death  and  the  grave  are  here, 
The  sick-bed  and  the  bier. 
The  diildren  of  the  tomb 
May  love  this  kindred  gloom ; 
But  we,  the  deathless  band, 
Must  see  the  deathless  land. 
The  mortal  here  msly  rove^ 
The  inmiortal  dwell  above. 
Here  we  can  only  die. 
Let  us  ascend  on  Mgh  I 

]&ethren,  arise. 
Let  us  go  hence ! 

For  we  are  weary  here. 
The  ever-falling  tear, 
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The  eyer-Bwelling  ngb, 
The  sorrow  erer  nigh, 
The  sin  still  flowing  On, 
Creation's  ceaseless  groan, 
The  tumult  near  and  for, 
The  universal  war, 
The  sounds  that  nerer  cease, — 
These  are  our  weariness  I 

Brethren,  arise, 
Let  us  go  hence  I 

This  is  not  our  abode ; 
Too  far,  too  far  from  God  1 
The  angels  dwell  not  here; 
There  rails  not  on  the  ear 
The  everlastdng  song. 
From  the  celestial  throng. 
'Tis  discord  here  alone. 
Earth's  melody  is  gone. 
Her  harp  lies  broken  now ; 
Her  praise  has  ceased  to  flow  1 

Brethren,  arise, 
Let  us  go  hence  t 

The  New  Jerusalem, 
Like  a  resplendent  gem. 
Sends  down  its  heayenly  light. 
Attracting  our  dull  mght 
I  see  the  bright  ones  wait 
At  each  fair  pearly  gate ; 
I  hear  their  Toices  call ; 
I  see  the  jasper  wall, 
'    The  dear,  tnmslucent  gold, 
The  glory  all  untold  I 

Brethren,  arise, 
Let  Qsgo  hence  I 

What  are  ewtli's  joys  and  gems, 
What  are  its  diadems  t 
Our  crowns  are  waiting  us 
Within  our  Father's  house. 
Our  friends  aboTe  the  sides 
Are  bidding  us  arise; 
Our  Lord,  Be  calls  away 
To  scenes  of  sweeter  day 
Than  this  sad  earth  can  know. 
Let  us  arise  and  go ! 

EaroHuB  Banar. 

lOll*  EABTH,  Hjnii  to  thsi 

O  unlTeml  mother,  who  dost  keep 
From  eyerlasting  thy  foundations  deep. 
Eldest  of  things,  great  Earthy  I  sin^  of  thee ; 
All  shapes  that  haye  their  dwelling  in  the  sea, 
All  things  that  fly,  or  on  the  ground  diyine 
.  Live,  moye,  and  there  are  nourished — ^these 

are  thine ; 
These  from  thy  wealth  thou  dost  sustain; 

from  thee 
Fair  babes  are  bom,  and  fruits  on  er^ry  tree 
Hang  ripe  and  large,  revered  Divinity  I 

The  life  of  mortal-man  beneath  thy  sway 
Is  held;  ihv  power  both  gives  and  takes 

away  I 
Happy   are   they  whom   thy   mild   favors 

nourish. 
All  things  unstinted  round  them  grow  and 

flourish; 


For  them,  endures  the  life-sustaining  Add 
Its  load  of  harvest,  and  their  cattle  yield 
Large  increase,  and  their  house  witii  weaUh 

isflUed. 
Sudi  honored  dwell  in  dties  fair  and  free, 
The  homes  of  lovely  women,  prosperously ; 
Their  sons  exult  in  youth's  new  budcung 

gladness, 
And  their  fresh  daughters  free  from  care  or 

sadness, 
With  bloom-inwoven  dance  and  happy  song. 
On  the  soft  flowers  the  meadow-grass  among, 
Leap  round  them  sporting — such  delights  by 

thee 
Are  given,  rich  Power,  revered  Divinity. 

Mother  of  gods,  thou  wife  of  starrv  Heaven, 
Farewell !  be  thou  propitious,  and  be  given 
A  happy  life  for  this  brief  melody. 
Nor  thou  nor  other  songs  shall  unremembered 
be.  Arey  Bywke  SheUeff, 

1019.  BABTH,  iMudBg  en  tha, 

Lean  not  on  eartji;  'twill  pierce  tliee  to  the 

heart; 
A  broken  reed  at  best ;  but  oft  a  spear; 
On  its  sharp  point  peace  bleeds,  and  hope 

expires.  Edward  Toung, 

1013.  EABTH;  Liring  on. 

Oh,  it  is  very  sweet  to  live 

Earth's  glorious  thinfls  among — 
These  fingers  wrought  by  God  to  toudi 

The  living  harp  He's  strung. 
'Tis  sweet  to  feel  life's  warm,  free  tide 

Gush  through  its  thousand  odls ; 
And  passing  sweet  the  tide  of  soul 

Refining  as  it  sweUs. 

Yet  earth  \a  but  the  porter's  lodge. 

Where  we  admittance  wait^ 
To  those  ridi  palaces  which  lie 

Beyond  the  guarded  gaM ; 
And  this  sweet  life  the  wakening  thrill 

Felt  faintly  by  a  dod. 
E'er  yet  to  tread  with  Seraphim 

The  loftiest  courts  of  God. 

BmQif  Judtotu 

1014.  EABTH,  Heed  of  tlis. 

The  earth  sad-sweet  is  de^ly  attaint  with 
sinl 
The  pure  air,  which  endoses 
Her  and  her  starry  kin. 
Still  shudders  with  the  unspent  palpitating 
Of  a  great  Curse,  that  to  its  utmost  shore 
Thrills  with  a  deadly  shiver 
Which  has  not  oeased  to  quiver 
Down  all  the  ages,  nathless  the  strong 
beating 
Of  Angel-wings,  and  the  defiant  roar 
Of  Earth's  Titanic  thunders. 

Fair  and  sad, 
In  dn  and  beauty,  our  bdoved  Eartli 

Has  need  of  all  her  sons  to  make  her  glad; 
Has  need  of  martyrs  to  reflra  the  hearth 

Of  her  quenched  altars— of  heroic  men 


245 


With  Fripedom*9  sword,  or  Troth's  supernal 
pen. 
To  shape  the  wom-^ut  mould  of  nobleness 
agun. 
And  £e  has  need  of  Poets  who  can  string 
Their  harps  with  steel  to  catch  the  light- 
ning's fire, 
And  poor  her  thunders  from  the  clang- 
ing wire, 
To  dalSest  the  hero,  mingling  with  his 

cheer, 
Arouse  the  laggard  in  the  battle's  rear, 
Dannt  the  stem  wicked,  and  from  discord 
wring 
Fterailing  liarmony,  while  the  humblest 
soul 
Who  keeps  the  tune  the  warder  angels  sing 
In  golden  choirs  above, 
And  onW  wears,  for  crown  and  aureole. 
The  glow-worm  light  of  lowliest  hu- 
man love. 
Shall  fill  with  low,  sweet  undertones 

the  chasms 
Of  silence,  'twixt  the  booming  thunder- 
spasms. 
And  Sarth  has  need  of  Prophets  fiery- 
lipped 
And  deep-souled,  to  announce  the  glori- 
ous dooms 
Writ  on  the  silent  heavens  in  starry  script, 
And  flashing  fitfully  from  her  ahudder- 
11^  tombs — 
Commissioned   Angels   of   the   new-bom 
Faith, 
To  teach  the  immortality  of  Good, 
The  sours  Qod-Ukeness,  Sin's  coSval  death. 
And  Man's  indissoluble  Brotherhood. 

Yet  never  an  age,  when  God  has  need  of 
him,. 
Shall  want  its  Man,  predestined  by  that 

need. 
To  pour  his  life  in  fiery  word  or  deed, — 
Hie  strong  Archttigel  of  the  Elohim  1 
£arth*s  hollow  wsnt  is  prophet  of  his 
coming : 
In  the  low  murmur  of  her  famished  cry, 
And  heavy  sobs  breathed  up  despairingly, 

Ye  hear  the  near  invisible  humming 
Of  his  wide  wings  that  fan  the  lurid  sky 
Into  cool  ripples  of  new  life  and  hope, 
Wlule  fitr  in  its  dissolving  ether  ope 
Deeps  beyond  deeps,  of  sapphire  calm,  to 

cheer 
With  Sabbath  gleams  the  troubled  Now  and 
Here. 

lOlff •  EABT%  FlaHing  fhioogh  the. 

I  walk  as  one  who  knows  that  he  is  treading 

A  stranger  soil; 
As  ona   round  Tduim   a   8eix>ent-world  is 
spreading 

Its  subtle  coiL 

I  walk  as  one  but  yesterday  delivered 
From  a  sharp  chain ; 

Who  trembles  lest  the  bond  so  newly  severed 
Be  bound  again. 


I  walk  as  one  who  feels  that  he  is  breathing 

Ungenialair; 
For  whom,  as  wiles,  the   tempter   still   is 
wreathing 

The  bright  and  fair. 

My  steps,  I  know,  are  on  the  plains  of  danger. 

For  sin  is  near; 
But  looking  up,  I  pass  along,  a  stranger, 

In  haste  and  fear. 

This  earth  has  lost  ita  power  to  drag  me 
downward 

Its  spell  is  gone; 
My  course  is  now  right  upward,  and  right 
onward, 

To  yonder  throne. 

Hour  after  hour   of   time's  dark  night  is 
stealing 

In  ffloom  away ; 
Speed  thy  fair  £iwn  of  light,  and  joy,  and 
healing. 

Thou  Star  of  day  1 

For  thee  its  God,  its  King,  the  long-rejected. 
Earth  ffroans  and  cries ; 

For  thee  the  long-beloved,  the  long-expected. 
Thy  bride  still  sighs  I 

*  Sar<Uiu$  Bonar. 

1016.  EABI]^  PIbmum  at 

Hast  thou  not  seen,  impatient  boy. 

Hast  thou  not  read  the  solemn  trath. 
That  gray  experience  writes  for  giddy  youth 
On  every  mortal  joy — 
^'  Pleasure  must  be  dash'd  with  pain !  ^ 
And  yet,  with  heedless  haste. 
The  thirsty  boy  repeats  the  taste, 
Nor  hearkens  to  despair,  but  tries  the  bowl 

again. 
The  rills  of  pleasure  never  nm  sincere ; 

Earth  has  no  unpolluted  spring ; 
From  the  curs'd  soil  some  dangerous  taint 

they  bear; 
So  roses  grow  on  thorns,  and  honey  wears  a 
sting. 

In  vain  we  seek  a  heaven  below  the  sky ; 

The  world  has  false,  but  flattering,  charms : 
Its  distant  joys  show  biff  in  our  esteem, 
But  lessen  still  as  they  draw  near  the  eye ; 
In  our  embrace  the  visions  die. 
And  when  we  grasp  the  airy  forms, 
We  lose  the  pleasing  dream. 

Earth,  with  her  scenes  of  gay  delight, 

Jb  but  a  landscape  radely  drawn. 

With  glaring  ooIoib,  and  false  light; 

Distance  commends  it  to  the  sight, 
For  fools  to  gaze  upon. 
But  bring  the  nauseous  daubing  nigh, 
Coarse  and  confus'd  the  hideous  figrures  lie,'' 

Dissolve  the  pleasure  and  ofEend  the  eye. 

leaac  Watts. 
lOlT.  EABTH,  Pto-Adsmia 

(hrid.  Wrapt  in  impervious  mists,  whichever 

steam'd 
Up  from  its  boifing  oceans,  without  form 
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And  Yoid,  itroird  around  the  sun,  which  cast 
Strange  lurid  lights  on  the  revolving  mass, 
But  pierced  not  to  the  solid  globe  beneath. 
Such  vast  eruption  of  intemid  fires 
Had  mingled  sea  and  land.     This  not  the 

first 
Convulsion  which  that  fatal  orb  had  known, 
The  while  throueh  immemorial  ages  €k)d. 
In  patience  of  His  own  eternity, 
Laid  deep  its  firm  foundations.    When  He 

spake 
In  the  TOginning,  and  Wb  word  stood  &urt;, 
An  incandescent  mass,  molten  and  crude, 
Arose  from  the  primordial  dements, 
With  gaseous  vapors  circumfused,  and  rolled 
Along  its  fiery  orbit :  tiU  in  lapse 
Of  time  an  ever  thickening,  hardening  crust 
(Bo  have  I  heard)  upon  its  lava  waves 
Gathered  condense :  a  globe  of  granite  rock, 
Bleak,  barren,  utterly  devoid  of  life. 
Mantled  on  all  sides  with  its  swaddling-bands 
Of  seas  and  clouds:  impenetrably  dark, 
Until  the  fiat  of  the  Omnipotent 
Went  forth.    And,  slowly  dawning  from  the 

East, 
A  cold  gray  twilight  cast  a  pallid  gleam 
Over  those  vaporous  floods,  and  days  and 

nights, 
AU  sunless  days,  all  moonless,  starless  nights. 
For   ages   joumey'd   towards   the   western 

neavens : 
Unbroken  circuits,  till  the  central  fires 
Brake  forth  anew,  emitting  sulphurous  heat. 
And  then  at  God's  command  a  wide  expanse 
Severed  the  waters  of  those  shoreless  floods 
From  billowy  clouds  above ; — an  upper  sea 
Of  waters  o*er  that  limpid  firmament 
Rolling  for  cycles  ond^Sned,  the  while 
Ood's  leisure  tarried.    Then  again  He  willed. 
And  lo,  the  bursting  subterranean  fires 
Thrust  from  below  vast  continents  of  land 
With  deeper  hoUows  yawning  wide  betwixt 
Capacious,  into  whidi  the  troubled  tides 
Pour'd  with  impetuous  rage,  uid  fretting 

broke. 
Returning  with  their  ceaseless  ebb  and  flow. 
On  many  a  sandy  becLch  and  shingly  shore. 
But  soon,  wherever  the  dank  atmosphere 
Kiss*d  with  its  warm  and  sultry  breath  the 

soil. 
Innumerable  ferns  and  mosses  clothed 
The  marshy  plains,  and  endless  forests  waved. 
Pine-trees  and  pabns  on  every  rising  slope. 
Gigantic  reeds  by  every  oozy  stream. 
Rank  and  luxuriant  under  cloudy  skies. 
Fed  bjr  the  steaming  vapors,  race  on  race 
Fattening,  as  generations  throve  and  sank. 
Their  work  was  done ;  and  at  the  Abnighty^s 

word 
Earth  shudder'd  with  convulsive  throes  again. 
And  hid  their  gather'd  riches  in  her  folds 
For  after  use.    But  now  a  brighter  liffht 
Flushes  the  East:  the  winds  are  all  aoroad : 
The  dottd-drifts  scud  across  the  sky ;  And  lo, 
Emergina;  like  a  bridegroom  from  Ins  couch. 
The  lordly  sun  looks  forth,  and  heaven  and 
earth 


Rejoice  before  him :  tUl  his  bashful  queen. 
When  the  night  shadows  creep  across  the 

world, 
Half  peering  through  a  veil  of  silver  mista, 
Discloses  the  pale  beauty  of  her  brow, 
Attended  by  a  glittering  retinue 
Of  stars.     Again  long  ages  glided  by. 
While  Earth  throughout  her  ftirthest  dimes 

imbibed 
The  influences  of  heaven. 

Not  yet  the  end. 
For  not  for  lifeless  rocks,  or  pure  expanse 
Of  the  pellucid  flrmament,  or  growth 
Of  ferns  or  flowers  or  forests,  or  the  smile 
Of  sun  or  moon  far  shining   through  flie 

heavens. 
Was  tliat  fair  globe  created ;  but  for  life, 
A  destined  nursery  of  life,  the  home. 
When  death  is  vanquished,  of  immortal  life. 
But  there  is  no  precipitance  with  €k>d. 
Nor  are   His  ways   as   ours.     And   living 

things. 
When  His  next  mandate  from  on  high  was 

given, 
Innumerous,  but  unintelligent. 
Swarmed  from  the  seas  and  lakes  and  tomot 

floods. 
Reptiles  and  lizards,  and  enormous  birds 
Which  first  with  oaring  wing  assayed  the  sky : 
Vast  tribes  that  for  successive  ages  there 
Appeared  and  disappeared.      They  had  no 

king: 
And  mute  creation  moum'd  its  want ;  until 
Destruction  wrapt  that  world  of  vanity. 
But  from  its   wreck   emeiging,   mammoth 

beasts 
Peopled  the  plains,  and  fill*d   the  lonely 

woods. 
But  they  too  had  no  king,  no  lord,  no  head ; 
And  Earth  was  not  for  them.     So  when  their 

term 
In  God^s  great  counsels  was  fnlfill'd,  onoe 

more 
Earth  to  its  centre  shook,  and  what  were  seas 
Unsounded  were  of  half  their  waters  drained. 
And  what  were  wildernesses  ocean  beds ; 
And  mountain   rangesi  from   beneath  up- 
heaved. 
Clave  with  their   granite   peaks   primeval 

plains, 
And  rose  sublime  into  the  water-floods, 
Floods  overflowed  themselves  with  seas  of 

mist. 
Which  swathed  in  darkness  all  terrestdal 

things, 
Onoe  more  unfurnished,  empty,  void,  and 

vast        Bdtoard  Hsnry  Bietentdh, 

1019.  EASTH,  FiisoDtt  €£ 
Tet  man,  fool  man!  here  buries  all  bis 
thoughts ; 
Inters  celestial  hopes  without  one  sigh. 
Prisoner  of  earth,  and  pent  beneath  the  moon, 
Here  pinions   all   his  wishes:    wing*d  by 

Heaven 
To  fly  at  infinite ;  and  readi  it  there, 


Wliere  wtBnapbB  gather  immortality^ 
Oa  life's  £air  tm,  tet  by  the  throne  of  Qod. 
What  golden  joys  ambrosial  clustering  glow 
la  His  full  beam,  and  ripen  for  the  jnst. 
Where  momentary  ages  are  no  more  I 
Where  tim^  and  pain,  and  <?>^<m^i  Mnd  death 

expire! 
And  is  it  in  the  flight  of  threesoore  years. 
To  push  eternity  from  human  thought, 
Ana  smother  souls  immortal  in  the  dost  t 
A  soul  immortsl,  spending  all  her  flres, 
Wasting  her  str^igth  in  strenuous  idleness, 
Thrown  into  tumtQt,  raptured,  or  aLurm'd, 
At  auffht  this  scene  can  threaten  or  indulge, 
Resenubles  ocean  into  tempest  wrought, 
Vo  ynit  a  feather,  or  to  drown  a  fly. 

Edward  Yovng. 

lOM.  SAB3B,  SiohMoftha. 

Ahniglity,  hear  Thy  children  raise 
The  Toice  of  thankfulness  and  praise, 
TV>  Him  whose  wisdom  deigned  to  plan 
Hus  &ir  and  bright  abode  for  man. 

For  w\kea  this  orb  of  sea  and  land 
Was  moulded  in  Thy  forming  hand, 
T%y  calm,  benignant  smile  impressed 
A  beam  of  heayen  upon  its  breast 

Then  rose  the  hills,  and  broad  and  green 
The  Tale's  deep  pathway  sank  between ; 
Then  stretchea  the  plains  to  where  the  sky 
Stoops  and  shuts  in  the  exploring  eye. 

Beneath  that  smile  earth^s  blossoms  glowed. 
Her  fountains  gushed,  her  rivers  flowed. 
And  from  the  shadowy  wood  was  heard 
The  pleasant  sounds  of  breeze  and  bird. 

Thy  hand  outspread  the  billowy  plains 
Of  ocean,  nurse  of  genial  rains, 
Hung  high  the  glorious  sun  knd  set 
Kight^s  cresBets  m  her  arch  of  jet 

Lord,  teach  us,  while  the  unsated  gaze 
Del^hted  on  Thy  works  delays, 
To  deem  the  forms  of  beauty  here 
But  shadows  of  a  brighter  sphere. 

WUUam  CuOen  Bryant, 

1^90«  SABTH,  ft  Shadow. 

This  is  the  desert,  this  the  solitude. 
How  populous,  how  Yltol  is  the  mre ! 
This  is  creation's  melancholy  yamt, 
Tlie  yale  funereal,  the  sad  cypress  gloom ; 
The  land  of  apparitions,  empty  shades ; 
All,  all,  on  earth  is  shadow;  all  beyond 
Is  substance ;  the  reverse  is  Folly's  creed : 
How  solid  all,  where  change  shall  be  no 
morel 
This  is  the  bud  of  being,  the  dim  dawn. 
The  twilight  of  our  day,  the  vestibule : 
Lifers  thcwitre  as  yet  is  shut,  and  death. 
Strong  deatli,  alone  can  heave  the  ma»y  bar, 
Ihis  gross  impediment  of  day  remove. 
And  make  ns,  embryos  of  existence,  free. 

JSdward  Young, 
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IMl.  SASTH,  flcBg  «f  tU 

IGne  end  yours; 
Mine,  not  yours. 
Earth  endures; 
Stars  abid&— 
Shine  down  in  the  old 
Old  are  the  shores ; 
But  where  are  old  men  t 
I  who  have  seen  much. 
Such  have  I  never  seen. 

The  lawyer's  deed 

Ran  sure. 

In  tail, 

To  than,  and  to  their  heln 

Who  shall  succeed, 

Without  fail, 

Forevermore. 

Here  is  the  land, 

Sh^gy  with  wood, 

With  its  own  valley. 

Mound,  and  flood. 

But  the  heritors  t 

Fled  like  the  flood's  foam,— 

The  lawyer,  and  the  laws, 

And  the  kingdom. 

Clean  swept  herefrom. 

They  called  me  theirs. 
Who  so  controlled  me ; 
.  Yet  every  one 
Wished  to  stay,  and  is  gone. 
How  am  I  theirs. 
If  they  cannot  hold  me. 
But  I  hold  them? 
When  I  heard  the  earth-song, 
I  was  no  longer  brave : 
My  avarice  cooled 
lake  lust  in  the  chill  of  the  grave. 
Balph  Waldo  ^nermm. 

1099.  EABXH,  Stnagm  in  tin. 

We've  no  abiding  city  here : 

This  may  distress  the  worldling's  Bund ; 
But  should  not  cost  the  saint  a  tear 

Who  hopes  a  better  rest  to  find. 

"We've  no  abiding  city  here : 

Sad  truth  1  were  this  to  be  our  home  I 
But  let  this  thought  our  spirits  cheer; 

We  seek  a  dty  yet  to  come. 

We've  no  abiding  city  here : 
Then  let  us  live  as  pilgrims  do  I 

Let  not  the  world  our  rest  appear. 
But  let  us  haste  from  all  bdow. 

We've  no  abiding  dty  here : 

We  seek  a  dty  out  of  sight ; 
Zion  its  name,  the  Lord  is  there. 

It  shines  with  everlasting  light  f 

Zion !  Jehovah  is  her  strcng^ ; 

Secure  she  smiles  at  all  her  foes ; 
And  weary  travellers  at  length 

Within  her  sacred  walls  repose. 

O !  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  loye, 
Wherepilgtims,  freedf rom  toil,  are  blest  t 
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Had  I  the  pinioiis  of  tho  dove, 
rd  fly  to  thee  and  be  at  rest  1 

Thomat  EeHy. 

lOdS.  EABTH;  TraTolUag  thnmgL 

Vm  a  lonely  traveller  here, 
Weary,  opprese'd; 


But  my  journey's  end  is 

Soon  I  shall  rest ! 
Dark  and  dreary  is  the  way, 

Toiling  Tve  come ; 
Ask  me  not  with  yon  to  stay, 

Yonder^s  my  home. 

Tm  a  weary  traveller  here, 

I  must  go  on, 
For  my  journey's  end  is  near — 

I  must  bo  gone. 
Brighter  joys  than  earth  can  give^ 

Win  me  away ; 
Fleasares  that  forever  live-*- 

I  cannot  stay. 

Fm  a  traveller  to  a  land 

Where  all  is  fair;   • 
Where  is  seen  no  broken  band — 

All,  all  arc  there. 
Where  no  tear  shall  ever  fall, 

Kor  heart  be  sad ; 
Where  the  fflory  is  for  all. 

And  aU  are  glad. 

Fm  a  traveller,  and  I  go 

Where  all  is  fair ; 
Farewell,  all  Fve  loved  below — 

I  must  be  there. 
Worldly  honors,  hopes,  and  gain. 

All  I  resign ; 
Welcome,  sorrow,  grief,  and  pain, 

If  heaven  be  mine. 

Fm  a  traveller— call  me  not— 

Upward  my  way: 
Yonder  is  my  rest  and  lot — 

I  cannot  stay, 
Farewell,  earthly  pleasures  all, 

Pilgrim  Fll  roam ; 
Hail  me  not — in  vain  you  call^ 

Yonder*s  my  home. 

1094.  EABTH  AHD  EEAVEV,  Besaij  ofi 

Ipraised  the  earth,  in  beauty  seen 
mth  garlands  gay  of  various  green ; 
I  pnuMd  the  sea,  whose  ample  field 
Shone  glorious  as  a  nlver  shield; 
And  earth  and  ocean  seem'd  to  say, 
"  Our  beauties  are  but  for  a  day." 


I  praised  the  sun,  whose  chariot  roll'd 
On  wheels  of  amber  and  of  gold ; 
I  praised  the  moon,  whose  softer  eye 
Gleam'd  sweetly  through  the  summer  sky. 
And  moon  and  sun  in  answer  said, 
"  Our  days  of  light  are  numberdcL'' 

O  God  t  O  Good  beyond  compare  I 
Ji  thus  Thy  meaner  works  are  fair. 
If  thus  Thy  bounties  gild  the  span 
Of  min*d  earth  and  smful  man. 


How  glorious  must  the  mansion  be. 
Where  Thy  redeemed  shall  dwell  with  Thee  1 

Bp.  Jieffmald  Etber. 

ICM.  EABTH  AID  HEAVEH  Oantrsft^J. 

JB&re  bliss  is  short,  imperfect,  insecure ; 

But  total,  absolute,  and  perfect  thatA, 

JSere,  time's  a  moment,  short  our  h^piest 

state, 
There,  infinite  duration  is  our  date. 
Here,  Satan  tempts,  and  troubles  e^en  the 

best; 
There,  Satan's  power  extehds  not  to  thebleaL 
In  a  weak,  simple  body,  here  1  dwell ; 
But  there  1  drop  this  frail  and  sickly  shelL 
Sfre,  my  beat  thoughts  are  stained  with  gpilt 

and  fear; 
But  love  and  pardon  shall  be  perfect  therem 
Bare,  my  best  duties  are  defiled  with  sin ; 
There,  all  is  ease  without  and  peace  within*' 
Here,  feeble  faith  supplies  my  only  liffht; 
There,  faith  and  hope  are  swallowed  np  in 

sight. 
Here,  love  of  self  my  fairest  works  destroys ; 
There,  love  of  God  shall  perfect  all  my  joja. 
Here,  things,  as  in  a  glass,  are  darkly  diown ; 
There,  I  shall  know  as  clearly  as  Fm  known. 
Frail  are  the  fairest  flowers  which  bloom  be* 

low; 
There,  freshest  palms  on  roots  immortal  grow. 
Here,  wants  and  cares  perplex  my  anxious 

mind; 
But  spirits  there  a  calm  fruition  find. 
The  soul  on  earth  is  an  immortal  guest, 
Condemned  to  starve  at  an  unreal  feast : 
A  spark,  which  upwards  tends  by  Katore^s 

force ; 
A  stream,  diverted  from  its  parent  source ; 
A  drop,  dissevered  from  the  boundless  sea ; 
A  moment,  parted  from  eternity ; 
A  pilffrim,  pantins  for  the  rest  to  come; 
An  exde,  anxious  for  his  native  home. 

Hamnah  More, 

lOM.  EABTHLT  GLOBT  Tnmtleiit 

The  world  in  all  its  boasted  grandeur  proud. 

In  all  its  stores  of  dazzling  splendor  might. 
Ib  but  a  transient,  unsubstantial  cloud. 

Which  the  sun  skirts  with  momentary  light. 
Anon,  the  assailing  winds  impetuous  rise, 

Black  lowers  the  tempest  in  the  sullen  sky. 
Before  the  driving  blast  the  vision  dies, 

And  all  the  vivid  tints  of  splendor  fly : 
Pass  but  a  moment,  every  ray  is  gone ; 
Nor  e'en  a  vestige  left  where  the  bright  glo- 
ries shone. 

And  shall  we,  for  this  visionary  gleam, 
Degenerate,  swerve  from  Heaven's  immor- 
tal plain  f 
Give  up  for  vanity's  light,  airy  dream, 

The  nobler  heritage  reserved  for  man  f 
Though  rocks  their  craggy  heads  in  ambush 
hide. 
Though  storms  and  tempests  sweep  the 
angry  main, 
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While  Hope's  fair  star  shines  forth,  anspidoHs 

gmde. 
E'en  tempests,  storms,  and  rocks  oppose  in 

yain. 
Safe  'mid  the  ooean^s  iterated  force, 
The  sacred'  vessel  shapes  her  Heaven-directed 

oonrae.  Bamttd  JSa/yM, 

1037.  EAS7EB,  Hymn  fbr. 
Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day, 
Sons  of  men  and  angds  say : 
Raise  your  songs  and  triumphs  high ; 
ffing,  yo  heavens,  and  earth  reply. 

Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Fought  the  fighC  the  battle  won: 
Lo  t  oar  Sun^s  cclipee  is  o^er; 
Lo!  He  sets  in  blood  no  more. 

Yain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal, 
Christ  liath  burst  the  gates  of  hell. 
Death  in  vain  forbids  His  rise ; 
Christ  hath  opcn'd  Paradise ! 


again  our  glorious  E3ng : 
Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting  t 
Onoe  He  died,  oar  souls  to  save : 
Where  thy  victory,  O  Grave  f 

Soar  we  now  where  Christ  has  led, 
Following  our  exalted  Head ; 
liade  like  Him,  like  Him  we  rise, 
OuiB  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies. 

What  though  once  we  perish'd  all, 
Partners  in  our  parents'  fall  t 
Second  life  we  all  receive. 
In  oar  Heavenly  Adam  Hve. 

Risen  with  Him.  we  upward  move ; 
StiU  we  seek  tho  things  above ; 
Still  pursue,  and  kiss  the  Son 
Seated  on  His  Father's  Throne. 

Scarce  on  earth  a  thought  bestow, 
Dead  to  all  we  leave  below ; 
Heav'n  our  aim,  and  loved  abode, 
Hid  our  life  with  Christ  in  Qod. 

Hid,  till  Christ  our  Life  appear 
Glorious  in  His  members  here ; 
Join- d  to  Him,  we  then  shall  shine, 
All  immortal,  all  divine. 

Hail  the  Lord  of  Earth  and  Heaven  I 
Praise  to  Thcc  by  both  be  given  1 
Thee  wo  greet  triumphant  now  I 
Hail,  tho  Resurrection  Thou  I 

Elng  of  glory,  Soul  of  bliss  I 
Everlasting  life  is  this, 
Tliee  to  know.  Thy  power  to  prove, 
Thus  to  sing,  and  thus  to  love ! 

CharleB  Wedey. 

1028.  Z&SnS^  Joy  o£ 

CcMUc,  yo  faithful,  raise  the  strain 

Of  tnumphiint  gladness  t 
God  hath  brought  His  Israel 

Into  joy  from  sadness ; 


Loosed  from  Pharaoh's  bitter  yoke 
Jacob's  sons  and  daughters ; 

Led  them  with  unmoistened  foot 
Through  the  Red  Sea  waters. 

'T»  the  spring  of  souls  to-day : 

Christ  hath  burst  His  prison ; 
And  from  tiiree  days'  sleep  in  death. 

As  a  sun,  hath  risen. 
AH  the  winter  of  our  sins 

Long  and  dark,  is  flying 
From  His  light,  to  whom  we  give 

Laud  and  praise  undying.  ' 

Now  the  queen  of  seasons,  bright 

With  the  day  of  splendor, 
With  the  royal  Feast  of  feasts. 

Comes  its  Joys  to  render : 
Comes  to  glad  Jerusalem, 

Who  with  true  aif  cction 
Welcomes,  in  unwearied  strains, 

Jesu*s  Resurrection. 

Neither  might  the  gates  of  death. 

Nor  the  tomb's  dark  portal. 
Nor  the  watchers,  nor  the  seal, 

Hold  Thee  as  a  mortal : 
But  to-day  amidst  the  twelve 

Thou  didst  stand,  bestowing 
That  Thy  peace,  which  evermore 

Passeth  human  knowing. 
John  (fDanuueiM^  tr.  hy  J,  M,  NedU. 

lOW.  EA8IEB,  Iienmis  ofi 

Say,  my  soul,  what  preparation 

Makest  thou  for  this  high  day, 
When  the  God  of  thy  salvation 

Opened  through  the  tomb  a  way  f 
Dwdlest  thou  with  pure  affection 

On  this  proof  of  power  and  love  ? 
Doth  thy  Saviour's  resurrection 

Raise  thy  thoughts  to  things  above  ? 

Hast  thou,  borne  on  Faith's  strong  pinion. 

Risen  with  the  fisen  Lord  ? 
And,  released  from  sin's  dominion, 

Into  purer  r^ons  soared  ? 
Or  art  thou,  in  spite  of  warning. 

Dead  in  trespasses  and  sin? 
Hath  to  thee  the  purple  morning 

No  true  Easter  ushered  in! 

O,  then,  let  not  death  overtake  thee 

By  the  shades  of  night  overspread  t 
See  1  thy  Lord  is  come  to  wake  thee, 

He  is  risen  from  the  dead. 
While  the  time  as  yet  allov/s  thee, 

Hear;  the  gracious  Saviour  cries, 
"  Sleeper,  from  thy  sloth  arouse  thee ; 

To  new  life  at  once  arise." 

See,  with  looks  of  tender  pity 

He  extends  His  woundea  hands. 
Bidding  thee,  with  fond  entreaty, 

Shake  off  sin's  enthi  ailing  bonds : 
"  Wait  not  for  some  future  meetuesSi 

Dread  no  punishment  from  me. 
Rouse  thyself,  and  taste  tho  sweetness, 

Of  the  new  life  offered  thee." 


330 


Let  no  predoiis  time  be  wasted, 

To  new  life  arise  at  length : 
He  who  death  for  thee  bath  tasted, 

For  new  life  will  give  new  strength. 
Trjr  to  rise,  at  ones  bestir  thee, 

Still  press  on  and  perseTere ; 
Let  no  weariness  deter  thee, 

He  who  woke  thee  still  is  near. 

Waste  not  so  much  time  in  weighing 

When  and  where  thou  shalt  begin ; 
Too  much  tiiinking  is  delaying, 

Rirets  but  the  chain  of  sin. 
He  will  help  thee  and  provide  thee 

With  a  courage  not  thine  own. 
Bear  thee  in  His  arms  and  guide  thee, 

Till  thou  leam^st  to  walk  alone. 

See  t  thy  Lord  EQmself  is  risen. 

That  thou  mi^test  also  rise. 
And  emerge  from  sin's  dark  prison 

To  new  life  and  open  skies. 
Come  to  Him  who  can  unbind  thee. 

And  reverse  thy  awful  doom ; 
Come  to  Him,  and  leave  behind  thee 

Thy  old  life — ^an  empty  tomb  I 

BpUta^  tr,  by  B,  Mauie, 

1090.  BA8TBB,  Triumphs  ot 

The  foe  behind,  the  deep  before, 

Our  hosts  have  dared  and  passed  the  sea 
And  PharaoVs  warriors  strew  the  shore, 
And  Israel's  ransomed  tribes  are  free. 
Lift  up,  lift  up  your  voices  now ! 
The  whole  wide  world  rejoices  now  I 
The  Loid.  hath  triumphed  gjloriously  1 
The  Lord  shall  reign  victoriously  t 

Happy  morrow. 
Turning  sorrow 

Into  peace  and  mirth  I 
Bondage  ending 
Love  descending  • 

O'er  the  earth  1 

Seals  assuring. 

Guards  securing. 
Watch  His  earthly  prison : 

Seals  are  shattered, 

Quards  are  scattered, 
Chbist  hath  risen. 

No  longer  must  the  mourners  weep, 

Nor  call  departed  Christians  dead ; 
For  Death  is  hallowed  into  sleep. 
And  every  grave  becomes  a  bed. 

Now  once  more 

Eden's  door 
Opened  stands  to  mortal  eyes ; 
For  Chbibt  hath  risen,  and  man  shall  rise. 

Now  at  last, 

Old  things  past, 
Hope,  and  joy,  and  peace  begin : 
For  Chbist  liath  won,  and  inaa  shall  win. 

It  is  not  exile,  rest  on  high : 
It  is  not  sadness,  peace  from  strife : 

To  fall  asleep  Ib  not  to  die : 
To  dwell  with  Chbist  is  better  life. 


.   Where  our  banner  leads  us. 
We  may  safely  go : 
Where  our  Chief  precedes  us. 

We  may  face  the  foe : 
His  right  Arm  is  o'er  us. 

He  will  guide  us  through ; 
Chbist  haw  gone  before  us. 
Christians,  follow  you. 

Joltn  Mauan  Ifeale, 

1031.  EGHO,  Ibial  of  tfas. 

Yes,  it  was  the  mountain  Echo, 

Solitary,  clear,  profound, 
Answering  to  the  shouting  Cuckoo, 

Giving  to  her  sound  for  sound  I 

Unsolidted  reply 

To  a  babbling  wanderer  sent ; 
lake  her  ordinary  cry. 

Like,  but,  oh  I  how  different ! 

Hears  not  also  mortal  Life  ? 

Hear  not  we,  unthinking  Creature  I 
Slaves  of  folly,  love,  or  strife — 

Voices  of  two  different  natures? 

Have  not  we,  too  ? — ^yes,  we  have 
Answers,  and  we  know  not  whence ; 

Echoes  from  behind  the  grave, 
Recognized  intelligence  I 

Such  rebounds  our  inward  ear 
Catches  sometimes  from  afar ; 

listen,  ponder,  hold  them  dear ; 
For  of  God-— of  God  they  are. 

William  WordnoortiK 

1083«  £D£V,  Adam  tad  Eve  in. 

Thus  they,  the  representatives  of  man. 
Were  placed  in  Eden — choicest  spot  on  earth ; 
With  royid  honor,  and  with  glory  crowned, 
Adam,  the  lord  of  all,  majestic  walked, 
With  godlike  countenance  sublime,  and  form 
Of  lofty,  towering  strength ;  and  by  liis  side 
Eve,  faLr  as  monimg  star,  with  modesty. 
Arrayed,  with  virtue,  grace,  and  perfect  love ; 
In  holy  marriage  wed,  and  eloquent 
Of  thought  and  comely  words,  to  worship 

God 
And  sing  His  praise,  the  Giver  of  all  good. 
Glad,  in  each  other  glad,  and  glad  in  hope; 
Rejoicing  in  their  future  happy  race. 
O  lovely,  happy,  blest,  immortal  pair, 
Pleased  with  tlie  present,  full  of  glorious 

hope, 
But  short,  alas,  the  song  that  sings  their  blist. 

BobertMloh 

1083.  EDBH,  Deputue  firam. 

In  either  hand  the  hastening  angel  caught 
Our  lingering  parents,  and  to  the  eastern  gate 
Led  them  di^sct,  and  down  the  cliff  as  fast 
To  the  subjected  plain ;  then  disappeared. 
They,  looking  back,  all  the  eastern  side  beheld 
Of  Paradise,  so  late  their  happy  seat, 
Waved  over  by  that  flaming  brand ;  the  gate 
With  dreadful  faces  thronged  and  fiery  arms. 
Some  natural  tears  they  dropt,  but  wiped 
^em  soon  \ 
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Tlie  world  was  all  before  them,  where  to 

choose 
Tlieir  place  of  rest,  and  Providence  their 

guide. 
Thej,  hand  in  hand,  with  wandering  steps 

and  slow, 
Through  Eden  took  their  solitaty  way. 

John  MUUm, 

1M4.  BDEI,  BMoriptioa  tl 

Out  of  the  fertile  ground  he  cans'd  to  grow 
All  tarees  of  noblest  kind  for  dght,  smell,  taste ; 
And  all  amid  them  stood  the  tree  of  Uf  e, 
High  eminent,  blooming  ambrosial  fruit 
Of  yegetable  gold;  and  next  to  life, 
Our  death,  the  tree  of  knowledge,  ffrew  fast  by, 
Knowledge  of  good  bought  dear  oy  knowing 

ilL 
Southward  through  Eden  went  a  river  larve. 
Nor  chang'd  his  oourso,  but  through  the 

sha^^hill 
Pass'd  UDoemeatii  ingulf d;  for  Gk>d  had 

thrown 
That  mountain  as  His  garden  mould  high  raised 
Upon  the  rapid  current,  whidi  through  veins 
Of  porous  earth,  with  kindly  thirst  updrawn, 
Rose  a  fresh  fountain,  and  with  many  a  rill 
Watered  the  garden :  thence  united  fell 
Down  the  stoep  glade,  and  met  the  nether 

flood. 
Which  from  his  darksome   passage  now 

appears, 
And  now  divided  into  four  main  streams,  * 
Runs  diverse,  wand' ring  many  a  fiunous  realm 
And  country,  idiereof  here  needs  no  account ; 
But  rather  to  tell  how,  if  art  could  tell. 
How  from  that  sapphire  fount  the  crisped 

brooks, 
Boiling  on  orient  pearl  and  sands  of  gold, 
With  mazy  error  imder  pendent  shades 
Ban  nectar,  visiting  each  plant,  and  fed 
Flowers,  worthy  of  Paradise,  which  not  nice 

art 
In  beds  and  curious  knots,  but  nature  boon 
Fonr'd  forth  profuse  on  hill,  and  dale,  and 

plain, 
Both  where  the  m<Hning  sun  first  warmly 

smote 
The  open  field,  and  where  the  unpierc'd  shade 
Imbrown'd  the  noon-tide  bowers:  thus  was 

this  place 
A  happy  rural  seat  of  various  view ; 
Groves  whose  rich  trees  wept  odorous  gums 

and  balm; 
Others  whose  fruit  burnished  with  golden  rind 
Hung  amiable,  Hesperian  fables  true. 
If  true,  here  only,  and  of  delicious  taste : 
Betwixt  them  lawns,  or  level  downs,  and  flocks 
QrasEuig  the  tender  herb,  were  interposed. 
Or  palmy  hillock ;  or  the  flow'rv  lap 
Of  some  irriguous  valley  spread  her  store, 
Flowers  of  au  hue,  and  without  thorn  the  rose. 
Another  side,  umbrageous  grots  and  caves 
Of  cool  recess,  o^er  which  the  mantling  vine 
Lays  forth  her  purple  grape,  and  gently  creeps 
Luxuriant ;  meanwhile  murmuring  waters  fall 
Down  the  slope  hills  dispersed,  or  in  a  lake, 


That  to  the  fringed  bank  with  myrtle  crown'd 
Her  crystal  mirror  holds,  unite  their  streams. 
The  birds  their  choir  apply :  airs,  vernal  airs, 
Breathinff  the  smell  of  field  and  grove,  attune 
The  trembliiig  leaves,  while  universal  Pan, 
Knit  with  the  Graces  and  the  Hours  in  dance. 
Led  on  th*  eternal  spring.        John  MiUvn, 

1085.  EDBV,  OfthMBSM  sad. 

Sweet  Eden  was  the  arbor  of  delight, 
Tet  in  its  honey-flowers  our  poison  blew : 

Sad  Ckthsemano,  the  bower  of  baleful  night, 
Where  Christ  a  health  of  poison  for  us  drew, 
Tet  all  our  honey  in  that  poison  grew ; 

So  we,  from  sweetest  flower,  could  suck  our 
bane, 

And  Christ,  from  bitter  venom,  could  again 

Extract  life  out  of  death,  and  pleasure  out  of 
pain  I  OiUt  Fletd^er. 

lOM,  EDEV,  LamMit  &r. 

Eve,  O  unexpected  stroke,  worse  than  of 

death! 
Must  I  thus  leave  thee.  Paradise  ?  thus  leave 
Thee,  native  soil!  these  happy  walks  and 

shades. 
Fit  haunt  of  gods?  where  I  had  hoped  to 

M)end, 
Quiet,  uiough  sad,  the  respite  of  that  day 
That  must  be  mortal  to  us  both.    O  flowers 
That  never  will  in  other  climate  grow, 
My  early  visitation,  and  my  last 
At  even,  whidi  I  bred  up  with  tender  hand 
From  the  first  opening  bud,  and  gave  ye  names  1 
Who  now  shall  rear  ye  to  the  sun  or  rank 
Your  tribes,  and  water  from  the  ambrosial 

fount? 
Thee,  lastly,  nuptial  bower !  by  me  adorned 
With  what  to  sight  or  smell  was  sweet,  from 

thee 
How  shaU  I  part,  and  whither  wander  down 
Into  a  lower  world,  to  this  obscure 
And  wild  ?  how  shall  we  breathe  in  other  air 
Less  pure,  accustomed  to  immortal  fruits? 

John  MUUm, 
1037.  EDEH,  TtMoadw  o£ 

In  restless  pain  we  heave  and  toss 

Like  playthings  of  the  Ocean, 
And  mourn  with  sharpest  pongs  of  loss 

Dead  objects  of  devotion. 
We  follow  light  where'er  it  gleams. 

Though  mmh  and  mist  encumber. 
We  reign,  anointed  kings — ^in  dreams — 

But  wako  forlorn,  from  slumb^. 

We  grasp  at  grains  of  shininff  dust, 

But  in  the  grasp  they  perish ; 
We  put  in  men's  applause  our  trust — 

It  cheats  the  hopes  wo  cherish. 
Bemorse,  a  ghostly  shadow,  blights 

Each  wreath  we  weave  for  pleasure; 
But  restless  still  we  scale  the  neights, 

Or  search  the  mines  for  treasure. 

O,  naught  of  earth  can  e'er  avail 
While  Eden-mem*ries  haunt  us  I 

Our  longings  are  on  loigor  scale 
Than  lower  worlds  can  grant  us 
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We  pant  within  the  veil  to  be, 

To  roam  in  fields  elysian, 
And,  "  in  His  beauty,'*  Qod  to  see, 

Nor  die  beneath  the  vision. 

Wi  Marley  PuMihan. 

1038.  EDEV,  Ssfttaln. 

The  space  of  sev'n  continued  nights  he  rode 
With  darkness,  thrice  the  ecnunoctial  line 
He  circled,  four  times  crossed  the  car  of  night 
From  pole  to  ix)le,  trayersing  each  colure ; 
On  th'  eighth  retomed,  and  on  the  coast 

averse 
From  entrance  of  chembic  watch,  by  stealth 
Found  unsuspected  way.    There  was  a  place, 
Now  not,  though  sin,  not  time,  first  wrought 

the  change 
Where  Tigris  at  the  foot  of  Paradise 
bito  a  gulf  shot  under  ground,  till  part 
Rose  up  a  fountain  by  the  tree  of  life ; 
In  with  the  river  sunk,  and  with  it  rose 
Baton,  involv*d  in  rising  mist,  then  sought 
Whero  to  lie  hid;  sea  he  had  searched  and 

land 
From  Eden  over  Pontus,  and  the  pool 
Msotis,  up  beyond  the  river  Ob ; 
Downward  as  far  antarctic ;  and  in  length 
West  from  Orontes  to  the  ocean  barr'd 
At  Darien,  thence  to  the  land  where  flows 
Ganges  and  Lidus :  thus  the  orb  he  roam*d 
With  narrow  search,  and  with   inspection 

deep 
Considered  every  creature,  which  of  all 
Host  opportune  might  serve  his  wiles,  and 

found 
The  serpent  subtlest  beast  of  all  the  field. 
Him  after  long  debate,  irresolute 
Of  thoughts  revolved,  his  final  sentence  chose 
Fit  vessel,  fittest  imp  of  fraud,  in  whom 
To  enter,  and  his  dark  suggestions  hide 
From  sharpest  sight :  for  m  the  wily  snake. 
Whatever  sleights   none  would  suspicious 

mark. 
As  from  his  Wit  and  native  subtlety 
Proceeding,  which  in  other  beasts  observed 
Doubt  might  beget  of  diabolic  power 
Active  within  beyond  the  sense  of  brute. 
Thus  he  resolvVl,  but  first  from  inward  grief 
His  bursting  passion  into  plaints  thus  pour'd : 
.  .  .  Man  he  made,  and  for  him  built 
Magnificent  this  world  and  earth  his  seat, 
Him  lord  pronounced  and,  O,  indignity  1 
Subjected  to  his  service  angel  wings. 
And  flaminff  ministers  to  watch  and  tend 
Their  earthw  diarge :  of  these  the  vigilance 
I  dread,  and  to  elude,  thus  wrapt  in  mist 
Of  midnight  vapor  glide  obscure,  and  pry 
In  every  bush  and  brake,  where  hap  may  find 
The  serpent  sleeping,  in  whose  mazy  folds 
To  hide  mo  and  the  dark  intent  I  bring. 
O  foul  descent  1  that  I  who  erst  contended 
With  gods  to  sit  the  highest,  am  now  con- 
strained 
Into  a  beast,  and  mix'd  with  bestial  slime 
This  essence  to  incarnate  and  imbrute, 
That  to  the  height  of  deity  aspir'd ; 
But  what  will  not  ambition  and  revenge 


Descend  to  ?  who  aspires  must  down  as  low 
As  high  he  soared,  obnoxious  first  or  last 
To  basest  things.    Revenge,  at  first  thou^ 

sweet. 
Bitter  ere  long  back  on  itself  recoils ; 
Let  it ;  I  reck  not,  so  it  light  well  aim'd. 
Since  higher  I  fall  short,  on  him  who  next 
Provokes  my  envy,  tills  new  favorite 
Of  heaven,  this  man  of  day,  son  of  despite. 
Whom  us  the  more  to  spite  his  Maker  rais'd 
From  dust :  spite  then  with  spite  is  best  ie-> 

paid. 
So  saying  through  each  thicket  dank  or 

dry. 
Like  a  black  mist  low  creeping,  he  held  on 
His  midnight  search,  whero  soonest  he  miffht 

find 
The  serpent ;  him  fast  sleeping  soon  he  found 
In  lab'rmth  of  many  a  round  self-rolled. 
His  head  the  midst,  well  stored  with  subtle 

wiles: 
Not  yet  in  horrid  shade  or  dismal  den. 
Nor  nocent  yet,  but  on  the  grassy  herb 
Fearless  unf  eared  he  slept :  in  at  his  mouth 
The  devil  entered,  and  his  brutal  sense. 
In  heart  or  head,  possessing  soon  inspired 
With  act  intelligential ;  but  his  sleep 
Disturbed  not,  waiting  close  the  approadi  of 

mom.  John  MUtcn. 

\W».  EDUOAHOH,  Adviaoed. 

A  little  learning  is  a  dangerous  thing ; 
Drink  deep,  or  taste  not  the  Pierian  spring : 
There  shallow  draughts  intoxicate  the  bram. 
And  drinking  largely  sobers  us  again. 
Fired  at  first  sight  with  what  the  Muse  im- 
parts, 
In  fearless  youth  we  tempt  the  heights  of  arts, 
While  from  the  bounded  level  of  our  mind 
Short  views  we  take,  nor  see  the  lengths  be- 
hind: 
But  more  advanc'd,  behold  the  strange  sur- 
prise 
New  distant  scenes  of  endless  science  rise  I 
So  pleased  at  first  the  towering  Alps  we  try. 
Mount  o'er  the  vales,  and  seem  to  tread  the 

sky; 
Th*  eternal  snows  appear  already  past, 
And  the  first  clouds  and  mountains  seem  the 

last : 
But  those  attained,  we  tremble  to  survey 
The  Rowing  labors  of  the  lengthened  way; 
The  mcreasing  prospect  tires  our  wandering 

eyea, 
Hills  creep  o^er  hills,  and  Alps  on  Alps  arisel 

Alexandtt  AfM^* 
lOiO.  EDUOATIOV,  Atheiftlo. 

AU  knowledge  U  not  nourUhment.    The  mind 
May  pine  upon  its  food.    In  reckless  thirst 
Hie  scholar  sometimes   kneels   beside  the 

stream 
Polluted  by  the  lepers  of  the  mind. 
The  sceptic,  with  his  doubts  of  all  things 

pood 
And  faith  in  all  things  evil,  has  been  there, 
And,  as  the  stream  was  mingled,  he  hat 

strown 
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Hie  shore  with  all' bright  flovren  to  tsmpt 

the  eye, 
And  doped  the  bonks  down  gently  for  the 

feet; 
And  Genius,  like  a  Mien  child  of  light, 
Bas  filled  the  place  with  magic,  and  oom- 

peird  . 

Host  beautiful  creations  into  f oims 
And  images  of  license,  and  they  come 
And  tempt  you  with  bewildering  grace  to 

kneel, 
And  drink  of  the  wild  waters ;  and  behind 
Stand  the  strong  Passions,  pleading  to  go  in ; 
And  the  anproying  world  looks  silent  on ; 
Till  the  pleased  mind  conspires  against  it- 
self, 
And  finds  a  subtle  reason  why  ^tis  good. 
We  are  dcceired,  though ;  eren  as  we  drink. 
We  taste  the  evO.    In  nis  sweetest  tone, 
The  lying  Tempter  whispers  in  our  ear, 
"  Though  it  may  stain,  twill  tirenffUun  your 

proud  wing ;" 
And  in  the  wild  ambition  of  the  soul 
We  drink  anew,  and  dream  like  Lucifer 
To   mount   upon  our   daring   draught   to 

Heaven.       2fathanid  JRirher  WiUi$. 

1041.  BDUOATIOV,  OapMlty  oH 

The  heart  has  tendrils  like  the  yine. 

Which  round  another's  bosom  twine, 

Outspringinff  from  the  liying  tree 

Of  deeply  planted  sympathy ; 

Whose  flowers  are  hope,  its  fruits  are  bliss, 

Beneficence  its  harvest  i& 

Tliere  are  some  bosoms  dark  and  drear, 
Which  an  unwatered  desert  are ; 
Tet  there  a  curious  eye  may  trace 
Some  smiling  spot,  some  verdant  place, 
Where  little  flowers,  the  weeds  between, 
Spend  their  soft  fragrance  all  unseen. 

Despise  them  not— for  wisdom*s  toil 
Has  ne>r  disturbed  that  stubborn  soU : 
Tet  care  and  culture  might  have  brought 
The  ore  of  truth  from  mines  of  thought ; 
And  fancy's  fairest  flowers  had  bloomed 
Where  truth  and  fancy  lie  intombed. 

Insult  him  not — his  blackest  crime 
May,  in  his  Maker's  eye  sublime, 
In  spite  of  aH  thy  pride,  be  less 
Than  e'en  thy  daily  waywardness; 
Than  many  a  sin  and  many  a  stain 
Forgotten — and  impressed  again. 

There  is  in  every  human  heart 
Some  not  completely  barren  part, 
Where  seeds  of  truth  and  love  might  grow 
And  flowers  of  generous  virtue  blow : 
To  plant,  to  watch,  to  water  there — 
This,  as  our  duty,  be  our  care  t 

And  sweet  it  is,  the  growth  to  trace. 

Of  worth,  of  intellect,  of  grace, 

In  bosoms  where  our  labors  first 

Bid  the  young  seed  of  spring-time  burst, 


And  lead  it  on  from  hour  to  hour. 
To  ripen  into  perfect  flower. 

John  Bowrinff. 

1M9*  BDUCyiTIOHp  Dvty  c£ 

As  wrapt  and  hidden  in  the  stone's  embrace 

The  future  statue  lies  yet  undefined ; 

Till  the  nice  chisel  clears  the  form  designed. 
The  trunk,  the  moving  limbs,  the  speaking 

face 
Develops :  so  instruction's  hand  must  trace 

The  intellectual  form,  which  lies  enshrined 

'Mid  nature's  rude  materials ;  and  the  mind 
Invest  with  due  proportion,  strength,  and 

grace. 
Ood  to  thy  teaching  delegates  the  art 

To  form  the  future  man :  the  care  be  thine, 
Ko  shape  unworthy  from  the  marble  start, 

Reptile  or  monster ;  but  with  just  design 
Copy  the  heavenly  model,  and  impart. 

As  best  thou  canst,  similitude  divine. 

Bishop  Mant, 

1043.  EDUQATIOV,  Buly. 

Induce  not  precocity  of  intellect,   for   so 

shouldst  thou  nourish  vanity ; 
Neither  can  a  plant,  forced  in  the  hotbed, 

stand   against   the  frozen  breath  of 

winter. 
The  mind  is  made  wealthy  by  ideas,  but  the 

multitude  of  words   is   a   clogging 

weiffht : 
Therefore  be  understood  in  thy  teaching,  and 

instruct  to  the  measure  of  capacity. 
Analogy  is  milk  for  babes,  but  abstract  truths 

are  strong  meat ; 
Precepts  and  nues  are  repuMve  to  a  child, 

but  happy  illustration  winneth  him ; 
In  vain  shalt  tiiou  preach  of  industry  and 

prudence,  till  he  learn  of  the  bee  and 

the  ant; 
Dimly  will  he  think  of  his  soul,  till  the  acom 

and  chrysalis  have  taught  him ; 
He  will  fear  Gknl  in  thunder,  and  worship 

His  loveliness  in  fiowers ; 
And  parables  shall  charm  his  heart,  while 

doctrines  seem  dead  mystery ; 
Faith  shall  he  learn  of  the  husbandman  cast- 
ing good  com  into  the  soil. 

M,  F,  Tupper, 

^Tia  Education  forms  the  common  mind ; 
Just  as  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree's  inclined. 

Alexander  Ihpe, 

1044.  EDUOATIOV,  Ftihion  oft 

Of  olden  time,  the  fashion  was  for  arms,  to 
make  an  accomplished  slayer. 

And  set  gregarious  man  a-tilting  with  his 
fellows; 

Thereafter,  occult  sciences,  and  mystic  arts, 
and  symbols. 

How  to  exorcise  a  wizard,  and  how  to  lay  a 
ghost; 

Anon,  all  for  gallantry  and  presence,  the 
minuet,  the  palfrey,  and  the  foil. 

And  the  grand  aim  of  education  was  to  pro- 
duce a  coxcomb ;    . 
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Soon  came  scholastical  dispute  with  hydra- 
headed  argument, 
And  true  philosophy  of  mind  confounded  in 

a  labyrinth  of  words ; 
Then  the  Pantheon,  and  its  orgies,  initiating 

docile  childhood. 
While  diligent  youth  stroye  hard  to  render 

his  all  unto  Caesar ; 
And  now  is  seen  the  passion  for  utility, 

when  all  things  are  accounted  by  their 

price, 
And  the  wisdom  of  the  wise  is  busied  in 

hatching  golden  eggs. 

If.  F.  Tupp&r. 

1045.  EDUOATIOV,  Lsz. 

In  colleges  and  halls  in  ancient  days, 
When  learning,  yirtue,  piety,  and  truth 
Were  precious,  and  inculcated  with  care, 
Tliere  dwelt  a  sage  called  Discipline.     His 

head. 
Not  yet  by  time  completely  silver'd  o'er. 
Bespoke  him  past  the  bounds  of  freakish 

youth. 
But  strong  for  service  still  and  unimpaired. 
His  eye  was  meek  and  gentle,  and  a  smile 
Played  on  his  lips ;  and  in  his  speech  was 

heard 
Paternal  sweetness,  dignity,  and  love. 
The  occupation  dearest  to  his  heart 
Was  to  encourage  goodness.    He  would  stroke 
The  head  of  m^est  and  insenuous  worth. 
That  blush'd  at  his  own  praise ;  and  press  the 

youth 
Close  to  his  nde  that  pleased  him.    Learning 

grew 
Beneath  his  care  a  thriving,  vigorous  plant. 
The  mind  was  well  informed,  the  passions 

held 
Subordinate,  and  diligence  was  choice. 
If  e'er  it  chanced,  as  sometimes  chance  it  must, 
That  one  among  so  many  overleaped 
The  limits  of  control,  his  gentle  eye 
Grew  stem,  and  darted  a  severe  rebuke. 
His  frown  was  full  of  terror,  and  his  Toice 
Shook  the  delinquent  with  such  fits  of  awe, 
As  left  him  not  till  penitence  had  won 
Lost  favor  back  agam,  and  closed  the  breach. 
But  Discipline,  a  faithful  servant  long. 
Declined  at  length  into  the  vale  of  years : 
A  palsy  strud^  nis  arm ;  his  sparkling  eye 
Was  quenched  in  rheums  of  age ;  his  voice, 

unstrung. 
Grew  tremulous,  and  moved  derision  more 
Than  reverence  in  perverse,  rebellious  youth. 
So  colleges  and  halls  neglected  much 
Their  good  old  friend;   and  Discipline  at 

lenffth, 
Overlooked  and  unemployed,  grew  sick  and 

died. 
Then  study  languished,  emulation  slept, 
And  virtue  fled.    The  schools  became  a  scene 
Of  solemn  farce,  where  ignorance  in  stilts, 
His  cap  well  lined  with  logic  not  his  own, 
With  parrot  tongue  performed  the  SGhoLar's 

part, 
Proceediog  soon  a  graduated  dunce. 


Then  -compromise  had  place,  and  scrutiny 
Became   stone  blind;    precedence  went   in 

truck,  • 

And  he  was  competent  whoise  purse  was  so. 
A  dissolution  of  all  bonds  ensued; 
The  curbs  invented  for  the  mulish  mouth 
Of  headstrong  youth  were  broken;  bars  and 

bolts 
Grew  rusty  by  disuse ;  and  massy  gates 
Forgot  their  office,  opening  with  a  toudi ; 
Till  gowns  at  length  are  found  mere  mas- 
querade. 
The  tasselled  cap  and  the  spruce  band  a  jest, 
A  mockery  of  the  world!    What  need  oi 

these 
For  gamesters,  jockeys,  farothellers  impure, 
Spendthrifts,  and  footed  sportsmen,  oftener 

seen 
With  belted  waists  and   pointers  at  their 

heels 
Than  in  the  bounds  of  duty?    What  was 

learned, 
If  anght  was  learned  in  childhood,  is  forgot ; 
And  such  expense  as  pinches  parents  blue, 
And  mortifies  the  liberal  hand  of  love, 
Is  squandered  in  pursuit  of  idle  sports. 
And  vicious  pleasures ;  buys  the  Doy  a  name 
That  sits  a  stigma  on  his  fiitfaer's  house, 
And  cleaves  through  life  inseparably  close 
To  him  that  wears  it    What  can  after  games 
Of  riper  joys,  and  commerce  with  the  world. 
The  lewa,  rain  world,  that  must  receive  him 

soon. 
Add  to  such  erudition,  thus  acquired. 
Where  science  and  where  virtue  are  professed  t 
They  may  confirm  Yob  habits,  rivet  fast 
His  folly,  but  to  spoil  him  is  a  task 
That  bids  defiance  to  the  united  powers 
Of  &shion,  dissipation,  taverns,  stews. 

WiUiam  Ccwper, 

1046.  EFFOBTi  Doty  A 

Scorn  not  the  slightest  word  or  deed, 

Nor  deem  it  yoid  of  power ; 
There^s  fruit  in  eadi  wmd-wafted  seed. 

That  waits  its  natal  hour. 

A  whispered  word  may  tondi  the  hearty 

And  call  it  back  to  life ; 
A  look  of  love  bid  sin  depart, 

And  still  unholy  strife. 

No  act  falls  fruitless ;  none  can  tell 

How  vast  its  powers  may  be. 
Nor  what  results  infolded  dwell 

Within  it  silently. 

Work  on,  despair  not ;  bring  thy  ndte,  * 

Nor  care  how  small  it  be ; 
God  is  with  all  that  serve  the  rights 

The  holy,  true,  and  free. 

1M7.  EFFOB^  BaooDzsgoBiBt  to. 

What  if  the  little  rain  should  say, 

'*  So  small  a  drop  as  I 
Can  ne^er  refresh  those  thirsty  fields; 

m  tarry  in  the  sky  "  ! 
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Wliat  if  a  Bhining  beam  of  nocm 
fflionld  in  its  f oantain  stay, 

Because  its  feeble  light  alone 
Cannot  create  a  day? 

Doth  not  eadi  ndn-drop  help  to  f  onn 
The  cool  refreshuiff  shbwert 

And  every  ray  of  light  to  warm 
And  beuxtLEy  the  flower  t 

Go  then  and  striye  to  do  thy  share : 
One  talent — less  than  thine— 

Improyed  with  steady  zeal  and  caro^ 
W  onld  gain  rewards  divine. 

OtOter. 

1M9.  BFFOBT,  Fndtlm 

Or  shaU  I  say,  Vain  word,  false  thonght, 
Gfince  Pmdenco  hath  her  martyrs  too, 
And  Wisdom  dictates  not  to  do, 

Till  doing  shall  be  not  for  naught  f 

Kot  (mn  to  give  or  lose  is  life : 
Will  Katwe,  when  her  brave  ones  fall. 
Remake  her  work  ?  or  songa  recall 

Death's  victim  slain  in  useless  strife  t 

Tliat  rivero  flow  into  the  sea 
Is  loss  and  waste,  the  foolish  say, 
Nor  know  that  back  they  find  their  way, 

Uaaeen,  to  where  fhey  wont  to  be. 

Showers  fall  upon  the  hills,  springs  flow, 
The  river  rumioth  still  at  hand. 
Brave  men  are  bom  into  the  land, 

And  whence,  the  foolish  do  not  know. 

Not  no  vain  voice  did  on  me  fall, 
Peschiera,  when  thy  bridge  I  crost : 
"Tis  better  to  have  fought  and  lost, 

Than  never  to  have  fbnght  at  alL" 

ArtfSir  Hugh  Olough, 

14M0.  ELBOT,  AaamUy  of  th*. 

I  saw,  and  lo  I  a  oonntlees  fhronff , 
TV  elect  of  every  nation,  name»  ana  tongue, 
Aaaembled  romid  the  everlasting  Throne ; 

With  robes  of  white  enda^ 

The  Righteousness  of  Gk>d ; 

And  each  a  pahn  sustained 

In  his  victorious  hand ; 
When  thus  the  bright  melodious  dioir  begun : 

"  Salvation  to  Thy  Name, 
Eternal  Qod,  and  co-eternal  Lamb  I 
In  power,  in  glory,  and  in  Essence,  Onel " 

So  sung  the  Saints.    Th*  Anffelic  traht 
Second  the  anthem  with  a  loud  Amen : ' 

(These  in  the  outer  circle  stood, 
The  Saints  were  nearest  Gk>d;) 
And  prostrate  fall,  with  ^lory  overpowered, 

And  hide  their  faces  with  their  winga^ 

And  thus  address  the  King  of  kings : 
"All   haill    by   Thy   triumphant   Chuidi 
adored  I 

Blessing  and  thanks  and  honor  too 
Are  Thv  supreme.  Thy  everlastiiig  due. 
Our  Triune  Sovereign,  our  propitious  Lord  I " 


While  I  beheld  th*  amaring  sight, 
A  Seraph  pointed  to  the  Saints  in  white. 
And  told  me  who  they  were,  and  whence 
they  came: 
"Thoe  are  th^,  whose  lot  below 
Waa  persecution,  pain,  and  woe ; 
These  are  the  chosen,  purchased  Flock, 
Who  neV  their  Lord  forsook ; 
Through  His  imputed  Merit  free  from  blame ; 

Redeemed  mm  every  sin ; 
And,  as  thou  aeest,   whose  garments  were 

made  clean. 
Washed  in  the  Blood  of  yon  exalted  Lamb. 

'*  Saved  by  Wb  Rk^hteousness  alone, 
Spotless  they  stand  before  the  Throne, 

And  in  th*  ethereal  Temple  chant  His  praise : 
Himself  among  them  deigns  to  dwell, 
And  face  to  face  His  light  reveal : 
Hunger  and  thirst,  as  heretofore. 

And  pain,  and  heat,  thoy  know  no  more. 

Nor  need,  as  once,  the  sun^s  prolific  rays : 
Immanuel  here  His  people  feeds, 
To  streams  of  joy  perennial  leads, 

And  wipes,  forever  wipes,  the  tears  from 
every  face.*' 

Happv  the  souls  released  from  fear. 
And  safely  landed  there ! 
Some  of  the  shining  number  once  I  knew. 
And  travelled  with  them  here : 
Nay,  some,  my  elder  brethren  now. 
Set  later  out  for  Heaven,  my  junior  saints  be- 
low: 
Long  after  me,  they  heard  the  call  of 
Grace 
Which  waked  them  unto  Riffhteouaness : 
How  have  they  got  beyond  ? 
Converted  last,  yet  first  with  glory  crowned  I 
Little,  once,  I  thought  that  these 
Would  fint  the  Summit  gain. 
And  leave  me  &r  behind,  slow  journeying 
through  the  Plain. 

Loved  while  on  earth  I  nor  less  beloved;  tho* 
gonet 
Think  not  I  envy  you  your  crown : 
No  t  if  I  could,  I  would  not  call  you  down  I 
Though  slower  is  my  pace. 
To  you  ril  follow  on. 
Leaning  on  Jesus  aU  the  way ; 
Who,  now  and  theipi,  lets  fall  a  ray 
Of  comfort  from  His  Throne : 
The  shillings  of  His  crace 
Soften  my  passage  through  the  wilderness ; 
And  vines,  nectareous,  spring  where  briers 
grew. 
The  sweet  unveillngs  of  His  Face 
Make  me,  at  times,  near  half  as  blest  as 

you  I 
Ot   might  His  Beauty  feast  my  ravished 
eyes. 
His  gladdening  Presence  ever  stay. 
And  cheer  me  all  my  journey  through ! 
But  soon  the  clouds  return:  my  triumph 
dies; 
Damp  vapors  from  the  valley  rise. 
And  hide  the  hill  of  Zion  from  my  view. 
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Spirit  of  Light !  thrice  holy  Dove  I 
Brighten  my  sense  of  interest  in  that  Love 
Wmch  knew  no  birth,  and  never  shall  ex- 
pire! 
Electing  (Goodness,  firm  and  free, 
My  whole  salvation  hangs  on  Thee, 
Eldest  and  fairest  daughter  of  Eternity  1 
Redemption,  gprace,  and  gloiy  too, 
Our  bliss  above,  and  hopes  below. 
From  her,  their  parent-fountain,  flow. 
Ah  1  tell  me,  Lord,  that  Thou  hast  diosen 

met 
ThoQ,  who  hast  kindled  my  intense  desire, 
Fulfil  the  wish  Thy  influence  did  inspire. 

And  let  me  my  election  know ! 
Then,  when  Thy  summons  bids  me  come 
up  higher, 
Well  pleased  I  shall  from  life  retire. 
And  Join  the  burning  hosts,  beheld  at  dis- 
tance now. 

Augiutus  Montague  Toplad^. 

IMOm  ELEOT,  Fewness  of  tiie. 

Few  are  .the  clear,  strong  spirits,  who  can 
bear 

To  look  on  Truth  in  her  unclouded  blaze ; 
Few  are  the  high,  heroic  souls,  who  dare. 

Above  the  low  pursuit  of  gain,  to  raise 
Their  firm,  unbending  purpose ;  few  can  gaze 

At  Virtue,  on  her  pure  and  awful  throne — 
Ah  I  few  can  love  tlie  ethereal  coin  she  pays — 

But  they  must  love  it,  for  the  souls  alone 

Who  master  self  can  claim  our  birthright 
as  their  own.  Jame»  Gates  Parewal, 

IMl.  EUBOnOV,  Oonditieiii  e£ 

Mercy  for  all  Thy  hands  have  made. 

Immense  and  unconfined. 
Throughout  Thy  eveiy  work  displayed. 

Embracing  all  mankind^ 

Thine  eye  surveyed  the  fallen  race 

Where  vixok  in  sin  they  lay ; 
Their  misery  called  for  all  Thy  grace. 

But  justice  stopped  the  way. 

Mercy  the  fatal  bar  removed. 

Thy  only  Son  it  gave. 
To  save  a  world  so  dearly  loved, 

A  sinful  world  to  save. 

For  every  man  He  tasted  death. 

He  suffered  once  for  all. 
He  calls  as  many  souls  as  breathe, 

And  all  may  hear  the  call. 

A  power  to  choose,  a  will  to  obey. 

Freely  His  grace  restores ; 
We  all  may  find  the  living  Way, 

And  call  the  Saviour  ours. 

Whom  His  eternal  mind  foreknew 
That  they  the  power  would  use, 

Ascribe  to  God  the  glory  due, 
And  not  His  grace  refuse : 

Tliem,  only  them.  His  will  decreed, 
Them  did  He  choose  alone, 


Ordained  in  Jesus  steps  to  tread. 
And  to  be  like  His  Son. 

Them,  the  elect,  consenting  few, 

Who  yield  to  proffered  Love, 
Justified  here  He  forms  anew. 

And  glorifies  above. 

For  as  in  Adam  aU  have  died, 

So  all  in  Christ  may  live, 
May  (for  the  world  is  justified) 

His  Righteousness  receive. 

Whoever  to  God  for  pardon  fly 

In  Christ  may  be  forgiven. 
He  speaks  to  all,  *'  Wliy  will  ye  die^ 

And  not  accept  My  heaven  ?  " 

No  I  in  the  death  of  him  that  dies 

(God  by  His  life  hath  sworn) 
He  is  not  pleased,  but  ever  cries, 

Turn,  O  ye  sinners,  turn. 

He  would  that  all  His  truths  should  own. 

His  Gospel  all  embrace, 
Be  justified  by  faith  alone, 

And  freely  saved  by  grace. 

And  shall  I,  Lord,  confine  Thy  Love, 

As  not  to  others  free  ? 
And  may  not  every  sinner  prove 

The  grace  that  found  out  me  ? 

Doubtless  through  one  eternal  now 

Thou  ever  art  the  same : 
The  universal  Saviour  Thou, 

And  Jesus  is  Thy  Name. 

Ho,  every  one  that  thirsteth,  come  I 

Choose  life ;  obey  the  Word : 
Open  your  hearts  to  make  Him  room. 

And  banquet  with  your  Lord. 

When  God  invites,  shall  man  repel  ? 

Shall  man  the  exception  make  t 
"  Come,  freely  come,  whoever  will, 

And  living  water  take  1  *' 

Thou  bid^st ;  and  wouldst  Thou  bid  us  diooee, 

When  purposed  not  to  save? 
Oommana  us  all  a  power  to  use. 

Thy  mercy  never  gave  ? 

Thou  canst  not  mock  the  sons  of  men, 

Livite  us  to  draw  nigh, 
Offer  Thy  grace  to  all,  and  then 

Thy  grace  to  most  deny. 

Doom  them  an  endless  death  to  die^ 
From  which  they  could  not  flee  1 

No,  Lord  I  Thine  inmost  boweljs  cry 
Against  the  Dire  Decree  I 

Oha/rlee  Wedey. 

1M9«  ELUAH,  Traaslfttioa  A 

His  lecture  to  the  sad  young  prophet  done, 
And  last  adieus,  the  reverend  seer  coes  on. 
Obedient  as  the  sacred  instinct  guides, 
And  now  advanced  to  Jordan^s  verdant  sidea ; 
Elijah  with  his  great  successor  stood, 
And  gave  a  sigiud  to  the  passing  flood : 


xujOQttxin'os:. 
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TV  obsequious  -waters  stay,,  tor  well  they 

know 
Wbst  to  his  high  anthority  they  owe. 
While  waye  on  ivave,  with  silent  awe  crowds 

bade. 
To  leaye  a  dear  and  spadoos  sandy  trade, 
EKjah  on  with  his  companion  ^oes ; 
Belond  them  soon  the  crystal  ndges  close, 
No  more  rereraed  the  troubled  corront  flows : 
niea  forward  still  they  went,  discoursing 

high 
Of  heavenly  bliss  and  inmiortality, 
When  from  a  doud  breaks  (like  the  purple 

dawn) 
By  fiery  steeds  a  fiery  chariot  drawn; 
A  glittering  conroy  swift  as  that  descends, 
And  in  an  instant  parts  the  embracing  friends, 
To  the  bright  car  conducts  the.  man  of  Qod, 
And  mounts  a^^ain  the  steep  ethereal  road. 
The  passing  tnumph  lightens  all  the  air 
With  ruddy  lustre  tmin  high  noon  more 

fair. 
And  paints  the  douds,  than  eren  beams  more 

Thiou^  whidi,  with  wond^rous  speed,  they 

cut  their  way. 
Kow  lofty  piles  of  thunder,  hail,  and  snow^ 
The  artillery  of  heaven,  they  leave  bdow ; 
Bdiold,  the  glimmering  moon's  pole  regency 
Th^  leave,  and  now  more  free  asoena  the 

sky, 
Breafliing  again  immortal  air,  nor  here 
Besent  the  pressure  of  the  atmosphere. 
By  holy  ecstasies  and  flames  intense, 
Bim  purged  from  all  tiie  dregs  of  mortal 


Tnth  heavenly  lustre  eminently  gay, 
Elijah  wondering  does  himself  survey ; 
All  o'er  surveys  himsdf  ,  and  then  the  skies. 
While  now  stupendous  objects  meet  Ms  eyes. 
With  his  new  being  pleased,  thus  the  first 


As  just  to  live  and  reason  he  began. 

On  hills  and  valleys,  groves  uid  fountains 


Wifli  skies  and  light  thus  ravished,  thus 

amazed. 
But  now  the  utmost  firmament  they  deave, 
And  all  the  starry  worlds  behind  them  leave ; 
Hark,  foig^  sing  I  of  light   appear  new 

streaks 
Oeleiitial  day  with  beauteous  splendor  breaks  1 
On  heaven's  rich  solid  azure  now  they  tread. 
The  blissful  paths  that  to  Qod's  presence  lead; 
While  to4lie  new  inhabitant  all  the  way, 
Loud  wdoomes  on  their  harps  the  guardians 

play: 
'  A  fhousand  joyful  spirits  crowd  to  meet 
The  glorious  saint,  and  his  arrival  greet. 

Mawe* 

IMS.  ELITAE;  YdM  to. 

On  Hcneb's  rock  the  Prophet  stood ; 

The  Lord  before  him  past. 
A  hurricane  in  angry  mood 

Swept  by  him  strong  and  fast 
The  forests  fell  before  its  force, 

17 


The  rodu  were  shiver'd  in  its  course ; 

God  was  not  in  the  blast. 
'Twas  but  the  whirlwind  of  BSs  breath, 
Announcing  danger,  wreck,  and  death. 

It  ceased.    The  air  grew  mute— a  doud 

Came  muffling  up  the  sun ; 
When  through  the  mountains  deep  and  loud 

An  earthquake  thundered  on. 
The  frighted  eagle  sprang  in  idr, 
The  wolf  ran  howling  from  his  lair: 

Qod  was  not  in  the  stun. 
'Twas  but  the  roUing  of  His  car, 
The  trampling  of  Hu  steeds  from  far. 

'Twas  still  again,  and  I^ature  stood 

And  calmed  her  ruffled  frame ; 
When  swift  from  heaven  a  fiery  flood 

To  eartii  devouring  came. 
Down  to  his  depths  the  ocean  fled. 
The  sickening  sun  looked  wan  and  dead : 

Tet  Ood  fiil'd  not  the  flame. 
'Twas  but  the  terrors  of  His  eye 
That  li^ten'd  through  the  troubled  sky. 

At  last  a  voice  all  still  and  small 

Rose  sweetly  on  the  ear, 
Yet  rose  so  dear  and  shrill,  that  all 

In  Heaven  and  earth  might  hear: 
It  spoke  of  peace,  it  spoke  of  love^ 
It  spoke  as  anp^  speak  above, 

And  Qod  Himsdi  was  here. 
For,  oh,  it  was  a  Father's  voice 
That  bade  His  trembling  world  rejoice. 

lOM.  ELOQUBVOE;  Eftot  ot 

r  ve  known  the  pregnant  tiilnkerB  of  this  time^ 
And  stood  by  breathless,  haugfrfg  on  their 

lips, 
When  some    chromatic  sequence  of    fine 

thought, 
In  learned  modulation  phrased  itself 
To  an  unconjectured  harmony  of  truth. 
And  yet  T^e  been  more  moved,  more  raised, 

I  say. 
By  a  simple  word — ^a  broken,  easy  thing, 
A  three-years'  infant  might  say  after  you — 
A  look,  a  sigh,  a  toudi  upon  the  palm, 
Which  meant  less  than  "  I  love  you "... 

than  by  all 
The  full-voiced  rhetoric  of  those  master- 
mouths. 

Elkdbdh  Barrett  Bromdng, 

1M5«  ELOQUEH OE,  Kethod  oft 

There's  a  diarmin  deliv'ry,  a  magical  art, 
That  thrills  like  a  kiss  from  the  lips  to  the 

heart; 
'Tis  the  glance — the  ezpresBion-*»the  well-cho- , 

sen  word — 
By  whose  magic  the  depths  of  the  spirit  are 

sHrr'd. 
The  lip's  soft  persuasion — ^its  musical  tone : 
Oh  1  such  were  the  charms -of  that  eloquent 

One.  Mr$.  Amdia  B.  Wdby, 

1056,  ELOQTTEHOEi  Ommaatering. 

The  charms  of  eloquence— the  skill 
To  wake  eadi  secret  string, 
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And  from  tbo  bosom^s  chords  at  will 

Lifers  moamf ul  music  bring ; 
The  overmastering  strength  of  mind,  which 
sways 
The  haughty  and  the  free, 
Whose  might  earth^s  mightiest  ones  obey, 
This  charm  was  given  to  thee. 

Mrs.  Emma  0.  Embury, 

1087.  ELOQUEHOB,  Ftnrerof; 

Pow*r  above  powers  I   O  heavenly  eloquence, 
That  with  the  strong  rein  of  commanding 

words, 
Dost  manage,  guide,  and  master  th'  eminence 
Of  men's  affections,  more  than    all  their 

swords  I 
Shall  we  not  offer  to  thy  excellence 
The  richest  treasures  that  our  wit  affords  t 
Thou  that  canst  do  much  more  with  one  pen 
Than  all  the  powers  of  princes  can  effect ; 
And  draw,  divert,  dispose,  and  fashion  men, 
Better  than  force  or  rigor  can  direct  1 
Should  we  this  ornament  of  glory,  then, 
As  th'  immaterial  fruits  of  shades,  neglect  f 

Samud  Daniel, 

105S*  ELOQtlEHOE,  Tms. 

His  eloquence  is  classic  in  its  style, 
Not  brilliant  with  explosive  coruscations 
Of  heterogeneous  thoughts  at  random  caught, 
And  scattered  like  a  shower  of  shooting  stars, 
That  end  in  darlmess :  no ;  his  noble  mind 
Is  clear,  and  full,  and  stately,  and  serene. 
His  earnest  and  undazzled  eye  he  keeps 
Fix'd  on  the  sun  of  Truth,  and  breathes  his 

words 
As  easily  as  eagles  cleave  the  air ; 
And  never  pauses  till  the  height  is  won ; 
And  aU  who  listen  follow  where  he  leads. 

Bar  ah  J.  Hails, 

lOM.  ELTSnnC,  Oudidatflf  fiir. 

Fair  wert  thou,  in  the  dreams 
Of  elder  time,  thou  hmd  of  glorious  flowers. 
And  summer-winds,  and  low-toned  silvery 

streams, 
Dim  with  the  shadows  of  thy  laurel-bowers  I 

Where,  as  they  paas'd,  bright  hours 
Left  no  &dnt  sense  of  parting,  such  as  clings 
To  earthly  love,  and  joy  in  loveliest  things ! 

Fair  wcrt  thou,  with  the  light 
On  thy  blue  hills  and  sleepy  waters  cast. 
From  purple  skies  ne'er  deepening  into  night, 
Yet  soft,  as  if  each  moment  were  their  hut 

Of  glory,  fading  fast 
Along  the  mountains  I — ^but  thy  golden  day 
.  Was  not  as  those  that  warn  us  of  decay. 

And  ever,  throng  thy  shades, 
A  swell  of  deep  ^olian  sound  went  by, 
From  fountain- voices  in  their  secret  glades. 
And  low  reed- whispers,  making  sweet  reply 

To  summer's  breezy  sigh ! 
And  young  leaves  trembling  to  the  wind's 

light  breath, 
Which  ne'er  had  touched  them  with  a  hue  of 
deathl 


And  the  transparent  sky 
Rung  as  a  dome,  all  thrilling  to  the  strain 
Of  harps  that  'midst  the  woods  made  har- 
mony, 
Solemn  and  sweet;  yet   troubling  not  the 
brain 
With  dreams  and  yearnings  vain. 
And  dim  remembrances,  that  still  draw  birth 
From  the  bewildering  music  of  the  earth. 

And  who,  with  silent  tread. 
Moved  o'er  the  plains  of  waving  Asphodel  f 
Called  from  the  dim  prooessicm  of  the  dead, 
Who  'midst  the  shadowy  amaranth-bowen 
might  dwell, 

And  listen  to  the  swell 
Of  those  majestic  hymn-notes,  and  inhale 
The  spirit  wandering  in  th'  immortal  gale  t 

They  of  the  sword,  whose  praise. 
With  the  bright  wine  at  nations'  feasts,  went 

round! 
They  of  the  lyre,  whose  unfoigotten  1^' 
Forth  on  the  winds  had  sent  their  mighty 
sound. 
And  in  all  regions  f  oxmd 
nieir  echoes  'midst  the  mountains ! — and  be- 
come 
In  man's  deep  heart  as  voices  of  his  home  1 

They  of  the  daring  thought  I 
Daring  and  powerful,  yet  to  dust  allied ; 
Whose  flight  through   stars,  and  seas,  and 

depths  had  sought 
The  soul's  fair  birth-place—but  without  s 

guide  1 
Sages  and  seers,  who  died. 
And  left  the  world  their  high  mysterioufl 

dreams, 
fiom   midst  the  olive-woods,    by  Gredsn 

streams. 

But  they  of  whose  abode 
'Midst  her  green  valleys  earth  retain'd  no  trace, 
Save  a  flower  springing  from  their  burial-flod, 
A  shade  of  saoness  on  some  kindred  face, 

A  dim  and  shaded  place 
In  some  sweet  home;  thou  hadst.no  wreathi 

for  these. 
Thou  sunny  land  I  with  all  thy  deathless  tieea 
^^  • 

The  peasant  at  his  door 
Ifight  sink  to  die,  when  vintage  feasts  were 

spread. 
And  songs  on  every  wind !    From  thy  bright 

shore  * 

No  lovelier  vision  floated  round  his  head; 

Thou  wert  for  nobler  dead  1 
He  heard  the  bounding  steps  that  round  him 

feU, 
And  sigh'd  to  bid  the  festal  sun  farewell ! 

The  slave,  whose  very  tears 
Were  a  forbidden  luxury,  and  whose  breast 
Shut  up  the  woes  and  burning  tiioughts  of 

years. 
As  in  the  ashes  of  an  urn  compressed ; 

— Ee  might  not  be  thy  guest  I 


S59 


No  gentle  breathings  from  th j  distant  tkj 
Came  o'er  Am  path,  and  whispmd'*  liberty!'* 

Galm,  on  its  leaf-strewn  bier, 
Unlike  ft  gift  of  nature  to  decay, 
Too  rose-uke  still,  too  beautifal,  too  dear, 
The  child  at  rest  before  its  mother  lay ; 

ITcn  so  to  pass  away. 
With  its  bright  smile  I — ^Elysium  I  what  wert 

To  her,  who  wept  o'er  that  yoimg  slmnberer's 
brow! 

Thon  hadst  no  home,  green  land  t 
For  the  fair  ereatnre  from  her  bosom  gone, 
"With  life's  first  flowers  just  opening  in  her 

hand, 
And  aU  the  loTely  thoughts  and  dreams  nn- 

known, 
Which  in  its  dear  eye  shone 
Like  spring's  first  wakening  I— but  that  light, 

was  past; 
Where  went  the  dew-drop,  swept  before  the 

blast! 

Not  where  thy  soft  winds  play'd. 
Not  where  thy  waters  lay  in  gl^y  sleep  t — 
FSsde  with  thy  bowers,  thon  land  of  visions, 

fade! 
Fhmi  thee  no  Yoioe  came  o'er  the  gloomy  deep, 

And  bade  man  cease  to  weep ! 
F^sde  with  the  amaranth-plain,  the  myrtle 

grove, 
Which  could  not  yield  one  hope  to  sorrowing 

love! 

For  the  most  lov'd  are  they, 
Of  whom  Fame  speaks  not  with  her  darion- 

voioe 
In  regal  halls— the  shades  o'erhanj^  their  way, 
Hie  vale,  with  its  deep  fonntams,  is  thdr 

dioioe. 
And.  gentle  heart  rejoice 
Around  their  steps !  till  silently  they  die, 
As  a  stream  shrhiks  from  sommer's  bnming 

eye. 

And  the  world  knows  not  then, 
Not  then,  nor  ever,  what  pore  thoughts  are 

fled! 
Yet  these  are  they  that  on  the  souls  of  men 
Ck>me  back  when  night  her  folding  veil  hath 
spread. 
The  lopg-remember'd  delui  t 
Bat  not  with  thse  might  aught  save  Glory 

dwell — 
Fade,  fade  away,  thou  shore  of  Asphodel ! 

Mrs,  Felicia  D,  Hemana. 

14M0.  EMlAKHOEy  HIi  o£ 

Oh  think,  my  son,  how  wild  and  vain 
Are  all  the  dreams  of  earthly  pride  I 
Shouldst  thou  the  height  of  glory  gain. 
What  countless  iUs  the  great  betide  I 
Superior  pomp — superior  pain — 
The  madness  of  the  insatiate  brain, 
That  looks  on  earth  with  proud  disdain, 
And  sighs  for  worlds  b^ide  I 


Where  is  the  meteor  flash  that  shone 

0*er  Ecbatane  and  Babylon, 

And  smote  the  Persian  from  his  throne  f  ' 

Where  is  the  self-exalted  god? 

'The  hero  of  immortal  birth-^ 
The  lord  of  Macedon — and  earth — 

Is  now  a  vile  and  nameless  dod 
A  few  short  hours,  and  they  who  bowed, 
The  meanest  of  the  servile  crowd, 
Had  spumed  the  mass,  of  lifeless  day. 
As  on  its  kindred  earth  it  lay. 
In  loathsomeneis  of  foul  decay. 
Great  C»sar  rued  the  hour  that  gave 
The  free-bom  Roman  for  his  slave ; 
And  who — ^for  all  his  sated  pride — 
Would  wish  to  die  as  Marius  died? 
Enow — ^heroes  were  by  Heaven  designed, 

(If  heroes,  men  like  these  we  callj) 

To  rise  upon  their  oountiy's  fall, 
To  fflut  the  grave,  and  scourge  mankind. 
And  what  thdr  guilty  toil  repays  ? 
That  falsdiood  of  dissembled  praise 
Which  Flatteiy's  glozing  tongue  adonis. 
And  Yice  extols — while  Virtue  mourns. 
Yes,  e'en  the  fame,  for  which  was  glveir 
The  love  of  man,  the  bliss  of  Heaven — 
The  tale  of  after  times — ^nay,  worse- 
Becomes  a  proverb  and  a  curse. 
Oh,  spurn,  my  son,  the  hero's  name. 
And  shun  the  infamy  of  fame ; 
To  thee  let  nobler  praise  be  given, — 
Tbe  friend  of  man !  the  loved  of  Heaven ! 

ThomoilkUe, 

1061.  EVOnOHBi  InihiAnM  of  the. 

Hope  evermore  and  beUeve,  O  man,  for  e'en 

as  thy  thought  is 
So  are  the  things  that  thou  seest,—- e'en  as  thy 

hope  and  belief. 
Cowardly  art  thou  and  timid?  they  rise  to 

provoke  thee  against  them. 
Hast  thou  courage  f  enough,  see  them  exult- 
ing to  yidd 
Tea,  the  rough  rock,  the  dull  earth,  the  wild 

sea's  furying  waters, 
(Violent  say'st  thou  and  hard,  mighty  thou 

think'stto  destroy,) 
All  with  inef&ble  longing  are  waiting  their 

Invader, 
All  with  one  varying  voice  call  to  him.  Come 

and  subdue ; 
Still  for  their  Conqueror  call,  and  but  for  the 

joy  of  being  conquered, 
(Rapture  thev  will  not  forego)  dare  to  resist 

and  rebd ; 
Still,  when  resisting  and  raging,  in  soft  under- 

voico  say  unto  Mm, 
Fear  not,  retire  not,  O  man ;  hope  evermore 

and  believe. 
Go  from  the  east  to  the  west,  as  the  sun  and 

the  stars  direct  thee ; 
Gk>  with  the  girdle  of  man,  go  and  encom- 
pass the  earth. 
Not  for  the  gain  of  tiie  gold,  for  the  getting, 

the  hoarding,  the  having, 
But  for  the  joy  of  the  deed ;  but  for  the  Duty 

to  do: 
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€k>  with  the  spiiitaal  life,  fhe  higher  Tolitioii 

Qiid  action, 
"With  the  great  girdle  of  God^  go  and  enoom- 

pa88  the  earth. 

Arthur  Hugh  OUmgh, 

1009.  EMOnOHBi  Intorprctiitioiiofi 

Sorrow  was  a  ship,  I  fonnd, 
Wrecked  with  them  that  in  her  are,^ 
On  an  island  richer  tar 
Than  the  port  where  they  were  bound. 
Fear  was  but  the  awful  boom 
Of  the  old  great  bell  of  doom. 
Tolling,  far  from  earthly  air, 
For  all  worlds  to  go  to  prayer. 
Pain,  that  to  ns  mortal  dings, 
But  the  poshing  of  onr  wings. 
That  we  hare  no  use  for  yet, 
And  the  uprootmg  of  our  feet 
From  the  soil  where  they  are  set, 
And  the  land  we  redson  sweet 
LoTe  in  growth,  the  grand  deceit 
Whereby  men  the  penect  £p;eet ; 
Lore  in  wane,  the  olessing  sent 
To  be  (howsoever  it  went) 
Kenrermore  with  eartti  content. 

1068«  BHFLOTHBn  Bemaadedi 

Ifan  is  no  star,  but  a  quidc  coal 

Of  mortal  fire: 
Who  blows  it  not,  nor  doth  control 

A  faint  desire, 
Lets  his  own  ashes  dioke  his  sodL 

Life  is  a  business,  not  good  dieer ; 

Erer  in  wars. . 
The  son  still  shineth  there  or  hen^ 

Whereas  the  stara 
Watdi  an  advantage  to  appear. 

O  that  I  were  an  orange-treci 

That  busy  plant  I 
Then  should  I  ever  laden  be^ 

And  never  want 
Some  fruit  for  Him  that  dresseth  me. 

But  we  are  stQl  too  young  or  old ; 

The  man  is  gone 
Before  we  do  our  wars  unfold : 

So  we  freeze  on. 
Until  the  grave  increases  our  cold. 

O^orge  Earbert 

10€4.  EKFLOYXEHT,  UmAiI. 

Live  for  something ;  be  not  idle; 

Look  about  thee  for  employ; 
Sit  not  down  to  useless  dreaming; 

I^bor  is  the  sweetest  joy. 
Folded  hands  are  ever  weary. 

Selfish  hearts  are  never  gay ; 
Life  for  thee  hath  many  duties ; 

Active  be,  then,  while  you  may. 

Scatter  blessings  in  thy  pathway  j 
Gentie  words  and  cheering  smiles 

Better  are  than  gold  and  silver 
With  their  gnef-dispelling  —" 


As  the  pleasant  sunshine  falleth 

Ever  on  the  grateful  earth. 
So  let  sympathy  and  kindness 

Gladden  well  the  darkened  hearth. 

Hearts  there  are  oppressed  and  weary ; 

Drop  the  tear  of  sjrmpathy; 
Whisper  words  of  hope  and  comfort ; 

Give,  and  thy  reward  shall  be 
Joy  unto  thy  soul  returning 

From  this  perfect  f ountun-head ; 
Fredy  &s  thou  freely  givest 

Shall  the  grateful  l^ht  be  ahed. 

1065.  EMFLOTXENTi  TJm  ot 

Lifers  cares  are  comforts;  sndi  by  Heaven 

designed; 
He  that  has  none,  must  take  them,  or  be 

wretched. 
Cares  are  (employment ;  and  without  employ 
The  soul  is  on  a  rack ;  the  radc  of  rest. 
To  souls  most  adverse ;  addon  all  thdr  joy. 

Edward  Taunff. 

1066.  BKULAHOV,  Diaqdrt  o& 

But  quiet  to  quick  bosoms  is  a  hell. 
And  there  hau  been  thy  bane ;  there  is  a  Are 
And  motion  of  the  soul  which  will  not  dwdL 
In  its  own  narrow  bdn^,  but  aspire 
Beyond  the  fitting  medium  of  aesire ; 
And  but  once  kindled,  quenchless  evermore^ 
Preys  upon  high  adventure,  nor  can  tire 
Of  aught  but  rest ;  a  fever  at  the  core. 
Fatal  to  him  who  bears,  to  all  who  ever  bor& 
This  makes  the  madmen  who  have  made  men 

mad 
By  their  contagion ;  conquerors  and  kingi) 
Founders  of  sects  and  systems,  to  whom  add 
Sophists,  bards,  statesmen,  all  unquiet  things 
Which  stir  too   strongly  the   soul*8  secret 

springs. 
And  are  thraisdves  the  fools  to  those  they 

fool; 
Envied,  yet  how  unenviable !  what  stings 
Are  theinri    One  breast  laid  open  were  a 

school 
Which  would  unttedi  mankind  the  lust  to 

shine  our  rule  Lard  Byrm, 

1067.  EVOOUIUaElGBn,  Faith'ii 

Only  a  few  more  burdens  must  we  carry 
In  heat  and  toil  beneath  the  scorching  son ; 

Only  a  little  longer  muet  we  tarry — 
Only  a  littie  hmger  *'till  He  oome.** 

Only  a  little  more  of  lifers  long  journey 
Tlirough  the  world^s  desert  till  the  day  ia 
done; 

Only  a  few  more  desert  scenes  of  confiict, 
Only  a  few  more  Marahs  **till  He  come." 

Only  a  littie  longer,  thin]dn|^  gladly 
Of  the  uprising  of  the  bnghter  Sun ; 

Only  a  littie  longer,  waiting  sadly 
In  the  fast-famng  twilight  **  till  He  come." 

» 

Only  a  few  more  billows  wildly  tossing, 
Beating  us  badcward  from  tiie  longed-for 
diore; 
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Oolj  a  few  more  enares  our  pathway  cross- 
ing-. 
Tbssi  all  the  trials  of  the  way*!!  he  o*er. 

So  let  our  eyes  he  on  Him  in  His  ahsenoe. 

Seeking  to  serre  Him  in  this  day  of  grace ; 
"While  the  thought  cheers  us  in  our  constant 


Soon  He  will  come  and  meet  ns  face  to 

lOra.  BHOOUSiaElCEHT,  Btio&gt 

0  for  tbo  peace  which  floweth  as  a  tirery 
K^iriiig   life's   doert  places  hloom  and 
smile  1 
0  for  the  faith  to  grasp  heayen^s  bright  '*  for- 


CYcr, 
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Amid  the  shadow  of  earth's  "  Utde  while  !*" 

A  little  while  for  patient  Tigil-keeping, 
To  face  the  stern,  to  battle  with  we  strong ; 

A  little  while  to  sow  the  seed  with  weeping, 
Then  bind  the  sheaves  and  sing  the  harrest- 
Bong. 

A  little  while  to  wear  the  weeds  of  sadness, 
To  pace  with  weary  steps  through  noisy 
ways; 
T&en  to  pour  forth  tho  fragrant  oil  of  glad- 


And  dasp  the  girdle  round  the  robe  of 
praise. 

A  little  while,  'midst  shadow  and  Ulusion, 
To  striye  by  faith  loye*s  mysteries  to  speU: 

Then  read  eadi  dark  enigma's  bright  solution. 
Then  hail  sight's  yerdict.  <'He  doth  all 
things  well." 

A  little  while  the  earthen  pitcher  taking 
To  wayside  brooks  ftom  fiyr-off  fountains 
fed; 

Then  the  cool  lip  its  thirst  foreyer  slaking 
Beside  the  fulness  of  the  fountainrhead. 

A  little  while  to  keep  the  oil  from  failing, 
A  little  while  futh's  flickering  lamp  to 
"teini. 
And  then,  Uie  Bridegroom's  coming  footsteps 
hailing^ 
To  haste  to  meet  JEGm  with  the  bridal- 
hymn. 

And  Ho  who  is  Himself  tho  Gift  and  Giyer — 
The  future  gloiy  and  the  present  smile, 

With  the  bright  promise  of  the  glad  foreyer 
Will  li^ht  the  shadows  of  the  *' little 
while."  Jcme  Orewdsan, 

low.  EKD^  OtowB  at  tbs. 

l!yery  end  is  happiness,  the  glorious  consum- 
mation of  design, 

The  perils  past,  the  fears  annulled,  the  jour- 
ney at  its  dose ; 

And  the  trayeller  resteth  in  complacency, 
home-returned  at  last: 

Work  done  may  daim  its  wages,  the  goal 
gained  hath  won  its  prize, 


While  the  labor  lasted,  while  the  race  was 

running, 
Many  times  the  sinews  ached,  and  half -refused 

the  strangle; 
But  now,  all  Is  quietoess,  a  pleasant  hour 

giyen  to  repose ; 
Calmness  in  the  retrospect  of  good,  and  calm* 

nesB  in  the  prospect  of  a  blessinff. 
Hope  was  glad  in  the  beginning,  and  fear 

was  sad  midway. 
But  sweet  fruition  cometh  in  the  end,  a  hap- 

yest  safe  and  sure. 
That  which  is,  can  neyer  not  haye  been ;  facts 

are  solid  as  the  pyramids  : 
A  thing  done  is  written  in  the  rode,  yea,  with 

.    a  pen  of  iron. 
Uncertainty  no  more  can  scare,  the  proof  is 

seen  complete, 
Nor  acddent  render  unaccomplished,  for  the 

deed  is  finished. 
Thus  the  end  shall  crown  the  work,  with 

grace,  grace,  unto  the  top-stone, 
And  the  work  shall  triumph  m  its  crown, 

with  peace,  peace,  unto  the  builder. 

^  j^.  Tapper. 

lOTO.  Sn^  IgiHortaoe  of  the. 

When  another  Ufe  is  added 

To  the  heaying,  turbid  mass ; 
When  another  breath  of  being 

Stains  creation's  tarnished  glass ; 
When  the  first  cry,  weak  and  piteous, 

Heralds  long-enduring  pain, 
And  a  soul  from  non-existence 

Springs,  that  ne'er  can  die  again ; 
When  the  mother's  passionate  welcome^ 

Sorrow-Uke,  bursts  forth  in  tears. 
And  a  sire's  self-gratiilation 

Prophesies  of  future  years- 
It  is  weU  we  cannot  see 

What  the  end  will  be. 

« 

When  the  boy,  upon  the  threshold 

Of  his  all-comprising  home, 
Puts  aside  the  arm  maternal 

That  unlocks  him  ere  he  roam ; 
When  the  canyas  of  his  yessel 

Flutters  to  the  f ayoring  gale^ 
Years  of  solitary  exile 

Hid  behind  the  sunny  sail : 
When  his  pulses  beat  with  ardor,.  . 

And  his  sinews  stretdied  for  toil^ 
And  a  hundred  bold  emprises 

Lure  him  to  that  eastern  soil — 

It  is  well  we  cannot  see 
What  the  end  shall  be. 

When  the  altar  of  religion 

Greets  the  expectant  bridal  pair, 
And  the  yow  that  lasts  till  dying 

.Vibrates  on  the  sacred  air ; 
When  man's  layish  protestetions 

Doubts  of  af ter-dmnge  defy, 
Comforting  the  frailer  spirit 

Bound  his  senritor  for  aye ; 
When  beneath  loyo's  ailyer  moonbeams 

Many  rocks  in  shadow  sleep, 
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Uhdiscovered,  till  posBeBsion 
Shows  the  danger  of  the  deep — 

It  IB  well  we  cannot  see 
What  the  end  shall  be. 

Whatsoeyer  is  beginning, 

That  is  wronght  by  human  skill ; 
Every  daring  emanation 

Of  the  mind's  ambitions  will : 
Every  first  impulse  of  passion, 

Gush  of  love  or  twinge  of  hate ; 
Everjr  launch  upon  the  waters 

Wide-horizoned  by  our  fate ; 
Every  venture  in  the  chances 

Of  life's  sad,  oft  desperate  game, 
Whatsoever  be  our  motive, 

Whatsoever  be  our  aim — 

It  is  well  we  cannot  see 
What  the  end  shall  be. 

lOTl.  EIDBAVOBi  Beadto  ot 

A  moaning  cry,  as  the  world  rolls  by, 
Through  gloom  of  dood  and  glory  of  sky, 
'  Rings  ih  my  ears  forever: 
And  I  know  not  what  it  profits  a  man 
To  plough  and  sow,  to  study  and  plan, 
Ajid  reap  the  harvest  never. 

*' Abide,  in  truth  abide,'' 

Spake  a  low  voice  at  my  side, 

'*  Abide  thou,  and  endeavor.*' 

And  even  though,  after  care  and  toil, 
I  should  see  my  hopes  from  a  kindly  soil. 

Though  late,  yet  blooming  ever. 
Perchance  the  prize  were  not  worth  the  pain, 
Perchance  tMs  fretting  and  wasting  of  brain . 
Wins  its  true  guerdon  never. 
"  Abide,  in  love  abide," 
The  tender  voice  replied, 
"Abide  thou,  and  endeavor.'' 

'*  Strive,  endeavor:  it  profits  more 
To  fight  and  f  lul,  than  on  Time's  dull  shore 

To  sit  an  idler  ever ; 
For  to  him  who  bares  his  arm  to  the  strife, 
Firm  at  his  post  in  the  battle  of  life, 
The  victory  faileth  never. 
Therefore  in  faith  abide," 
The  earnest  voice  still  cried. 
"Abide  thou,  and  endeavor." 

107d.  BHDEA70B,  lUward  oL 

**  What  hast  thou  for  thy  scattered  seed, 

O  sower  of  the  plain  f  " 
Where  are  tho  many  gathered  sheaves 

Thy  hope  should  bring  again!  " 
The  only  record  of  my  work 

Lies  in  the  buried  grain. 

What  is  the  harvest  of  thy  saints, 

OGodl  who  dost  abide  t 
Where  grow  the  garlands  of  thy  diiefs 

In  blood  and  sorrow  dyed  t 
What  have  thy  servants  for  their  pains  ? 

"  This  only— to  have  tried." 

JtiUa  Ward  Soim. 

1073.  EHD  OF  THE  WOBLD^  (Mas  at  the. 

The  dust  instead  of  water  drank  in  blood; 
And  fiery  persecution  in  all  lands 


Lit  up  the  lurid  flames  of  helL    TTie  whole 

Creation  in  birth-pangs  travail'd  and  groaned ; 

.  •  .  And  there  was  woe 

Intense,  insufferable,  such  as  earth 

Saw  never,  such  as  heaven  shudder'd  to  see. 

For  as  these  tidings  came,  and  every  hoar 

Disclosed  some  new  atrocity  of  crime, 

The  langua^  of  all  hearts,  angels  and  saints, 

Thrilling  with  cries  of  martyi'd  innocents, 

Swell'd  m  one  tide  of  prayer  adown  that  Yale, 

And  domb  the  highest  neavens^—*' Arise,  O 

Lord! 
Arise,  O  Gtod  of  vengeanoe,  show  Thyself  t 
Make  bare  Thine  arm,  and  lift  Thy  glUtering 

spear  I 
Awake,  awake.  Almighty  One  1    How  long 
Shall  the  ungodly  triumph,  and  Tliy  foes 
Trample  Thy  heritage  bsintth  their  feet  ? 
How  long,  Eternal,  tarriest  Thou  ?    Arise  I 
Jehovah,  Qod  of  vengeance,  show  Hiyself !  ** 

Edward  Henry  Bickertteih, 

1074*  EHD  OP  THE  WOBLD^  Hl^  Bftfioce  thib 

The  harvest  of  the  earth  is  fully  ripe :. 

Vengeance  begins  to  tread  the  £^eat  wine- 
press 

Of  fierceness  and  of  wrath,  and  Mercy  pleads, 

Mercy  that  pleaded  long— «he  pleads  no  more^ 

Whence  comes  that  dukness?  whence  tlM>se 
yells  of  woe  t 

What  thunderings  are  these^  tiiat  shake  tiie 
world  f 

Why  fall  the  lamps  from  heaven  as  blasted 

figs? 
Why  tremble   righteous  men!  why  angels 

pale? 
Why  is  all  fear?  what  has  become  of  hopet 
God  comes  1  God  in  His  car  of  vengeance 

comes  I 
Hark!  louder   on   the  blast,  oome   boUow 

shrieks 
Of  dissolution;  in  the  fitful  scowl 
Of  night,  near  and  more  near,  angeb  of  death 
Incessant  flap  their  deadly  wings,  and  roar 
Tluough  all  the  fevered  air;  themonntaina 

rock; 
The  moon  is  sick ;  and  all  the  stars  of  heaven 
Bum  feebly ;  oft  and  sudden  gleams  the  fira^ 
Revealing  awfully  the  brow  of  wrath. 
The  Thunder,  long  and  loud,  utters  his  voice, 
R^ponsive  to  the  ocean*s  troubled  growL 
Nignt  comes,  last  night ;  the  long  dark,  daric, ' 

dark  night. 
That  has  no  mom  beyond  it,  and  no  star. 
No  eye  of  man  hath  seen  a  night  like  thia  I 
Heaven^s  trampled  justice  giids  itself  for 

flght: 
Earth  to  thy  knees,  and  cry  for  mercy  1  cry 
With  earnest  heart ;  for  thou  art  growing  old 
And  hoary,  unrepented,  unf orgiv»i : 
And    all    thy  glory  mourns:  thy  vintage 

mourns; 
Bashan  and  Carmell  mourn  and  weep :  and 

moum 
Thou  Lebanon  I  with  all  thy  cedan  mourn. 
Sun  1  glorying  in  thy  strength  from  age  to 
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80  lon^  obseiraiit  of  tfay  hour,  put  on 
Tlif  weeds  of  woe,  and  tell  the  moon  to  weep ; 
Utter  thy  grief  at  mid-day,  mom,  and  even ; 
Tell  all  the  nations,  tell  the  clouds  that  sit 
▲boot  the  portals  of  the  east  and  west, 
And  wanton  with  thy  golden  locks,  to  wait 
Thee  not  to-morrow ;  for  no  morrow  comes ; 
Tdl  men  and  women,  tell  the  new-bom  child, 
And  eTerv  eye  that  sees,  to  come,  and  see 
Thee  sot  behind  Eternity ;  for  thon 
Bhalt  go  to  bed  to-night,  and  ne^er  awake. 
Stars  I  waUdng  on  tho  pavement  of  the  sky ; 
Out  sentinels  of  heaven  1  watching  the  earth, 
Gease  dancing  now :  your  lamps  are  growing 

dim, 
Yoor   graves  are   dug   among  the  dismal 

doada, 
And  angels  are  assembling  round  your  bier. 

Qo  to,  ye  wicked,  weep  and  howl ;  for  all 
Tliat  Qod  hath  written  against  you  is  at  hand, 
The  crj  of  violence  hath  reached  His  ear; 
Hell   ia   prepared;  and  Justice  whets  His 

sword. 
Weep  aU  of  every  name :  begin  the  woe, 
Te  woods,  and  tell  it  to  the  doleful  winds ; 


And  doleful  winds,  wail  to  the  howlins^  hills ; 
And  howling  hills,  mourn  to  the  dismal  vales ; 
And  diamid  vales,  sigh  to  tho  sorrowing 


brooks; 
And  sorrowing  brooks,  weep  to  the  weepiog 

stream; 
And  weeping  stream,  awake  the  groaning 

deep; 
And  let  the  Instrument  take  up  the  song, 
Benxmaive  to  the  voice— harmonious  woe  1 
Ye  heavens,  great  archway  of  the  universe  I 
Pat  sackcloth  on ;  and  Ocean  clothe  thyself 
la  garb  of  widowhood,  and  gather  all 
Thy  waves  into  a  groan,  and  otter  it — 
Long,  loud,  deep,  piercing,   dolorous,  im- 
mense: 
Tbe  occasion  asks  it;  Nature  dies;  and  Qod, 
And  angels,  come  to  lay  her  in  the  grave  i 

i075.  EHD  OF  IHB  WOBLD^  Portmti  of  tli«. 

The  earth  gave  symptoms  of  her  end ; 
And  all  the  scenery  above  proclaimed. 
That  tho  gicAt  last  catastrophe  was  near. 
^TbQ  sun  at  rising  staggered  and  fell  back. 
As  one  too  early  up,  after  a  nisht 
Of  late  debauch ;  then  rose,  and  shone  again, 
Brighter  than  wont ;  and  sickened  again,  and 

paused 
In  zenith  altitude,  as  one  fatigued ; 
And  shed  a  feeble  twUight  nj  at  noon. 
Rousing  the  wolf  before  his  tmie,  to  chase 
The  shepherd  and  his  sheep,  that  sought  for 

light. 
And  daiknesB  found,  astonished,  terrified ; 

Hien  out  ol  oouise  rolled  furious  down  the 

west, 
As  chariot  reined  hj  awkward  charioteer, 
And  waiting  at  the  gate,  he  on  the  earth 
Gazed,  as  he  thought  he  ne^er  might  see't 

again. 
The  bow  of  mercy,  heretofore  go  &ir. 


Ribbed  with  the  native  hues  of  heavenly  love, 
Disastrous  colors  showed,  unseen  till  now ; 
Changing  upon  the  watery  gulf,  from  pale 
To  fiery  red,  and  back  again  to  pale ; 
And  o'er  it  hovered  wings  of  wrath.    The 

moon. 
Swaggered  in  midst  of  heaven,  grew  black, 

and  dark. 
Unclouded,  uneclipsed.    Tho  stars  fell  down ; 
Tumbling  from  off  theur  towers  like  drunken 

men; 
Or  seemed  to  fall— and' glimmered  now;  and 

now 
Sprang  out  in  sudden  blaze;  and  dimmed 

again; 
As  lamp  of  foolish  virgin  lacking  oiL 
The  heavens  this  moment  looked  serene ;  the 

next, 
Glowed  like  an  oven  with  CkxL^s  displeasure 

hot 

Nor  less  bdow  was  intimation  given 

Of  some  disaster  great  and  ultimate. 

The  tree  that  bloomed,  or  hung  with  cluster- 
ing fruit, 

Untooched  by  visible  calamity 

Of  frost  or  tenipest,  died  and  came  again ; 

The  flower,  and  herb,  fell  down  as  sick ; 
then  rose 

And  fell  again:  the  fowls  of  every  hue. 

Crowding  together,  sailed  on  weary  wing, 

And  hovering  oft  they  seemed  about  to  light ; 

Then  soared,  as  if  they  thought  the  earth  un- 
safe: 

The  cattle  looked  with  meaning  face  on  man ; 

Dogs  howled,  and  seemed  to  see  more  than 
their  masters. 

And  there  were  sights  that  none  had  seen  be- 
fore; 

And  hollow,  strange,  unprecedented  sounds ; 

And  earnest  whisperings  ran  along  the  hills 

At  dead  of  night;  and  long,  deep,  endless 
sighs. 

Came  from  the  dreary  vale ;  and  from  the 
waste 

Came  horrid  shrieks,  and  fierce,  unearthly 
groans, 

The  wail  of  evil  spirits,  that  now  felt 

The  hour  of  utter  vengeance  near  at  hand. 

The  winds  from  every  quarter  blow  at  once. 

With  desperate  violence,  and,  whirling,  took 

The  traveller  up,  and  threw  him  down  again 

At  distance  from  his  path,  confounded,  pale. 

And   shapes,  strange    shapes  1   in  winding 
sheets  were  seen. 

Gliding  through  night,  and  dng^g  funeral 
songs. 

And  imitiSinff  sad  sepulchral  rites; 

And  voices  talked  among  the  clouds;  and  still 

The  words  that  men  could  catch,  were  spoken 
of  them, 

And  seemed  to  be  the  words  of  wonder  great, 

And  expectation  of  some  vast  event. 

Earth  shook,  and   swam,  uid  reeled,  and 
OHpened  her  Jaws, 

By  earthquake  tossed,  and  tumbled  to  and 
fro: 
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And  louder  than  the  ear  of  man  had  heard. 
The  thunder  bellowed,  and  the  ocean  groaned. 
The  race  of  men,  perplexed,  bat  not  re- 
formed, 
Floddn^  together,  stood  in  earnest  crowds, 
Conyersmg  of  the  awful  state  of  things. 
Borne  curious  explanations  gave,  unlearned : 
Borne  tried  affectedly  to  laugh ;  and  some 
Gkoed  stupidly;  bat  all  were  sad,  and  pale. 

JSobertlbUok. 

1076.  EID  OF  THB.WOBLDi  Softty  at  tha. 

Stand  the  omnipotent  decree; 

JehoTt^'s  will  be  done  1 
Nature^s  end  we  wait  to  see, 

And  hear  her  final  groan. 
Let  this  earth  dissolye,  and  blend 
In  death  the  wicked  and  the  just : 
Let  those  ponderous  orbs  descend, 

And  grind  us  into  dust 

Bests  secure  the  righteous  man ; 

At  his  Redeemer's  beck 
Sure  to  emerge  and  rise  again, 

And  mount  abore  the  wreck. 
Lo,  the  heavenly  spirit  towers. 
Like  flames,  o'er  nature's  funeral  pyre; 
Triumphs  in  immortal  powers, 

And  daps  his  wings  of  fire. 

Kothing  hath  the  just  to  lose 
By  worlds  on  worlds  destroyed; 

Ear  beneath  his  feet  he  views 
With  smiles  the  flaming  void ; 

Bees  this  universe  renewed, 
The  grand  millennial  reign  b^un ; 

Shouts  with  all  the  sons  of  Qod 
Around  the  eternal  throne. 

Besting  in  this  glorious  hope 

To  be  at  last  restored, 
Yield  wo  now  our  bodies  up, 

To  earthquake,  plague,  or  sword : 
Listening  for  the  call  divine^ 
The  latest  trumpet  of  the  seven. 
Soon  our  soul  and  dust  shall  join, 
And  both  fly  up  to  heaven. 

CkarUi  WeiUy. 

1077.  EHD  OF  THB  WOSLD^  WatdUsg  ftr  ihSi 

It  travels  onward,  this  old  world  of  ours, 
Bending  beneath  the  weight  of  years  and 
hours ;  [powers  I 

Hark  its  gray  hairs,  and  note  its  failing 

VtgUate/ 

Its  infancy,  and  youth,  and  prime  are  gone ; 

Tieaning  upon  its  stafiE,  it  totters  on, 

Aa  one  whose  weary  course  is  nearly  done. 

Its  ranking  suns  their  lean,  long  shadows  east; 
Its  noon-gay  mirth  and  rosy  smiles  are  past, 
Its  fair,  feshflrmament  grows  wan  at  last 

VigilaUf 

lake  leaves  from  some  unknown,  mysterious 

tree 
Above' our  reach,  its  moments  silently 
Axe  dropping  from  a  far  eternity. . 

VigilsU! 


The  nations  shrink  and  tremble,  king  aad 

crowd; 
Qod*s  lightninga  leap  and  flash  from  yon  red 

doud. 
Answers  eadi  difl^  and  peak,  and  vale  alood, 

VigiUUe! 

The  people  cower  and  flee,  like  frighteoed 

flodc. 
Earth's  stablest  kingdoms  to  their  centre  rodk. 
And  the  old  crust  seems  heaving  with  the 
-  shock. 

VigtUOe! 


The  gems  upon  the  brow  of  kings  grow  dSss^ 
Like  stars  of  morning  in  heaven's  eastern  rini» 
Fainter  and  feebler  float  up  song  ami  hymn. 

The  world's  old  voice  falls  low,  thai  cmoa 

was  strong. 
And  edio  can  but  faintly  now  prolong 
The  '*  Nunc  dimittis  "  of  its  dying  song. 

ViffUate! 
BoratiuM  Boinar. 

1078.  EHD01LAVOE,  logdo£ 

A  strong  and  mailM  anffsl. 

With  eyes  serene  and  deep, 
Unwearied  and  unwearyiiu^. 

His  patient  watch  doth  keep. 

A  strong  and  maildd  angel 
In  the  midnight  and  the  day ; 

Walkinff  with  me  at  my  labor, 
Kneeung  by  me  when  I  pray. 

What  he  says  no  other  heareth ; 

Kone  listen  save  the  stars,' 
That  move  in  armed  battalions, 

Clad  with  the  strength  of  Mars. 

Low  are  the  words  He  spcaketh— 
<<  Toung  dreamer,  God  is  great ! 

'TIS  glorious  to  suffer  I 
ms  majesty  to  wait  1  '^ 

O,  Angel  of  Endurance  I 

O,  saintly  and  sublime  I   - 
White  are  &e  armM  legions 

That  tread  the  halls  of  Time  I 

Blessed  and  brave,  and  holy  I 

The  olive  on  my  heart. 
Baptized  with  Thy  baptizing. 

Shall  never  more  depart. 

O,  strong  and  midldd  angel  I 

Thy  trailing  robes  I  see! 
Bead  other  souls  tho  lesson 

So  meekly  read  to  mel    - 

BtUl  chant  the  same  grand  anthem — 

The  beautiful  and  great — 
*'  'Tis  glorious  to  suffer, 

'TIS  majesty  to  wait  I " 

1079.  EHDUSASOE,  Boward  A 

A  little  longer  still— patience,  beloved : 
A  little  longer  still,  ere  heaven  unroll 
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Tlie  ifiicajj  and  tho  bxightneasy  and  fhe  iron* 
der, 
Stemiil  and  diyine  that  waita  thy  souL 

A  little  longer  ere  life,  true,  immortal, 
(Nor  this  oar  shadowy  Uf e)  will  be  thine 
own, 
And  thou  ahalt  stand  where  winged  arch- 
angels worship. 
And  trembling  bow  before  the  Great  White 
Throne. 

A  little  longer  still,  and  heaven  awaits  thee 
And  fills  thy  spirit  with  a  great  delight ; 

Then  onr  pale  joys  will  seem  a  dream  f  oxgot- 
ten, 
Onr  son  a  darkness,  and  onr  days  a  night. 

A  little  longer,  and  thy  heart,  belored. 
Shall  beat  forever  with  a  love  divine ; 

And  joy  so  pure,  so  mighty,  so  eternal. 
No  mortal  knows,  and  Jives^  ahall  then  be 
thine. 

A  little  longer  yet,  and  angel  voices 

Shall  sing  in  h^venly  chant  upon  thine 
ear; 
Angeb  and  saints  await  thee,  and  God  needs 
theo; 
Bdov^,  can  we  bid  thee  linger  here! 

IMO.  SSEMIE8,  Eilliag. 

n&e  fine  and  noble  way  to  kill  a  foe, 
la  not  to  kill  him :  you  with  kindness  may 
So  diange  him,  that  ho  shall  cease  to  be  so^ 
And  then  he's  slain.    Sigismund  us^d  to  say 
His  pardons  put  his  foes  to  death ;  for  when 
He  mortify'd  their  hate,  he  kiU'd  them  then. 

OhaarUi  Aleyin. 

IMl,  BHEMIEa^  XbdoM  to. 

So  artists  melt  the  sullen  ore  of  lead, 
By  heapinff  coals  of  fire  upon  its  head ; 
Fh>m  ue  Kind  warmth  the  metal  learns  to 

flow. 
And  pore  ^m  dross  the  silver  runs  below. 

10M«  ESEBaT,  Pow«r  oL 

The  wise  and  active  conquer  difilculties, 
By  daring  to  attempt  them :  sloth  and  folly 
Shiver  and  shrink  at  siffht  of  toil  and  hazard, 
And  make  the  impossibility  they  fear. 

Bow&, 

1W3.  ElJBBaT,  Vuitofi 

Our  remedies  oft  in  ourselves  do  lie, 
Which  we  ascribe  to  heaven :  tho  fated  sky 
Gives  us  free  scope;  only,  doth  backward 

pull 
Our  slow  designs,  when  we  ourselves  are 

dulL  Shaiespwre, 

1084U  SHaLiSB  and  Axnorioa. 

All  hail  1  thou  noble  land. 

Our  Fathers*  native  soil  I 
O,  stretch  thy  mighty  hand, 

Gigantic  gro\7n  by  toil, 
0*er  the  vast  Atlantic  wave  to  our  shore  I 
For  thou  with  magic  might 


Canst  reach  to  where  the  light 
Of  PhcBbus  travels  bright 
Hie  world  o'er  I 

The  Genius  of  our  dime 

From  his  pine-embattled  steep 
Shall  hail  the  guest  sublime ; 
While  the  Tritons  of  the  deep 
With  their  conchs  the  kindred  league  ahaU 
proclaim.  .  « 

Then  let  the  world  combine, — 
0*cr  the  main  our  naval  line 
Like  the  Milky-Way  shall  shine 
Bright  in  fame  I 

Though  ages  long  have  .past 

Since  our  Fathers  left  their  home, 
Their  pilot  in  the  blast, 
0*er  untravelled  seas  to  roam. 
Yet  lives  the  blood  of  England  in  our  veins  I 
And  shall  we  not  proclaim 
That  blood  of  honest  fame 
Which  no  tyranny  can  tame 
By  itschamsf 

While  the  hmguaffe  free  and  bold 
Which  the  Bard  of  Avon  song, 
In  which  onr  Milton  told 
How  the  vault  of  heaven  rung 
When  Satan,  blasted,  fell  with  his  host ; 
While  this,  with  reverence  meet. 
Ten  thousand  echoes  greet, 
From  rock  to  rock  repeat 
Round  our  coast ; 

While  the  manners,  while  the  arts, 

Tha^  mould  a  nation's  soul. 
Still  cling  around  our  hearts, — 
Between  let  Ocean  roll. 
Our  joint  communion  breaking  with  the  Sun  r 
Tet  still  from  cither  bcadi 
The  voice  of  blood  shall  reach, 
More  audible  than  speech, 
"We  are  One." 

Wcuihington  AUiton, 

1M5*  BnaiiAHD^  BroeptioM  to. 

'  *  Bnffland,  with  aU  thy  faults  I  love  thee  still,'' 
said  at  Calais,  and  I  have  not  forgot  it ; 
like  to  speak  and  lucubrate  my  fiU ; 
like  the  government,  (but  that  is  not  it ;) 
like  the  freedom  of  the  press  and  quill; 
like  the  "JEMeas  Corpua^^  when  we^ve  ^ 
like  a  parliamentary  debate,  [it : 

Particularly  when  *tis  not  too  late ; 
like  the  taxes  when  they're  not  too  many ; 
like  a  sea-coal  fire,  when  not  too  dear ; 
like  a  beef -steak,  too,  as  well  as  any ; 
Have  no  objection  to  a  pot  of  beer ; 
I  like  tJie  weather,  when  it  is  not  rainy. 
That  is,  I  like  two  months  of  over^  year. 
And  so  God  save  ttte  r^^t,  church  and  kixig  1 
Which  means  that  I  liEo  all  and  everything. 
Our  standing  army  and  disbanded  seamen. 
Poor's  rate,  reform,  my  own,  the  nation's 

debt. 
Our  little  riots  just  to  show  we  are  freemen. 
Our  trifling  bonkruptdes  in  the  Gktaette, 
Our  doudy  climato,  and  our  chilly  women ; 
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An  these  I  can  f or^ye,  and  these  forget, 
And  greatly  ycnerato  our  recent  glories, 
And  wish  tiiey  were  not  owing  to  the  tories. 

LordByrcn. 

1066,  BVaLAlTD^  F^Mdoa  in. 

Of  old  sat  Freedom  on  the  heights, 
The  thunders  breaking  at  her  feet : 

Above  her  shook  the  sta^  lights : 
She  heard  the  torrents  meet 

There  in  her  place  she  did  rejoice, 
Self -gathered  in  her  prophet-mind, 

But  fragments  of  her  mi^h^  yoioe 
Came  rolling  onthewmoL 

Then  stept  she  down  thro'  town  and  field 
To  mingle  with  the  himian  race, 

And  part  Dy  part  to  men  revealed 
The  fulness  of  her  face ; 

Qrave  mother  of  majestic  works, 
From  her  isle-altar  grazing  down, 

Who,  Gk)d-like,  grasps  the  triple  forks, 
And,  Eing-like,  wears  the  crown : 

Her  open  eyes  desire  the  troth. 

The  wisdom  of  a  thousand  years 
Is  in  them.    May  perpetual  youth 

Keep  dry  their  light  from  tears ; 

That  her  fair  form  may  stand  and  shine. 
Hake  bright  our   days  and  light  our 

Tnminff  to  soom  with  lips  divine  [dreams. 
The  falsehood  of  extremes  I 

Alfred  Termytan, 

1097.  ISSQiLASJ^  Lore  O, 

England,  with  all  thy  faults,  I  love  thee 

still— 
Hy  country !  and,  while  yet  a  nook  is  left 
.  yfhsre  English  minds  and  manners  may  be 
found,  [thy  clime 

Shall  be  constrained  to  love  thee.    Though 
Be  fickle,  and  thy  year  most  part  deformed 
With  dripping  rains,  or  withered  by  a  frost, 
I  would  not  yet  exchange  thy  sullen  skies. 
And  fields  without   a  fiower,  for  warmer 

France 
With  all  her  vines ;  nor  for  Ausonia^s  groves 
Of  golden  fruitage,  and  her  myrtle  bowers. 
To  shake  thy  senate,  and,  from  heights  sub- 
lime 
Of  patriot  eloquence  to  flash  down  fire 
Upon  thy  foes,  was  never  meant  my  task : 
But  I  can  feel  thy  fortunes,  and  partake 
Thy  joys  and  sorrows,  with  as  true  a  heart 
As  any  thnnderer  there.    And  I  can  feel 
Thy  follies  too;  and  with  a  just  disdain 
Frown  at  effeminates,  whose  very  looks 
Reflect  dishonor  on  the  land  I  love. 

WUUam  Oowper. 

10§§.  ZBQMSJy,  Xtrinsn  ot 

Ye  mariners  of  England, 

That  guard  our  native  seas ; 

Whose  flag  has  braved,  a  thousand  years, 

The  battle  and  the  breeze  I 


Your  glorious  standard  launch  agaia 

To  match  another  foe  I 
And  sweep  through  the  deep, 
While  the  stormy  winds  do  blow; 
While  the  battle  rages  loud  and  long. 
And  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 

The  spirits  of  your  fathers 

Shall  start  from  every  .wave; 

For  the  deck  it  was  their  field  of  fame^ 

And  Ocean  was  their  grave. 

Where  Blake  and  mighty  Kelson  fell. 

Your  manly  hearts  shall  glow, 

As  ye  sweep  through  the  deep. 

While  the  stormy  winds  do  blow ; 

While  the  battles  rages  loud  and  long. 

And  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 

Britannia  needs  no  bulwarks, 

No  towers  along  the  steep  ; 

Her  march  is  o*er  the  mountain-waves^ 

Her  home  is  on  the  deep. 

With  thunders  from  her  native  oak, 

She  quells  the  floods  below — 

As  they  roar  on  the  shore, 

When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow; 

When  the  battle  rages  loud  and  long, 

And  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 

The  meteor  flag  of  England 

Shall  yet  terrific  bum ; 

Till  danger's  troubled  night  depart, 

And  the  star  of  peace  return. 

Then,  then,  ye  ocean  warriors  I 

Our  song  of  feast  shall  flow 

To  the  fame  of  your  name, 

When  the  storm  has  ceased  to  blow ; 

When  the  fiery  fight  is  heard  no  more^ 

And  the  storm  has  ceased  to  blow, 

Thanuu  CampbelL 

IMO.  EHJOTMEHT,  Oondition  ofi 

It  was,  we  own,  the  subject  of  much  debate^ 
And  worthy  men  stood  on  opposing  sides, 
Whether  the  cup  of  mortal  life  had  more 
Of  sour  or  sweet.    Vain  question  this,  when 

asked 
In  general  terms,  and  worthy  to  be  left 
Unsolved.    If  most  was  sour — ^the  drinker, 

not  [means 

The  cup,  we  blame.    Each  in  himself  the 
Possessed  to  turn  the  bitter  sweet,  the  sweet 
To  bitter;   hence  from    out  the  self-samo 

fount, 
One  nectar  drank,  another  draughts  of  galL 
Hence  from  the  self -same  quarter  of  the  sky. 
One  saw  ten  thousand  angels  look,  and  smile ; 
Another  saw  as  many  demons  frown. 
One  discoid  heard,  where  harmony  inclined 
Another's  ear.    The  sweet  was  in  the  taste ; 
The  bcAutv  in  the  eve ;  and  in  the  ear 
The  melody ;  and  in  the  man — ^f  or  God 
Necessity  of  sinning  laid  on  none — 
To  form  the  taste,  to  purify  the  eye. 
And  tune  the  car,  that  all  he  tasted,  saw. 
Or  heard,  might  be  harmonious,  sweet,  and 

fair. 
I  Who  would,    might    groan;    who  would, 

might  sing  for  joy.      Edbert  Mlot 
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IMO.  EUOnER,  Lort. 

O  world,  0  life,  O  time  I 

On  whose  last  steps  I  dimb, 
Tremblinff  at  that  where  I  had  stood  before ; 
When  wiU  retam  the  gloiy  of  vour  prime  ? 

No  more;  oh,  nevermore! 

Ont  of  the  day  and  night 

A  joy  has  taken  flight : 
Fresh  spring,  and  summer,  and  winter  hoar 
MoTe  my  nint  heart  with  grief,  bat  with 

Komore— oh,  nevermore;  [delight, 

Borey  Bfftthe  l^eUey. 

1091*  EUOTMEHT,  legleotod. 

What  vaileth  them  to  skip 
At  frnlt  over  the  Up 


For  froit  withonten  taste 
Doth  nanght  but  rot  and  wastOi 

What  vaileth  mider  kay 
To  keep  treasore  alway, 
That  never  shall  see  day. 
If  it  be  not  used, 
It  is  bnt  abused. 

What  vaileth  the  flower 
To  stand  still  and  wither ; 
If  no  man  it  savor, 
It  serves  only  for  sight, 
And  fadeth  towards  night 

Therefore,  fear  not  to  assay 
To  gather,  ye  that  may. 
The  flowor  that  this  day 
Is  fresher  than  the  nextb 
Hark  well,  I  say,  this  text : 

Let  not  the  fruit  be  lost 
That  is  desired  the  most; 
Deliffht  shall  ^uite.the  cost 
If  it  oe  taken  m  time 
Small  labor  is  to  dimb. 

And  as  for  such  treasure 
That  maketh  thee  the  richer. 
And  no  deal  the  poorer 
When  it  is  given  or  lent, 
Mflthinks  it  were  well  spent 

Bir  TAcnnoi  Wyatt. 

1099,  BVJOTIIBHT,  Pomiii  o£ 

We  all  are  children  in  our  strife  to  seize 

Each  petty  pleasure,  as  it  lures  the  sight ; 

And  like  the  tall  tree,  swaying  in  the  breeze, 

Onr  lofty  wishes  stoop  their  tow'ring  flight, 

Till,  when  the  prize  is  won,  it  seems  no  more 

Than  gathered  shell  from  ocean^s  countless 

store, 
And  ever  those,  who  would  enjoyment  gain. 
Host  And  it  in  the  purpose  they  pursue. 

Jl>«.  aarah  J.  Hale. 

1008.  BHJ0TKEHT,  Sefleotod. 

I  may  not  hope  from  outward  forms  to  win 
The  passion  and  the  life  whose  fountains  are 

within. 
OLady!  we  receive  but  what  we  give, 
And  in  our  life  alone  docs  Nature  live ; 
Ours  is  her  wedding  garment,  ouis  her  shroud. 
And  would  we  aught  behold  of  higher 

worth'        .        .        .        ,        . 


Than  that  inanimate,  cold  world,  allowed 
To  the  poor  loveliness,  ever^anxious  crowd. 

Ah,  from  the  soul  itself  must  issae  forth 
A  light,  a  ^lory,  a  fair,  luminous  doud, 

Envelopmg  the  earth : 
And  from  the  soul  itself  must  there  be  sent 

A  sweet  and  potent  voice  of  its  own  birth. 
Of  all  sweet  sounds  the  life  and  element ! 

a.  T.  CoUridge, 

lOM*  Enrni,  OoonaaH 

It  is  the  constant  revolution,  stale 
And  tasteless,  of  the  same  repeated  jovs,  [life 
That  palls  and  satiates,  and  makes  languid 
A  pedler's  pack,  that  bows  the  bearer  down. 
Health  suffers,  and  the  spirits  ebb;  tiie  heart 
Recoils  from  its  own  dioice — at  the  full  feast 
Is  famished — ^finds  no  music  in  the  song. 
No  smartness  in  the  jest ;  and  wonders  why. 
Yet  thousands  stlLl  desire  to  journey  on. 
Though  halt,  and  weary  of  the  poth  they 

tread. 
The  paralytic,  who  can  hold  her  cards,  [hand 
But  cannot  play  them,  borrows  a  fnond^s 
To  deal  and  shuffle,  to  divide  and  sort 
Her  mingled  suits  and  sequences ;  and  sits^ 
Spectatrix  both  and  spectade,  a  sad 
And  silant  dpher,  while  her  prozv  playi. 
Others  are  diagg'd  into  the  crowdea  room 
Between  supporters ;  and,  once  seated,  sit^ 
Through  downright  inability  to  rise. 
Till  the  stoat  bearers  lift  the  corpse  again. 
These  speak  a  loud  memento.    Yet  e^en  these 
Themselves  love  life,  and  ding  to  a  twig. 
They  love  it,  and  yet  loathe  it ;  fear  to  die, 
Yet  scorn  the  purposes  for  whidi  they  live. 
Then  wherefore  not  renounce  them  f    No— 

the  dread. 
The  slavish  dread  of  solitude,  that  breeds 
Reflection  and  remorse,  the  fear  of  shame. 
And  their  inveterate  habits,  all  forbid. 

WiUiam  Cowper. 

lOM*  BIHUI,  MbokMPyoi; 

niey  are  mockery   all— 4hese   skies,  these 

T^eir  untroubled  depth  of  blno—    [skies, 
They  are  mockery  all— those  eyes,  those  eyes, 

Which  seem  so  warm  and  true ; 
Each  tranquil  star  in  the  one  that  lies, 
Each  meteor  glance  that  at  random  flics 

The  other's  lashes  through  1 
They  are  mockery  all,  these  flowers  of  spring. 

Which  her  airs  so  softly  woo — 
And  the  love  to  which  we  would  madly  diug, 

Ay,  it  is  mockery  too ! 
The  winds  are  false  which  the  perfume  stir, 

And  the  looks  decdve  to  which  we  sue ; 
And  love  but  leads  to  the  sepuldire, 

Whidi  flowers  spring  to  strew. 

CharUi  F.  Bbffman. 

lOM.  EIHUi;  Quftion  far. 

Ah!  how  unjust  to  nature  and himsdf^ 
Is  thoughtless,  thankless,  inconsistent  man ! 
Uke  cmildren  babbling  nonsense  in   theur 

sports. 
We  censure  nature  for  a  span  too  short : 
That  span  too  short,  we  tax  as  tedious  too; 
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Torture  inrentiont  all  expedients  tire. 
To  lash  the  lingering  moments  into  speed. 
And  whirl  na  (happy  riddance !)  from  oar- 
selves. 
All;,  brainless  art!  oar  furioos  charioteer 
(For  nataro^s  voice,  unstifled,  would  recall) 
Drives  headlong  towards  the  precipice  of 
death  1  [dreadful  made : 

Death,  most  our  dread;  death,  thus  more 
O,  what  a  riddle  of  absurdity  I 
Leisure  is  pain ;  takes  off  our  chariot  wheels  : 
How  heavily  we  drag  the  load  of  life ! 
Blessed  leisure  is  our  curse :  like  that  of  Cain, 
It  makes  us  wander ;  wander  earth  around 
To   fly   that  tyrant,    thought.     As   Atlas 
groaned  [hour. 

The  world  beneath,  we  groan  beneath  an 
We  cry  for  mercy  to  the  next  amusement : 
The  next  amusement  mortgages  our  fields ; 
Blight  inconvenience  I  prisons  hardl]^  frown, 
From  hateful  time  if  prisons  set  us  free. 
Tet  when  Death  kindly  tenders  us  relief. 
We  call  him  cruel ;  years  to  moments  shrink, 
Ages  to  years.    The  telescope  is  turned. 
To  man^s  false  optics  (from  his  f oUy  fblse) 
Hme,  in  advance,   behind   him   hides  his 

wings. 
And  seems  to  creep,  decrepid  with  his  age ; 
Behold  him  when  passed  by;  what  then  is 
seen  [winds  ? 

But  his   broad  pinions,  swifter   than   the 
And  all  mankind,  in  contradiction  strong, 
Rueful,  aghast  I  cry  out  on  his  career. 
O  ye  Loronzos  of  our  age  1  who  deem 
One  moment  unamused  a  misery 
Not  made  for  feeble  man  1  who  call  aloud 
For  every  bawble  drivelled  o^er  by  sense ; 
For  rattles  and  conceits  of  every  cast, 
For  change  of  follies  and  relays  of  joy, 
To  drag  you  patient  through  the  tedious 

length 
Of  a  short  winter^s  day — say,  sages  t  say. 
Wit's  oracles  t  say,  djneamers  of  gay  dreams ! 
How  will  you  weather  an  eternal  night 
When  such  expedients  fail? 

Midward  Young. 

1097.  £]}TESPBI8E,  Addreoi  tkk 

Bold  Spirit  I  who  art  free  to  rove 
Among  the  starry  courts  of  Jove, 
And  oft  in  splendor  dost  appear 

Embodied  to  poetic  eyes, 
While  traversinff  this  nether  sphere, 

Where  Mortab  call  thee  EnTEBFBiaB. 
Daughter  of  Hope !  her  favorite  chUd, 

Whom  she  to  young  Ambition  bore, 
When  hunter's  arrow  first  defiled 

The  grove,  and  stained  the  turf  with  gore ; 
Thee  wingM  Fancy  took,  and  nursed 

On  bro^  Euphrates*  palmy  shore,  * 
And  when  the  mightier  waters  burst 

fhxmi  caves  of  mdian  mountains  hoar ! 
She  wrapped  thee  in  a  panther's  skin ; 
And  thou,  thy  favorite  food  to  win. 
The  flame-eyed  eagle  oftwouldst  scare 
From  her  rock^f  ortress  in  midnur. 
With  iidtaA  shout  ;.aQd  often  sweep, 


Paired  with  the  ostridi,  o'er  the  plain : 
Or,  tired  with  sport,  would  sink  aueep 

Upon  the  couchant  lion's  mane ! 
With  rolling  year  thy  strength  increased ; 
And  far  beyond  the  native  East, 
To  thee,  by  varying  titles  known 
As  variously  thy  power  was  shown. 
Did  incense-beajing  altars  rise. 
Which  caught  the  blaze  of  saorifloe, 
From  suppliants  panting  for  the  skies  I 
What  though  this  ancient  Earth  be  trod 
No  more  by  step  of  demi-god, 
Mounting  from  glorious  deed  to  deed 
As  thou  from  dime  to  clime  didst  lead ; 
Yet  still,  the  bosom  beating  high, 
And  the  hushed  farewell  of  an  eye 
Where  no  procrastinating  gaze 
A  last  infirmity  betrays. 
Prove  that  thy  heaven-descended  sway 
Shall  ne'er  submit  to  cold  decay. 
By  thy  divinity  impelled. 
The  stripling  seeks  the  tented  field; 
The  aspiring  virgin  kneels,  and,  pale 
With  awe,  receives  the  hallowed  vdl, 
A  soft  and  tender  heroine, 
Vowed  to  severer  discipline ; 
Infiamed  by  thee,  the  blooming  boy 
Makes  the  whistling  ehrouds  a  toy, 
And  of  the  ocean's  dismal  breast 
A  playground, — or  a  couch  of  rest ; 
'Mid  the  blank  world  of  snow  and  ice. 

Thou  to  his  dangers  dost  enchain 

The  chamois-chi^r,  awed  in  vain 
By  chasm  or  dizzy  precipice ; 
Aiid  hast  thou  not  with  triumph  seen 
How  soaring  mortals  glide  between. 
Or  through  the  clouds,  and  brave  the  light 
With  bolder  than  Icarian  flight  ? 
How  they,  in  bells  of  crystsus,  dive 
Where  winds  and  waters  cease  to  strive, 
For  no  unholy  visitings. 

Among  the  monsters  of  the  deep. 
And  all  the  sad  and  precious  thincs 

Which  there  in  ghastly  silence  Ssep  t    - 
Or  adverse  tides  and  currents  head^ 
And  breathless  calms  no  longer  dreaded. 
In  never-slackening  voyage  go 
Straight  as  an  arrow  from  the  bow, 
And,  slighting  sails  and  scorning  oars. 
Keep  faith  with  time  on  distant  shores  t 
Within  our  fearless  reach  are  placed 
The  secrets  of  the  burning  waste; 
Egyptian  tombs  unlock  their  dead, 
Nde  trembles  at  his  fountain-head. 
Thou  speak'st — and  lo !  the  poUu:  seas 
Unbosom  their  last  mysteries. 
But  oh  I  what  transpprts,  what  sublime  re- 
ward, [pare 
Won  from  the  world  of  mmd,  dost  thou  pre- 
For  philosophic  sage,  or  high-e<H]kd  bard. 
Who,  for  thy  service  trained  in  lonely  woods. 
Hath  fed  on  pageants  floating  through  the  air. 
Or  calentured  in  depth  of  limpid  floods; 
Nor  grieves,  tho'  doomed  thro'  silent  night  to 
The  domination  of  his  glorious  themes,  [bear 
Or  strnggle  in  the  neit-work  id  thy  dreamsl 
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But  Oiou,  O  GoddoBfl,  Ib  thj  f aTorito  Ue 
Qmcken  the  olothfal  and  exalt  the  rile  t 
Tliy  impulfie  is  the  life  of  fame ; 
Ol&d  hope  would  almost  cease  to  be 
If  torn  tirom  thy  society ; 
And  loye  when  worthiest  of  his  name 
Is  piond  to  walk  the  earth  with  thee  I 

WHUam  Word9w<Mrth. 

:E<IM.  BHYTi  Orawofi 

TVliat  made  the  man  of  envy  what  he  was, 
"Was  worth  in  others,  vlleness  in  himself ; 
A  lust  of  praisey  with  imdeserring  deeds,  - 
And  oonsdoos  poverty  of  soul :  and  still 
It  -was  his  earnest  work  and  doily  toil 
With  lying  tongae,  to  make  the  noble  seem 
Mean  as  himself.     On  fame^s  high  hill  he  saw 
Tlie  laurel  spread  its  everlasting  green,  [weak: 
And  wished  to  dimb :  bat  felt  his  knees  too 
And  stood  below,  unhappy,  laying  hands 
Upon  the  strong,  ascending  fflorionsly 
The  steps  of  honor,  bent  to  draw  them  back ; 
InToIving  oft  the  brightness  of  their  path 
In  mists  his  bfeath  had  raised.    Whene'er  he 
As  oft  he  did,  of  joy  and  happiness,  [heard, 
And  great  prosperity,  and  rising  worth, 
'Twas  like  a  wave  of  wormwood  o^er  his  soul 
Rolling  its  bitterness.    His  joy  was  woe : 
The  woo  of  others :  when,  from  wealth  to 
want,  [strife, 

From  praises  to   reproach,  from  peace  to 
From  mirth  to  tears,  ne  saw  a  brother  fall, 
Or  Tirtne  make  a  slip— his  dreams  were  sweet 

Bobert  Fbllok. 

1099.  EHVT,  Cell  o& 

Then  straight  to  Enry^s  cell  she  bends  her 
Which  all  with  putrid  gore  infected  lay.  [way, 
Deep  in  a  gloomy  cave's  obscure  recess. 
No  oeams  could  e*er  that  horrid  mansion 

bless;    • 
No  breeze  e-er  &nn'd  it ;  but  about  it  rolled 
Eternal  woes,  and  ever  lasy  cold ; 
No  spark  shone  there,  but  everlasting  gloom, 
Impenetrably  daife,  obscnr'd  the  room. 

Andrew  Toohe. 
1109.  BWT,  Baioription  ofi 

Envy  at  last  crawls  forth  from  hcU^s  dire 
throng,  [long, 

Of  all  the  direfullest  I  her  black  locks  hung 
Attir'd  with  curling  serpents ;  her  pale  skin 
Was  almost  dropped  from  her  sharp  bones 

within; 
And  at  her  breast  stuck  vipers,  which  did  prey 
Upon  her  panting  heart  both  night  and  day. 
Sucking  black  blood  from  thence,  which  to 
repair,  [there. 

Both  day  and  night  they  left  fresh  poisons 
Her  garments  were  deep-stained  in  human 

gore, 
And  torn  by  her  own  hands,  in  which  shia  bore 
A  knotted  whip  and  bowl,  which  to  the  brim 
Did  with  green  gall  and  juice  of  wormwood 

swim; 
With  which,  when  she  was  drunk,  she  furi- 
ous ffrew,  [crew 
And  lashed  herself :  thus  from  the  accursM 


Envy,  the  worst  of  iknds,  herself  presents ; 
Envy,  good  only  when  she  herself  torments. 

Abraham  CowUy, 

1101.  EHVT,  Food  ot 

Now  I  feel 
Of  whattx)ar8e  metal  you  are  moulded,  envy. 
How  eagerly  you  follow  my  disgrac3S, 
As  if  it  fed  ye ;  and  how  sleek  and  wanton 
Te  appear  in  everytliing  may  bring  my  ruin. 
Follow  your  envious  courses,  men  of  malice ; 
You  have  Christian  warrant  for  them ;  and. 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewords,  [no  doubt, 

8hdk69peare, 

llOa.  EHVTi  Ptensltjot 

The  foolish  camel  beg^y^  of  AUah  for  a  paii 
of  horns :  [of  his  ears  1 

Instead  of  granting  them^  Allah  deprived  him 

Lose  not  the  grace  appropriate  which  al- 
ready you  adorns. 

By  seeking  what  on  otheiB  as  an  ornament 
appears.  Oriental^  tr.hy  W.B.  Alger. 

1103.  EHVT  FwsoBifled. 

And  next  to  him  malicious  Envy  rode 

Upon  a  ravenous  wolf,  and  still  did  chaw 
Between  his  cankered  teeth  a  venomous  toad, 

That  all  the  poison  run  about  his  jaw ; 

But  inwardly  he  cHawed  his  own  maw 
At  neighbor's  wealth,  that  made  him  ever  sad ; 

For  death  it  was  when  any  good  he  saw, 
And  wept  that  cause  of  weeping  none  he 
had;  [drous  glad 

But  when  he  heard  of  harm  he  waxed  won- 

All  in  a  kirtle  of  discolored  say 
He  clothed  was,  yp^ted  full  of  eyes, 

And  in  his  bosom  secretly  there  lay 
An  hateful  snake^  the  which  his  tail  upties 
In  many  folds,  and  mortal  sting  implies : 

Still  as  he  rode,  he  gnashed  his  teeth  to  see 
Those  heads  of  gold  with  gripplo  Coveties ; 

And  grudged  at  the  great  felicity 

Of  proud  Ludf  era,  and  his  own  company. 

He  hated  aU  good  works  and  virtuous  deeds, 

And  him  no  less  that  anv  like  did  use ; 
And,  who  with  gracious  bread  the  hungry 
feeds. 

His  alms  for  want  of  faith  he  doth  accuse ; 

Bo  every  good  to  bad  he  doth  abuse : 
And  eke  the  verse  of  famous  poets*  wit 

He  does  backbite,  and  spiteful  poison  spues 
From  leprous  mouth  on  all  that  ever  writ ; 
Such  one  vile  envy  was,  fifth  in  row  did  sit 

Edmund  Spenser. 

1104.  EHVT,  Belf-puDlshineiit  oft 

Of  all  antagonists,  most  charity  , 
I  find  in  envious  men :  for  they  do 
Sooner  hurt  themselves,  than  hurt  or  me  or 
Elim  that  raised  me  up.    An  envious  man  is 
Made  of  thoughts:  to  ruminate  much  doth 

melt 
The  brain,   and  make  the  heart  grow  lean. 

Such  men 
As  these,  that  in  opposing  waste  their  proper 
I  Strength;  that  sacaifice  themselves  in  silly 
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Hope  to  butcher  nfi ;  save  revenge  a  labor ; 
And  die  to  make  experiment  of  wrath. 

Sir  W,  Davmant, 

1105.  "SSVYi  8pito  of; 

A  deadly  paleness  in  her  cheeks  was  seen ; 
Her  meagre  skeleton  scarce  cased  with  skin ; 
Her  looks  awry ;  an  everlasting  scowl 
Bits  on  her  brow;  her  tpeth  deformed  and 
foul ;  [could  hold ; 

Her  breast  had  gall  more  than  her  breast 
Beneath  her  tongue  coats  of  poison  rolVd ; 
No  smile  o*er  Qmooth'd  her  furrowed  brow 
but  those  fand  woes ; 

Which  rise  from  common  mischiefs,  plagues, 
Her  eyes  wore  strangers  to  the  sweets  of 
Devouring  spite  forever  waking  keep ;  [sleep, 
Bho  sees  bless'd  men  with  vast  successes 
crowned,  [wound : 

Their  joys   distract  her,  and  their  glories 
She  kills  abroad,  herself  s  consumed  at  nome, 
And  her  own  crimes  are  her  perpetual  mar- 
tyrdom. Andrew  Tooke. 

1106.  EnOUBE,  Fate  of  tiis. 

Serve  not  thy  belly  with  sudi  zest: 
Ho  is  a  most  ungrateful  guest 
Who  serves  him  most  and  best  at  first, 
Ho  finally  will  treat  the  worst    . 

Oriental^  tr.hyW.R,  Alger. 

1107.  EPTCAFH,  A  Lady'Si 

Wouldst  thou  hear  what  man  can  aay 
In  a  little  ? — ^reader,  stay  I 
Underneath  this  stone  doth  lie 
As  much  beauty  as  could  die, 
Which  in  life  cud  harbor  give 
To  more  virtue  than  dothUve. 
If  at  all  she  had  a  fault, 
Leave  it  buried  in  this  vault 
One  name  was  Elizabeth— 
Th'  other,  let  it  sleep  with  death: 
Fitter,  where  it  died  to  tell. 
Than  that  it  Hved  at  alL  Farewell. 

BenJonean, 

llOS,  EQUALITT)  Olafan  oL 

I  cannot  coldly  pass  him  by, 

Stript,  wounded,  left  by  thieves  half-dead ; 
Kor  see  an  infont  Lazarus  lie 

At  rich  men^s  gates,  imploring  bread. 

A  frame  as  sensitive  as  mine, 
Limbs  moulded  in  a  kindred  form, 

A  soul  degraded,  yet  divine, 
Endear  to  me  my  brother- worm. 

He  was  my  equal  at  his  birth, 
A  naked,  helpless,  weeping  child ; 

And  such  aVc  bom  to  thrones  on  earth. 
On  such  hath  every  mother  smiled. 

My  equal  he  will  be  aOTin, 
Down  in  that  cold  oblivious  gloom, 

Where  all  the  prostrate  ranks  of  men* 
Crowd,  without  fellowship,  the  tomb. 

My  equal  in  the  Judgment  day. 
He  shall  stand  t^  Def  ore  the  throne, 


When  eveiy  vdl  is  rent  away. 
And  good  and  evil  only  known. 

And  is  he  not  mine  equal  now  ? 

Am  I  less  fallen  from  God  and  truth, 
Thouffh  *'  Wretch  "  be  written  on  his  farow. 

And  leprosy  consume  his  youth  I 

Jame»  MmUffomerjf, 

IIM.  EQTJALITT,  Comidsr. 

Consider  man,  weigh  well  thy  frame, 
The  king,  the  beggar  are  the  same ; 
Dust  formed  us  alL    Each  breathes  his  day. 
Then  sinks  into  his  native  day.      J.  Oay, 

1110.  EQTTAIITT,  Ennum. 

Are  we  not  brothers  f 

So  man  and  man  should  be ; 

But  day  and  day  differs  in  dignity, 

Whose  dust  is  both  alike. 

ShaJteepeore, 

nil.  EQUALTTT,  Gifts  oft 

Children  of  wealth  or  want,  to  each  is  giveD 
One  spot  of  green,  and  all  the  blue  of  heaiven ! 
Enough,  if  &ese  their  outward  show  impart; 
The  rest  is  thine, — the  scenery  of  the  heart 

O.  W.  Bolme$. 

1119«  EBRnra,  Sopo  Ibr  thob 

Nay,  deem  not  thus, — ^no  earth-bom  will 
Could  ever  trace  a  faultless  line ; 

Our  truest  steps  are  human  still ; 
To  walk  unswerving  were  divinel 

Truants  from  love,  we  dream  of  wrath ; 

O,  rather  let  us  trust  the  more ! 
Through  idl  the  wanderings  of  the  path. 

We  still  can  see  our  Father'^s  door ! 

dwer  WendeU  ffolmef. 

1113.  ESBOB,  ATda. 

You  have  already  gone  too  far. 
When  people  once  are  in  the  wrong. 
Each  line  they  add  is  mudi  too  long. 
Who  fastest  walks,  but  walks  astray, 
-  Ib  only  farthest  from  his  way. 

Mathew  JMor. 

1114.  EBBOB,  Fligltt  o£ 

For  look  again  on  the  past  years ;  behold. 
How  like  the  nightmare's  dreams  have 
flown  away 
Horrible  in  forms  of  worship,  that,  of  old, 
Hdd,  o'er  the  shuddering  realms,  unques- 
tioned sway.  [^Ji 
See  crimes,  that  feared  not  once  the  eye  of 
Hooted  from  men,  without  a  name  or  place : 
See  nations  blotted  out  from  earth,  to  pay 
The  forfeit  of  deep  guilt;  with  glad  em- 
brace                                  [bier  race. 
The  fair  disburdened  lands  wdcome  a  no- 

Thus  error's  monstrous  Bhai>e8  from  earth  are 

driven;  their  flight; 

They  fade,  they  fly— but  Truth  survive 

Earth  has  no  shades  to  quendi  that  beam  of 

heaven ; 

Eadi  ray  that  shone  in  early  time,  to  light 
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The  f aKering  footstep  in  the  path  of  right, 

Each  gleam  of  dearer  hrightneas  Bood  to 

In  inan*8  mataoer  day  hie  bol&r  sight,      [aid 

All  blendea  like  the  rainbow^s  radiant 

braid,    \ 
VojiT  yet,  and  still  shall  poor,  the  blaze 
that  cannot  ^fode. 

William  OuUen  Bryant, 

111ft.  EBBOB,  HaUt  ot 

I  need  not  follow  the  similitude. 
TraUi  is  vitality,  and  if  the  mind 
Be  fed  on  poison,  it  most  lose  its  power. 
The  Tision  that  f  oreTer  strains  to  err. 
Soon  finds  its  task  a  habit ;  and  the  taste 
That  will  own  nothing  trae  or  beautiful 
Soon  finds  the  world  distorted  as  itself; 
And  the  loose  mind  that  feeds  an  appetite 
For  the  enticements  of  licentious  thought, 
Gkintiacts  a  leprosy  that  oversteals 
Its  aeuses,  like  a  palsy,  chill,  and  ^t 

jv.  P.  wmu. 

1116.  EBBOB,  Per?enitj  q£ 

Fint  appetite  enlists  him,  truth-swom  foe; 
Tben  obstinate  self-will  confirms  him  so. 
TeU  him  he  wanders ;  that  his  error  leads 
To  fatal  iUs ;  that,  though  the  path  he  treads 
Be  flowery,  and  he  sees  no  cause  of  fear, 
Death  and  the  nains  of  hell  attend  him  there : 
In  Tain;  the  sfave  of  arrogance  and  pride, 
He  has  no  hearing  on  the  prudent  side. 
His  still  refuted  quirks  he  stiill  repeats ; 
New  nused  objections  with  new  quibbles 

meets, 
Till,  sinking  in  the  qiridtsand  he  detodi, 
He  dies  disputinff,  and  tiie  contest  ends-- 
Bat  not  the  mischief ;  they,  still  left  behind, 
like  thistle-seeds,  are  sown  by  every  wind. 
Thus  men  go  wrong  with  an  ingenious  skill: 
Bend  the  straight  rule  to  their  own  crooked 

will; 
And  with  a  dear  and  shining  lamp  supplied, 
Hist  put  it  out,  then  take  it  for  a  guioe^ 
Halting  on  crutches  of  unequal  size. 
One  lef^  by  truth  supported,  one  by  lies ; 
They  sidle  to  the  goal  with  awkward  paoe^ 
Becore  of  nothing — ^but  to  lose  the  race. 

William  Cowper. 

1117.  SBBOB,  Pmgxwi  oH 

Pleasure  admitted  in  undue  degree        [free. 
Enslaves  the  will, — ^nor  leaves  the  jud^^o^nt 
*Tis  not  alone  the  grape's  enticins  juice  [use; 
Unnerves  the  moral  powers,  and  man  thdr 
Ambition,  avarice,  and  the  lust  of  fame, 
And  woman,  lovely  woman,  does  the  same. 
The  heart,  surrendered  to  the  ruling  power 
Of  some  ungovem^d  passion  evety  hour. 
Finds  by  degrees  the  truths  that  once  bore 

sway. 
And  all  their  deep  impressions,  wear  away ; 
So  coin  grows   smooth,  in  traffic  current 

passed. 
Till  CcBsar's  imt^e  is  effaced  at  last     [wide. 
The  breach  though  small  at  first  soon  opening 
In  mahes  folly  with  a  full-moon  tide. 


Then  welcome  errors,  of  whatever  sise, 
To  justify  it  by  a  thousand  lies. 
As  creeping  ivy  clings  to  wood  or  stone,  - 
And  hides  the  rdn  mat  it  feeds  upon ; 
8o  sophistry  cleaves  dose  to  and  protects 
Sin's  rotten  trunk,  concealing  its  defects. 
Mortals,  whose  pleasures  are  their  only  care. 
First  wish  to  be  imposed  on,  and  then  are. 
And,  lest  the  fulsome  artifice  should  fail. 
Themselves  will  hide  its  coarseness  with  a 

veil 
Not  more  industrious  are  the  just  and  true 
To  give  to  virtue  what  is  virtue's  due 
The  praise  of  wisdom,  comeliness,  and  worth. 
And  call  her  charms  to  public  notice  forth — 
Than  vice's  mean  and  disingenuous  race 
To  hide  the  shocking  features  of  her  face. 
Her  form  with  dress  and  lotion  they  repair ; 
Then  kiss  their  idol,  and  mpnounce  her  fahr. 

WiUiam  Cowper, 

1118«  ETBBVITT,  Dontiaa  «f. 

Eternity!  eternity! 

How  long  art  thou,  eternity  I 
And  yet  to  thee  time  hastes  away, 
like  as  the  war-horse  to  the  fray. 
Or  swift  as  couriers  homeward  go. 
Or  ship  to  port,  or  shaft  from  Imw 

Ponder,  O  man,  oteniity  t 

Etemityl  eternity! 

How  long  art  thou,  eternity ! 
For  even  as  in  a  perfect  sphere 
End  nor  beginning  can  appear. 
Even  so,  etemit  v,  in  thee. 
Entrance  nor  exit  can  there  be. 

Ponder,  Oman,  etemityl 

Eternity!  eternity! 

How  long  art  thou,  eternity  I 
A  drdo  infinite  art  thou, 
Thy  centre  an  eternal  Now: 
Never  we  name  thy  outward  bound. 
For  never  end  therein  is  found. 

Ponder,  O  man,  eternity  I 

Etemityl  eternity! 

How  long  art  thou,  eternity ! 
As  long  as  God  isOod,  so  long 
Endure  the  pains  of  hell  and  wrong, 
8o  long  the  joys  of  heaven  remain : 
O  lasting  joy!  O  lasting  pain ! 

Ponder,  O  man,  eternity  I 

Widffer. 

1119.  SXBBHITY  Bfttlsitlog. 

Oh  1  who  can  strive 
To  comprehend  the  vast,  the  awful  truth. 
Of  the  eternity  tliat  hath  gone  by. 
And  not  recoU  from  the  dismaying  sense 
Of  human  impotence  7    The  life  of  man 
Is  summed  in  birthdays  and  in  sepulchres; 
But  the  Eternal  God  had  no  beginning ; 
He  hath  no  end.    lime  had  been  with  Him 
For  everlasting,  ere  the  diB3dal  world 
Rose  from  the  gulf  in  loveliness.     Like  Hiu, 
It  knew  no  source;  like  Him,  'twas  uncreate. 
What  is  it,  then  t    The  past  eternity  I 
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We  oompioheiid  a  fatore  withoat  end ; 
We  feel  it  possible  that  even  yon  son 
May  roll  forever :  but  we  shrink  amazed — 
We  stand  aghast,  vfhen.  wo  reflect  that  time 
Sinew  no  commenoement — ^that,  heap  ago  on 

age 
And  mifiion  npon  milUon,  without  end. 
And  we  shall  never  span  the  void  of  days 
That  were  and  are  not  but  in  retrospect 
The  Past  is  an  unfathomable  depth, 
Beyond  the  span  of  thought ;  'tis  an  elapse 
Which  hi^th  no  mensuration,  but  hath  been 
Forever  and  forever. 

Now  look  on  man 
Myriads  of  ages  hence.    Hath  time  elapsed? 
Is  he  not  standing  in  the  selfsame  place 
Where  once  he  stood  ?    The  same  eternity 
Hath  gone  before  him,*and  is  yet  to  come ; 
His  past  is  not  of  longer  span  than  ours, 
Though  myriads  of  ages  intervened ; 
For  who  can  add  to  what  has  neither  sum, 
Nor  bound,  nor  source,  nor  estimate,  nor 

endf 
Oh,  who  can  compass  the  Almighty  mind  ? 
Oh,  who  can  unlock  the  secrets  of  the  High  f 
In  speculations  of  an  altitude 
Sublime  as  this,  our  reason  standa  confused 
Foolish,  and  insiffmflcant,  and  mean. 
Who  can  ax>i^y  the  faJdle  argument 
Of  infinite  beings  to  infinity  f 
He  might  as  wdl  compress  the  universe 
Into  the  hollow  compass  of  a  gourd, 
Scooped  out  by  human  art ;  or  bid  the  whale 
Drink  up  the  sea  it  swims  in ! 

Eenry  Sirhe  White. 

1190.  BXESnTTi  HMltiibg  to. 

My  soul,  amid  this  stormy  world, 

Is  like  some  fluttered  dove, 
And  fain  would  be  as  swift  of  wing 

To  flee  to  Him  I  love. 
The  cords  that  bound  my  heart  to  earth 

Are  broken  by  His  huid ; 
Before  His  cross  I  found  myself 

A  stranger  in  the  land. 

My  heart  is  with  Him  on  His  throne^ 

And  ill  can  brook  delay. 
Each  moment  listening  for  the  voice, 

''  Rise  up,  and  come  away !  '* 
With  hope  deferred,  oft  sick  and  faint, 

*  *  Why  tarries  Ho  ?  "  I  cry ; 
Let  not  the  Saviour  chide  my  haste, 

For  then  would  I  reply : 

"  May  not  an  exile,  Lord,  desire 

His  own  sweet  land  to  see  f 
May  not  a  captive  seek  release, 

A  prisoner,  to  bo  free  f 
A  child,  when  far  away,  may  long 

For  home  and  kindred  dear ; 
And  she,  that  waits  her  absent  lord, 

May  sigh  till  he  appear. 

"  I  would,  my  Lord  and  Saviour,  know 
That  which  no  measure  knows  1 

Would  search  the  mystery  of  Thy  love. 
The  depths  of  all  Thy  woes  I 


I  fain  would  strike  my  harp  divine. 

Before  the  Father's  throne. 
There  cast  my  crown  of  Righteousneai^ 

And  sing  what  grace  has  done  1 " 

Hobert  0.  Okapmam. 

1191.  BTEBSITTi  Inuneuaiabla. 

What  is  eternity  ?    Can  aught 
Paint  its  duration  to  the  thought  f 
Tell  ev'ry  beam  the  sun  emits, 
When  in  sublimest  noon  he  sits ; 
Tell  every  light-wing'd  mote  that  strays 
Within  its  ample  round  of  rays. 

Tell  all  the  leaves,  and  all  the  buda. 
That  crown  the  gardens,  fields,  and  woods : 
Tell  idl  the  spires  of  grass  the  meads 
Produce  when  spring  propitious  leads 

The  new-bom  year; — ^tell  all  the  drops 
That  night,  upon  their  bended  tope^ 
Sheds,  in  soft  silence,  to  displar 
Their  beauties  with  the  ridng  day : 

Tell  all  the  sands  the  ocean  laves, 
Tell  ocean's  ever-changing  waves; 
Or  tell,  with  more  laborious  pains, 
The  drops  its  mighty  mass  contains : 

Be  this  astonishing  account 
Augmented,  with  the  fuU  amount 
Of  all  the  drops  the  clouds  have  shed, 
Where'er  their  wat'ry  fleeces  spread, 
Throuffh  all  time's  long-protracted  tour, 
From  Adam  to  t^e  present  hour  ;l 

Still  flihort  the  sum,  nor  can  it  vie 
With  the  more  num'rous  years  thait  he 
Embosom'd  in  eternity. 

Were  there  a  belt  that  could  contain. 
In  its  vast  orb,  the  earth  and  main; 
With  figures  were  it  duster'd  o'er. 
Without  one  cipher  in  the  score ; 
And  could  your  laboring  thought  aangn 
The  total  of  the  crowdoL  line — 

How  scant  th'  amount !  th'  attempthowvain, 

To  reach  duration's  endless  cham ! 

For  when  as  many  years  are  run 

Unbounded  age  is  but  begun. 

Attend,  O  man,  with  awe  divine: 

For  this  eternity  is  thine.       T.  OMofu. 

1199.  ETEBIXTTi  InoompnheiislUsi 

We  strive  with  earthly  imaginings  to  xeidi 

and  understand 
The  wondrous  and  the  fearful  things  of  an 

eternal  land. 

We  talk  of  amaranthine  bowers  and  living 

groves  of  palm. 
Of  stany  crowns  and  fadeless  flowers  and 

skies  forever  calm. 

We  talk  of  wings  and  raiment  whiter  and 

pillared  tlm)nes  of  gold. 
And  dties  built  with  Jewels  bright,  far  in  the 

heavens,  of  olcL 


BrnaaEKNTCTr. 

Jbetiieee  things  more  than  fucy^ipbyf  are 

they,  in  very  deed, 
Tbe  fiee  sonrs  gaerdon,  far  away,  its  erer- 

lasting  meed  ? 

Or  aiiall  the  spirit,  in  its  flight  beyond  the 

stars  sublime, 
See  nothing  but  the  radiance  white  of  neyer- 

ending  time  f 

Shall  things   material   change   again,   and 

wholly  be  forgot  f  [thought  ? 

And  roimd  ns  only  Gk>d  remain,  a  uniTerM  of 

We  know  not  well — ^we  cannot  know:  onr 

reason's  gUmmerinff  light 
Oan  nothing  but  the  damiess  show  of  our 

sorronnding  night 

But  soon  the  donbt  and  toil  and  strife  of 

earth  shall  all  be  done, 
And  knowledge  of  onr  endlos  life  be  in  a 

moment  won.  Otway  Ourry. 

Itwma  a  brave  attempt,  adrentaroos  he, 
IHio  in  the  first  ship  broke  the  unknown  sea, 
And  kaving  his  dear  natiye  shores  behind, 
Trusted  his lif  e  to  the  lioentioos  wind. 
I  see  the  suging  brine;  the  tempest  rayes : 
He  on  a  pine-plank  rides  across  the  waves. 
Exulting  on.  the  edge  of  tiiousand  gaping 
graves :  [sails. 

He  steers  the  "Tinged  boat,  and  shifts  the 
Conquers  the  flood,  and  manages  the  gales. 

Such  is  the  soul  that  leaves  his  mortal 

land,  [mand. 

Tieailess  when  the  great  Master  gives  com- 
Beath  ia  the  stonn;   she  smiles  to  hear  it 

roar,  [shore; 

And  bids  the  tempest  waft  her  from  the 
Then  with  a  skilful  hefan  she  sweeps  the^seas. 
And  manages  the  raging  storm  with  ease. 
Her  futh  can  govern  d^th :  she  spreads  her 

wings 
Wide  to  the  wind,  and  as  she  sails  she  sings, 
And  loses  by  d^ppees  the  sight  of  moital 
As  tiie  shores  lessen,  so  her  joys  arise,  [things. 
Hie  waves  roll  gentler,  and  the  tempest  dies : 
Ifow  vaat  eternity  fills  all  her  sight ;  [light. 
She  floats  on  the  broad  deep  with  infinite  de- 
Tlie   seas  forever   calm,  the  skies   forever 

bright  Imoo  W<UU, 

1194.  BTEBHIT7,  Llrinj^  ftr. 

So  live  that  when  the  mighty  caravan, 
Whidi  halts  one  night-tune  in  the  vale  of 
death,  [march, 

Shall  strike  its  white  tents  for  the  morning 
Thou  shalt  mount  onward  to  the  eternal  hills, 
Thy  foot  unwearied,  and  thy  strength  re- 
newed 
Like  the  strong  eaglets,  for  the  upward  flight. 

119ft.  ETEEHIT7,  tfeamaing. 

A  thousand  years,  and  years  on  years  sub- 
So  may  we  mete  eternity  by  time ;         [lime, 
A  thousand  cycles  measured  day  by  day. 
When  day  itself  shall  long   have   burned 
away; 

18 
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Eadi  sin^e  soul,  each  mind  that  lists  me  now : 
Yes,  shrinking  spirit,  these,  and  surely  thou  I 
I  know,  in  some  far  world  beyond  our  ken, 
Deathless  as  God,  will  still  bo  thinkinv  than. 
There  is  no  end ;  ye  are,  and  cannot  me ! 

A.  0.  Cox6, 

IIM.  ETEBSITTi  Keditatbg  upon. 

How  shalt  thou  bear  the  cross  that  now 

So  dread  a  weight  appears  t 
Keep  quietly  to  w)d,  and  think 

Upon  the  Eternal  Years. 

Austerity  is  little  help. 
Although  it  somewhat  cheers ; 

Thine  oil  of  gladness  is  the  Uiought 
Of  the  Eternal  Years. 

Set  hours  and  writtenirules  aie  good, 
Lon^  prayers  can  lay  our  fears ; 

But  it  is  better  calm  for  thee 
To  count  the  Eternal  Years. 

Oh !  many  things  are  good  for  souls, 

In  proper  times  and  spheres ; 
Thy  present  good  is  in  tny  thought 

Of  the  Eternal  Years. 

Thy  self-upbraiding  is  a  snare. 

Though  meekness  it  appears ; 
More  humbling  is  it  far  for  thee 

To  face  the  Eternal  Years. 

Brave  quiet  is  the  thing  for  thee^ 
Chiding  thy  scrupulous  fears ; 

Learn  to  be  real  from  the  thought 
Of  the  Eternal  Years. 

Bear  gently,  suffer  like  a  diild, 

Kor  be  ashamed  of  tears ; 
Kiss  the  sweet  cross,  and  in  thy  heart 

Sing  of  the  Eternal  Years. 

Thy  cross  is  quite  enough  for  thee^ 

Though  little  it  ai^iears ; 
For  there  is  hid  in  it  the  weight 

Of  the  Eternal  Years. 

And  know^st  thou  not  how  bitterness 

An  ailing  spirit  cheers  ? 
Thy  medicme  is  the  strengthening  thought 

Of  the  Eternal  Years. 

Xhud  cross  can  sanctify  a  soul; 

Late  saints  and  ancient  seers 
Were  what  they  were  because  they  mused 

Upon  the  Eternal  Years. 

Death  will  have  rainbows  round  it  seen 
Through  calm  contrition^s  tears. 

If  tranqim  Hope  but  trims  her  lamp 
At  the  Etenukl  Years. 

Frederick  W.  Ibiber. 

1197.  ETEBHITT,  Basponsiliilitj  ftr. 

Eternity  1    Eternity  I 

That  boundless,  soundless,  tideless  sea, 

Of  mysteries  the  mystery. 

What  is  eternity  to  me  ? 

Infinite  bliss  or  misery, 

Woe  past,  woe  present,  woe  to  be ; 
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B*v-AjTB3scmrr. 


The  fulness  of  felicity ; 
These  are  eternity  to  me. 

Two  Toices  from:  eternity  I 
A  voice  from  heaven  comes  down  to  me, 
A  voice  from  hell  breaks  dolef allv, 
'*Life,  death,  O  man  I  are  offered  thee/* 

The  abyss  is  moved ;  even  wrath  cries  '*  ilee," 
The  height  expands,  and  love  cries  '*  See 
What  Gk>d  hath  here  prepared  for  thee ; 
Choose  thou  thine  own  eternity  I  *' 

JamM  Montgomery, 

IIM.  ETEBHITT,  Ssiliag  to. 

Eternity's  vast  ocean  lies  before  thee. 

Give  thy  mind  sea-room ;  keep  it  wide  of  earth, 
That  rock  of  souls  immortal ;  cut  thy  cord ; 
Weigh  anchor;  q>read  thy  sails;  call  every 

wind; 
Eye  thy  great  Pole-star;  make  the  land  of 

life.  iBitoard  Young. 

IIW*  ETEBUTT,  Uaohaaglag. 

Days  come  and  go 

In  joy  or  woe ; 

Days  go  and  come 

Inenmesssum. 

Only  the  eternal  day 
Shall  come  but  never  go ; 
Only  the  eternal  tide 
Shall  never  ebb  bat  flow. 

O  long  eternity. 

My  sonl  goes  forth  to  thee  t 

Sons  set  and  rise 

In  these  dull  skies ; 

Suns  rise  and  set, 

Till  men  forget 

The  day  is  at  the  door, 
When  they  shall  rise  no  more. 
O  everlasting  Smi, 
Whose  race  is  never  ran, 

Be  Thou  my  endless  light  I 

Then  I  shaU  fear  no  night  I 

Hbratius  Bcmar. 

IIM.  EVlHESOEHaE,  Earthly. 

O  imperial  Babylon  I  where  is  the  pulp  of  thy 

rind? 
And  the  throne  of  great  Solomon  where? 

They  are  gone  to  the  wind : 
In  the  lore  of  the  past  though  a  million 

bright  deeds  are  enshrin^ 
Many  more,  brighter  far,  have  evanished  like 

mist  on  the  wind. 
What  are  gloiy  and  riches?    But  finnans 

that  Fortune  hath  signed. 
Just  to  glitter  a  moment,  and  pass  on  the 

breath  of  the  wind. 
Hast  been  chained?  or  by  love  hast  been 

crossed  ?  or  in  sorrow  hast  pined  ? 
Ah  t  how  glad  thou  shalt  be  when  thy  relics 

are  dust  on  the  wind. 
For  the  spirit  in  death  all  its  burdens  and 

bounds  leaves  behind. 
And  will  nevermore  care  for  the  things  that 

must  go  on  the  wind. 

OrierUal,  tr.  hy  W.  IL  Alger. 


im.  BVAHE80EV0E,  EmUsm  ot 

See  yonder  cloud  alons  the  west 
In  gay,  fantastic  splendor  dressed ; 
Fancy's  bright  visions  charm  the  eye^ 
Sweet  fairy  bowers  in  prospect  lie, 
And  blooming  fields  smile  from  ib»  sky, 
Decked  in  the  hues  of  even ; 
But  short  its  evanescent  stay. 
Its  brilliant  masses  fade  away 
The  breeze  floats  off  its  visions  gay. 
And  dears  the  face  of  heaven. 

Thus  to  fond  man  does  Life*s  fair  soene 
Delusive  spread  its  cheerful  green ; 
Before  his  path  shine  pleasure's  bowers, 
Each  smiling  field  seems  drest  in  flowen^ 
Hope  leads  him  on,  and  shows  his  hours 
For  peace  and  pleasure  given. 
But  one  by  one  his  hopes  decay, 
Each  flattering  vision  fades  away. 
Each  cheering  scene  charms  to  betray, 
And  naught  remains  but  heaven 

JStther  O.  BeeAer. 

IISSI.  EVAHEBQEHOB,  Ezuwpdims  to. 

Little  of  all  we  value  here 
Wakes  on  the  mom  of  its  hundredth  year 
Without  both  feeling  and  looking  queer. 
In  fact,  there's  nothing  that  keeps  its  youth, 
So  for  as  I  know,  but  a  tree  and  truth. 

Oliver  Wendell  Hoknet. 

1183*  EVAHB8OEB0E,  LeHon  ofi 

Why  should  immortal  bow  to  mortal  things  f 
Why  love  we  thus  the  frail  and  perishing, 
When  changeless,  and  imperishable  ciaim 
Hiat  Eden  blossom  lingerinff  in  the  soul? 
Let  dust  go  back  to  its  own  Kindred  dost, 
But  let  not  spirit  load  Itself  with  day, 
And  droop  in  sorrow  when  the  toy  is  lost 
Oh,  let  the  deathless  link  itself  with  life, 
High  on  the  wings  of  its  own  lore  upsoar. 
And  with  the  glorious  ranks  that  throng  the 

sky 
Drink  ceaseless  draughts  of  truth  and  holiness, 
Until  the  pulses  of  the  soul  shall  beat 
So  that  we  fed  the  throb,  though  shacked 

down 
By  thrice  ten  thousand  bonds.  • 

Life,  life  we  seek  I 
And  though  our  guide  to  yonder  emerald 

shores 
Be  stem  of  brow,  and  of  an  iron  hand, 
His  eye  is  sure,  his  foot  can  never  err; 
And  who  shall  dare  to  grasp  the  glorious  boon 
With  trembling  fingers,  and  a  craven  heart? 

EmUjfJvdson. 

1134.  EVAEE8GEVT,  GUnging  to  iha. 

All  that's  brightest  must  fade— 
The  brightest  still  the  fleetest; 

All  that's  sweet  was  made 
But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest 

Stars  that  shine  and  fall ; 
The  flower  that  drops  in  springing; 


JL'ViC, 
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Tlieae,  alas  t  are  types  of  all 
To  which  our  hearts  are  clinging. 

Who  would  aeek  or  prize 

Delighta  that  end  in  aching? 
Who  would  trust  to  ties 

That  erery  hour  are  breaking? 
Better  far  to  be 

In  utter  darkness  Ivinff, 
Than  to  be  blessed  with  lights  and  see 

That  light  forever  flying. 

TKomMi  Moore, 

11S5.  EVE|  SfMriptioa  ct 
Adanu    Mine  eyes  He  dosed,  but  open  left 

the  cell 
Of  fancy,  my  internal  sight,  by  which 
Abstradk,  as  in  a  trance,  methought  I  saw, 
Though  sleeping,  where  I  lay,  and  saw  the 

shape 
Still  glorious  before  whom  awake  I  stood ; 
Who,  stooping,  opened  my  left  side,  and  took 
From  thence  a  rib,  with  cordial  spirits  warm. 
And  life-blood  streaming  fresh ;  wide  was  the 

woundy 
Bat  suddenly  with  flesh  filled  up  and  healed : 
*The  rib  He  formed  and  fashioned  with  Hb 

hands; 
Under  His  f  onning  hands  a  creature  grew, 
Han-like,  but  di£E&ent  sex,  so  loyelr  fair, 
^niat  what  seemed   fair  in  all  the  world 

seemed  now 
Hean,  or  in  her  summed  up,  in  her  contained 
And  in  her  looks,  which  from  that  time  in- 

fosed 
Sweetness  into  my  heart,  unf elt  before, 
And  into  all  things  from  her  air  inspired 
The  spirit  of  lore  and  amorous  delight 
She  disappeared,  and  left  me  dark ;  I  waked 
To  find  h^,  or  forever  to  deplore 
Her  loss,  and  other  pleasures  all  abjure : 
When  out  of  hope,  behold  her,  not  far  off, 
Such  as  I  saw  her  in  my  dream,  adorned 
With  what  all  earth  or  Heaven  could  bestow 
To  make  her  amiabla    On  she  came. 
Led  by  her  heavenly  Maker,  though  unseen. 
And  guided  by  His  voice,  nor  uninformed 
Of  nuptial  sanctity  and  marriage  rites : 
Grace  was  in  all  her  steps,  Heaven  in  her  eye, 
In  every  gesture  dignity  and  love. 
I,  overjoyed,  could  not  forbear  aloud : 
**  Tlus  turn  hath  made  amends ;  Thou  hast 

fulfilled 
Thy  words,  Creator  bounteous  and  benign, 
Giver  of  all  things  fair,  but  fairest  this 
Of  all  Thy  gifts,  nor  enviest     I  now  see 
Bone  of  my  bone,  fiesh  of  my  fiesh,  myself 
Before  me :  Woman  is  her  name,  of  man 
Extracted :  for  this  cause  he  shall  forego 
Father  and  mother,  and  to  his  wife  acmere : 
And  they  shall  be  one  fiesh,  one  heart,  one 

souL"  [brought, 

She  heard  me  thus,  and  though  divinely 
Yet  innocence  and  virgin  modesty, 
Her  virtue  and  the  conscience  of  her  worth, 
That  would  be  wooed,  and  not  unsought  be 

won. 


Not  obvious,  not  obtrusive,  but  retired. 
The  more  desirable ;  or,  to  say  all, 
Nature  herself,  though  pure  of  sinful  thought, 
Wrought  in  her  so,   that,  seeing  me,  shti 

turned: 
I  followed  her;  she  what  was  honor  knew, 
And  with  obsequious  majesty  approved 
My  pleaded  reason.    To  the  nuptial  bower 
I  lea  her  blushing  like  the  mom :  all  Heaven, 
And  happy  constellations  on  that  hour 
Shed  their  selectest  influence ;  the  earth 
Gave  sign  of  gratulation,  and  each  hill ; 
Joyous  the  biras ;  fresh  gales  and  gentle  airs 
Whispered  it  to  the  woods,  and  from  their 

wings 
Flung  rose,  flung  odors  from  the  spicy  shrub, 
I^sporting,  till  the  amorous  bird  of  night 
Sung  spousal,  and  bid  haste  the  evening  star 
On  his  hill-top  to  light  the  bridal  lamp. 


When  I  approach 
Her  loveliness,  so  absolute  she  seems. 
And  in  herself  complete,  so  well  to  know 
Her  own,  tiiat  what  she  wiUs  to  do  or  say 
Secans  wisest,  virtuousest,  discreetest,  best ; 
All  hiffher  knowledge  in  her  presence  falls 
Degraded,  wisdom  m  discourse  with  her 
Loses  discountenanced,  and  like  folly  shows ; 
Authority  and  reason  on  her  wait, 
As  one  intended  flrst,  not  after  made 
Occasionally;  and,  to  consummate  all, 
Greatness  of  mind  and  nobleness  their  seat 
Build  in  her  loveliest,  and  create  an  awe 
About  her,  as  a  guard  angelic  placed. 

Neither  her  outside  formed  so  fair,  nor  aught 
So  much  delights  me,  as  those  ffraoeful  acts, 
Those  thousand  decencies  that  daily  flow 
From  all  her  words  and  actions  mixed  with 
.    love  [feigned 

And  sweet  compliance,  which  declare  un- 
Union  of  mind,  or  in  us  both  one  soul ; 
Harmony  to  behold  in  wedded  pair 
More  grateful  than  harmomous  sound  to  the 
ear.  'John  MUtoru 

IIM.  EVE,  Hsppiiuai  <A 

Eve.  My  author  and  disposer,  what  thou 
Unarffued  I  obey ;  so  God  ordains ;  [bidd'st 
God  IS  thy  law,  thou  mine ;  to  know  no  more 
Is  woman^s  happiest   knowledge  and  her 

g  raise, 
ee  conversing  I  forget  all  time ; 
All  seasons  and  their  change,  all  please  alike. 
Sweet  is  the  breath  of  mom,  her  rising  sweet 
With  charm  of  earliest  birds;  pleasant  the 

sun. 
When  flrst  on  this  delightful  land  he  spreads 
His  orient  beams,  on  herb,  tree,  fruit,  and 

flower, 
Glistering  with  dew ;  fragrant  the  fertile  earth 
After  soft  showers ;  and  sweet  the  coining  on 
Of  grateful  evening  mild ;  then  silent  night. 
With  this  her  solemn  bird,  and  this  fair  moon, 
And  these  the  gems  of  heaven,  her  starry  train ; 
But  neither  breath  of  mom,  when  she  ascends 
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With  charm  of  earliest  birds;  nor  rising  son 
On  this  delightful  land;  nor  herb,   fruit, 
flower,  [showers, 

Glistering  with  dew;    nor  fragrance  after 
Kor  grateful  evening  mild ;  nor  silent  night 
With  this  her  solemn  bird,  nor  walk  by  moon. 
Or  guttering  starlight,  without  thee  is  sweet 

John  MiUon, 

1137.  EVE,  SedvotioBofi 

Svs,  What  may  this  meant  language  of 
man  pronounced  [pressed  I 

By  tongue  of  brute,  and  human  sense  ex- 
The  first  at  least  of  these  I  thought  deny^d 
To  beasts,  whom  God  on  their  creation-day 
Created  mute  to  all  articulate  sound ; 
The  latter  I  demur,  for  in  their  looks 
Much  reason,  andinthdr  actions  oft  appears. 
Thee,  serpent,  subtlest  beast  of  all  the  neld, 
I  knew,  but  not  with  human  Yoioe  endued ; 
Redouble  then  this  miracle,  and  say,      [how 
How  cam'st  thou  speakable  of  mute,   and 
To  me  so  friendly  grown  aboye  the  rest 
Of  brutal  kind,  that  daily  are  in  siffht : 
Say,  for  such  wonder  claims  attention  duo. 

To  whom  the  guileful  tempter  thus  replied : 
Empress  of  this  fair  world,  resplendent  Eve, 
Easy  to  me  it  is  to  tell  thee  all 
What   thou    command^st,  and   right   thou 

shouldst  be  obeyed : 
I  was  at  first  as  other  tnsasts  that  graze 
The  trodden  herb,  of  abject  thoughts  and 
low,  [cem^d 

As  was  my  food;  nor  aught  but  food  dis- 
Or  sex,  and  apprehended  nothins  high : 
Till  on  a  day  roving  the  field,  I  dianc^d 
A  goodly  tree  far  <£8tant  to  behold 
Loaden  with  fruit  of  fairest  colors  mix*d. 
Ruddy  and  gold :  I  nearer  drew  to  gaze ; 
When  from  the  boughs  a  savory  odor  blown. 
Grateful  to  appetite,  more  pleased  my  sense 
Than  smell  of  sweetest  fennel,  or  the  teats 
Of  ewe  or  goat  dropping  with  milk  at  even, 
Unsuck'd  of  lamb  or  Kid,  that  tend  their 
To  satisfy  the  sharp  desire  I  had  [play. 

Of  tasting  those  fair  apples,  I  raolv'd 
Not  to  defer ;  hunger  and  thirst  at  once, 
Powerful  persuaders,  quickened  at  the  scent 
Of  that  alluring  fruit,  urg'd  me  so  keen. 
About  the  mossy  trunk  I  wound  me  soon, 
For  high  from  ground  the  branches  would 

require 
Thy  utmost  reach,  or  Adam*s :  round  the  tree 
All  other  beasts  that  saw,  with  like  desire 
Longing  and  envying  stood,  but  could  not 

reach 
Amid  the  tree  now  got,  where  plenty  hung 
Tempting  so  nigh,  to  pluck  and  eat  my  fiU 
I  spared  not,  for  such  pleasure  till  that  hour 
At  feed  or  fountain  never  had  I  found. 
Bated  at  length,  ere  long  I  might  perceive 
Btrange  alteration  in  me,  to  degree 
Of  reason  in  my  inward  pow-rs,  and  speech 
Wanted  not  long,  though  to  this  shape  re- 

tain'd. 
Thenceforth  to  speculations  high  or  deep 
I  turned  my  thoughts,  and  with  capacious 
mind 


Considered  all  things  visible  in  heaven. 

Or  earth,  or  middle,  all  things  fair  and  good. 

Eve.  But  say,  where  grows  the  tree,  from 

hence  how  far  f 
To  whom  the  wily  adder  blithe  and  glad: 
Empress,  the  way  is  ready,  and  not  long. 
Beyond  a  row  of  myrtles,  on  a  fiat, 
Fast  by  a  fountain,  one  small  thicket  past 
Of  blowing  myrrh  and  balm ;  if  thou  accept 
My  condn^  I  can  bring  thee  thither  soon. 
Lead  then,  said  Eve :  He  leading  swiftly 

roird 
In  tangles,  and  made  intricate  seem  straight, 
To  mischief  swift  .  .  . 
Fix'd  on  the  fruit  she  gazed,  which  to  behold 
Might  tempt  alone,  ai^  in  her  ears  the  sound 
Yet  rung  of  his  pereuasive  words,  impregn^d 
With  reason,  to  her  seeming,  and  witn  truth; 
Meanwhile  the  hour  of  noon  drew  on,  and 

wak^d 
An  eager  appetite,  raised  by  the  smell 
Bo  savorv  of  that  fruit,  with  which  desire, 
Lidinable  now  grown  to  touch  or  taste, 
Solicited  her  longing  eye :  yet  first 
Pausing  awhile,  thus  to  herself  she  mus^d: 
Great  are  thy  virtues,  doubtless,  best  of 

fruits,  [admir*d, 

Though  kept  from  man,  and  worUiy  to  bo 
Whose  taste,  too  long  forborne,  at  fint  assay 
Gave  elocution  to  the  mute,  and  taught 
The  tongue  not  made  for  speech  to  speak  thy 

praise. 
Thy  praise  He  also  who  forbids  thy  use 
Conceals  not  from  us,  naming  thee  the  tree 
Of  knowledge,  knowledge  both  of  good  and 

evil; 
Forbids  us  then  to  taste,  but  His  forbidding 
Commends  thee  more,  while  it  inf  ere  the  good 
By  thee  oonmiunicated,  and  our  want 
For  good  unknown,  sure  is  not  had,  or  had 
And  yet  unknown,  is  as  not  had  at  alL 
In  plain,  then,  what  forbids  He  but  to  know, 
Forbids  us  good,  forbids  us  to  be  wise  f 
Such  prohibitions  bind  not    But  if  death 
Bind  us  with  after-bands,  what  profits  then 
Our  inward  freedom  ?    In  the  day  we  eat 
Of  this  fair  fruit,  our  doom  is,  we  shaU  di& 
How  dies  the  serpent)  he  hath  eat*n  and 

lives,  [ccrns, 

And  knows,  and  speaks,  and  reasons,  and  dis- 
Irrational  tUl  then.    For  us  alone 
Was  death  invented  f  or  to  us  denied 
This  intellectual  food,  for  beasts  reserv'd  ? 
For  beasts  it  seems :  yet  that  one  beast  whidi 

first 
Hath  tasted,  envies  not,  but  brings  with  joy 
The  good  befallen  him,  author  unsuspect, 
Friendly  to  man,  far  from  deceit  to  guile. 
What  fear  I  then,  rather  what  know  to  fear 
Under  this  ignorance  of  good  and  evil. 
Of  God  or  death,  of  law  or  penalty  ? 
Here  grows  the  cure  of  all,  this  fruit  divine^ 
Fair  to  the  eye,  inviting  to  the  taste, 
Of  virtue  to  make  wise :  what  hinders  then 
To  reach,  and  feed  at  once  both  body  and 

mind! 
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Go  BBLjiDS,  her  rash  hand  in  evil  hour  [ate. 
Forth  reaching  to  the  fmit,  she  plucked,  she 
Earth  f dt  the  Tvoand,  and  Nature  from  her 

seat  [woe 

Slg&i^g  through  all  her  works  gave  signs  of 
Th«Kt  all  was  lost    Back  to  the  thicket  slunk 
The  guilty  serpent,  and  well  might,  for  Eve, 
Intent  now  wholly  on  her  taste,  naught  else 
Regarded,  such  dEelight  till  then,  as  seem'd, 
In  fruit  she  never  tasted,  whether  true 
Or  fancied  so,  through  expectation  high 
Of  knowledge,  nor  was  godhead  from  her 

thou^t. 
Greedily  sho  ingorg'd,  without  restraint, 
And  knew  not  eating  death.    John  MUton, 

1138.  EVB,  Tamptationoft 

Him  there  they  found 
Squat  like  a  toad,  close  at  the  ear  of  Eve, 
Assaying  by  his  devilish  art  to  reach 
The  oi^gansof  hor  fancy,  and  with  them  forge 
Illusions  as  he  list,  phantasms  and  dreams, 
Or  if,  inspiring  venom,  he  might  taint 
Th*  animal  spirits  that  from  pure  blood  arise 
Like  gentle  breaths  from  rivers  pure,  thence 

raise 
At  least  distempered,  discontented  thoughts. 
Vain  hopes,  vain  aims,  inordinate  desires. 
Blown  up  with  high  conceits  engendering 

pride. 
Him  thus  intent,  Ithuriel  with  his  spear 
Touched  lightly ;  for  no  falsehood  can  endure 
Touch  of  celestial  temper,  but  returns 
Of  force  to  its  own  likeness :  up  ho  starts 
Discovered  and  surprised         John  MUton, 

1139.  EVEinra,  Anodatloaa  oC 

This  is  the  hour  when  memory  wakes 
Visions  of  joy  that  could  not  last ; 

This  is  the  hour  when  fancy  takes 
A  survey  of  the  past ! 

She  brings  before  the  pensive  mind 
The  hallowed  scenes  of  earlier  years ; 

And  friends  who  long  have  been  consigned 
To  silence  and  to  tears  I 

The  few  we  lik^d ;  the  Okb  we  lov'd ; 

A  sacred  bond  t  come  stealing  on ; 
And  many  a  form  far  hence  removed, 

And  many  a  pleasure  gone  I 

Friendships  that  now  in  death  are  hushed. 
And  young  affection's  broken  chain ; 

And  hopes  that  fate  too  quickly  crushed 
In  memory  live  again  I 

Few  watch  the  fading  gleams  of  day, 
But  muse  on  hopes  as  quickly  flown, 

Tint  after  tint  they  died  away, 
HU  aU  at  last  wore  gone  I 

This  is  the  hour  when  fancy  wreathes 
Her  q>ells  round  joys  that  could  not  last ; 

This  Is  the  hour  when  memory  breathes 
A  sigh  to  pleasures  past.      John  WiUon, 

1140.  SVBHnrO,  Benofitot 

Pleasantly  comest  thou. 
Dew  of  the  evening,  to  the  crisped  up  grass ; 


And  the  curFd  corn-blades  bow, 
And  the  light  breezes  pass,        [expand, 
Hiat  their  parched  Ups  may  feel  thee,  and 
Thou  sweet  reviver  of  the  fevered  land. 

So,  to  the  thirsting  soul, 
Cometh  the  dew  of  the  Almightyes  love ; 

And  the  scathed  heart,  made  whole, 

Tnmeth  in  joy  above. 
To  where  the  spirit  freely  may  expand. 
And  rove  untrammelled  in  that  *  *  better  land.  ** 

WiUiam  D,  QojUagher. 

1141.  EVEVna,  Oomiagof^ 

Now  the  sun. 
Wearied  with  sultry  toil,  declines  and  falls 
Into  the  mellow  eve :  the  west  puts  on 
Her  gorgeous  beauties — ^palaces  and  halls. 
And  towers,  all  carved  of  the  unstable  doud, 
Welcome  thee  calmly,  waning  monarch — ^he 
Sinks  gently  midst  that  glorious  canopy 
Down  on  his  conch  of  rest — even  Ukc  a  proud 
King  of  the  earth — the  ocean. 

John  Bowring, 

1143.  EVEinr0,  Bvtyibr. 

Mom  is  the  time  to  act,  noon  to  endure ; 
But  O I  if  thou  would'st  keep  thy  spirit  pure. 
Turn  from  the  beaten  path,  by  worldlings  trod. 
Go  forth  at  eventide,  in  heart  to  walk  with 
God.  Mr$,  Emma  C.  Embury, 

1143.  EVEHVO,  Hyam  for. 

Sun  of  my  soul  I    Thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near : 
Oh  1  may  no  earth-bom  cloud  arise 
To  hide  Thee  from  TTiy  servantes  eyes. 

When  round  Thy  wondrous  works  below 
Hy  searching,  rapturous  glance  I  throw, 
Tracing  out  Wisdom,  Power,  and  Love, 
In  earth  or  sky,  in  stream  or  grove ; 

Or  by  the  light  Thy  words  disclose 
Watch  Timers  full  river  as  it  flows, 
Scanning  Thy  gracious  Providence 
Where  not  too  deep  for  mortal  sense : 

When  with  dear  friends  sweet  talk  I  hold. 
And  all  the  flowers  of  life  unfold. 
Let  not  my  heart  within  me  bum. 
Except  in  all  I  Thee  discern. 

When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 
Be  my  last  thought  how  sweet  to  rest 
Forever  on  my  &vioures  breast 

Abide  with  me  from  mom  till  eve, 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live ; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh. 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 

Thou  framer  of  the  light  and  dark, 
Steer  through  the  tempest  Tliine  own  ark ; 
Amid  the  howling  wintry  sea 
We  arc  in  port  if  we  have  Thee. 

If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine 
Have  n>umed,  to-day,  the  voice  divine, 
Now,  Lord,  the  gradous  work  begin;  . 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 
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Watch  by  the  sick :  enrich  the  poor 
With  blefisings  from  Thy  boandlefls  store , 
Be  cYery  moomer^s  sleep  to-nisht 
like  infant  slumben,  pure  and  light 

Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take ; 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  lore 
We  lose  ourselves  in  hearen  above. 

JohnKetlU. 

1144.  BVHBIUCK  Inftuaot  d, 

Are  Maria  t  blessed  be  the  hour  I 

The  time,  the  clime,  the  spot  where  I  so  oft 
Have  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 

Sink  o'er  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  soft, 
While  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant 
tower, 

Or  the  faint  dying  day-hymn  stole  aloft. 
And  not  a  breath  crept  through  the  rosy  air. 
And  yet  the  forest  leaves  seem*d  stirred  with 
prayer. 

Soft  hour !  which  makes  the  wish  and  melts 
the  heart 
Of  those  who  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day ; 
When  they  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn 
apart; 
Or  fills  with  love  the  pilgrim  on  his  way. 
As  the  far  bell  of  vesper  makes  him  start, 
Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day^s  decay ; 
Is  this  a  fancy  wmch  our  reason  scorns  ? 
Ahl   surely   nothing    dies    but    something 
mourns !  Lord  Byron, 

1145.  EVEIIHGk  Monl  oft 

Behold  the  sun,  that  seemed  but  now 

Enthroned  overhead, 
Bejnnneth  to  decline  below 

The  globe  whereon  we  tread ; 
And  he,  whom  yet  we  look  upon 

With  comfort  and  delight, 
Will  Quite  depart  from  hence  anon. 

Ana  leave  us  to  the  night. 

Thus  time,  unheeded,  steals  away 

The  life  which  nature  gave ; 
Thus  are  our  bodies  every  day 

Declining  to  the  grave : 
Thus  from  us  all  our  pleasures  fly 

Whereon  we  set  our  heart ; 
And  when  the  night  of  death  draws  nigh, 

Thus  will  they  all  depart 

Lord  I  though  the  sun  forsake  our  sight. 

And  mortal  hopes  are  vain ; 
Let  still  Thme  everlasting  light 

Witlun  our  souls  remain ! 
And  in  the  nights  of  our  distress 

Vouchsafe  those  rays  divine, 
Which  from  the  Sun  of  Righteousness 

Forever  brightly  shine  I 

Oeorffe  Wither, 

1146.  EVEIIia,  PKyvr  tt. 

Kot  on  a  prayerless  bed,  not  on  a  prayerless 
Compose  the  weary  limbs  to  rest ;     [bed 


For  they  alone  are  blest 

With  balmy  sleep 

Whom  angels  keep ; 
Nor,  though  by  care  oppressed. 

Or  anxious  sorrow,  * 

Or  thought  in  many  a  coil  perplexed 

For  coming  morrow, 

Lay  not  thy  head 

On  prayerless  bed. 

For  who  can  tell,  when  sleep  thine  ^e  shall 
That  earthly  cares  and  woea  [doae^ 

To  thee  may  e'er  return ! 

Arouse,  my  soul  I 

Slumber  control. 
And  let  thy  lamp  bum  brightly ; 

So  shfdl  thine  eyes  discern 
Things  pure  and  sightly ; 

Taught  by  the  Spirit,  learn 

Never  on  prayerless  bed 

To  lay  thine  unblest  head. 

Hast  thou  no  pining  want,  or  wish,  or  care. 
That  calls  for  holy  prayer? 
Has  thy  day  been  so  bright 
That  m  its  flight 
There  is  no  trace  of  sorrow? 
And  art  thou  sure  to-morrow 
Will  be  like  this,  and  more 
Abundant  I   Dost  thou  yet  lay  up  th  j  store, 
And  stiU  make  plans  for  more  f 
Thou  fool  I  this  very  ni^ht 
Thy  soul  may  wing  its  flight 

Hast  thou  no  being  than  thyself  more  dear, 
That  ploughs  the  ocean  deep. 
And  when  storms  sweep 
The  wintry,  lowering  sky, 
For  whom  thou  wakost  and  weepest  ? 
O,  when  thy  paii»  are  deepest 
Seek  then  the  covenant  aric  of  prayer ! 
For  He  that  slumbereth  not  is  there  : 
His  ear  is  open  to  their  or. 
O,  then,  on  prayerless  bed 
Lay  not  thy  thoughtless  head  I 

Arouse  thee,  weary  soul,  nor  yield  to  almnber  I 
Till  in  communion  blest 
With  the  elect  ye  rest. 
Those  souls  of  countless  number ; 
And  with  them  raise 
The  note  of  praise, 
Beaching  from  earth  to  heaven : 
Chosen,  redeemed,  foi^ven! 
So  lay  thy  hapny  head, 
Prayer-crownea,  on  blessed  bed. 

Me^fforet  Mercer, 

1147.  BVBHIVCK  IMiMMiiftof; 

Then  is  the  time 
For  those  whom  wisdom  and  whom  nature 
charm,  [crowd. 

To  steal   themselves  from   the   deppenerate 
And  soar  above  this  little  scene  of  things; 
To  tread  low^thoughted  vice  beneath  their 

feet. 
To  soothe  the  throbbinff  panions  into  peace; 
And  woo  lone  quiet  in  her  silent  walks. 

Jamee  Hwmeen, 
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1149.  SVSnVQ,  Splndoftot 

Hid  this  effulgence  disappeared 

With  flying  haste,  I  might  have  sent 
Amopg  the  speechless  clouds  a  look 

Of  blank  astonishment; 
Bat  -  tis  endued  with  power  to  stay, 
And  sanctify  one  closing  day,  • 

Hiat  frail  mortalitv  may  see — 
What  is  t — ah  no,  but  what  can  be  I 

Time  was  when  field  and  watery  core 
With  modulated  echoes  rang, 
While  choirs  of  fervent  angels  sang 

Tlieir  vespers  in  the  grove ;  [height. 

Or,  crowning,  star-like,  each  some  sovereign 

Warbled,  for  heaven  above  and  earth  below, 
Stnins  suitable  to  both.     Such  holy  rite, 

Methinks,  if  audibly  repeated  now 
From  lull  or  valley,  could  not  move 
Sublimcr  transport,  purer  love. 
Than  doth  this  silent  spectacle— the  gleam^ 
The  shadow,  and  the  peace  supreme  I 

No  sound  is  uttered ;  but  a  deep 

And  solemn  harmony  pervades 
The  hollow  vale  from,  steep  to  steep, 

And  penetrates  the  glades. 
Far-distant  images  draw  nigh, 
OaUed  forth  by  wondrous  potency 
Of  beamy  radiance,  that  imbues 
Whatever  it  strikes  with  gem-like  hues ! 

In  vision  exquisitely  clear. 
Herds  range  along  the  mountain-side, 
And  elistening  antlers  are  descried. 

And  gilded  flocks  appear. 
Thine  is  the  tranquil  hour,  pnrpureal  Eve  I 

But  long  as  ffoa-like  wish,  or  hope  divine, 
Informs  my  spirit,  ne^er  csn  I  believe 

That  this  magnificence  is  wholly  thine ! 
From  worlds  not  quickened  by  the  sun 
A  portion  of  the  gift  is  won ; 
An  intermingling  of  Heaven's  pomp  is  spread 
On  ground  which  British  shepherds  tread. 

And  if  there  be  whom  broken  ties 

Afflict,  or  injmies  assail. 
Yon  hazy  ridges  to  their  eyes 

Present  a  glorious  scale. 
Climbing,  suffused  with  sunny  air. 
To  stop — ^no  record  hath  told  where  1 
And  tempting  Fancy  to  ascend. 
And  with  immortal  spirits  blend  t 
Wings  at  my  shoulders  seem  to  play ; 
Bkit  rooted  hero  I  stsnd  and  gaze 
On  those  bright  steps  that  heavenward  raise 

Their  practicable  way. 
Come  forth,  ye  drooping  old  men,  look  abroad. 

And  see  to  what  fair  countries  ye  are  bound ! 
And  if  some  traveller,  weaiy  of  his  road, 

Have  slept  since  noontide  on  the  grassy 
YeCkniil  to  his  covert  speed,  [flpround, 

And  awake  him  with  such  gentle  heed 
As  may  attune  his  soul  to  meet  the  dower 
Bestowed  on  this  transcendent  hour  I 

Such  hues  from  their  celestial  um 
Were  wont  to  stream  before  mine  eye, 


WhereVr  it  wandered  in  the  mom 
Of  blissful  infancy. 

This  glimpse  of  fflory,  why  renewed! 

Nay,  rather,  speuc  with  gratitude ; 

For,  if  a  vestige  of  those  gleams 

Survived,  'twas  only  in  my  dreams.       [serve 

Dread  Power  I    whom  peace  and  calnrness 
No  less  than  Nature^  threatening  voice, 
If  auffht  unworthv  be  my  choioe. 

From  Tiiee  if  I  would  swerve. 
Oh,  let  Thv  grace  remind  me  of  the  liffht 
Full  early  lost,  and  fruitlessly  deplored ; 

Which,  at  this  moment,  on  my  waking  sight 
Appears  to  shine,  by  miracle  restorea ; 

My  soul,  though  yet  confined  to  earth, 

Rejoices  in  a  second  birth. 

*Tis  past,  the  visionary  splendor  fades. 

And  night  approaches  with  her  shades. 

WUliam  Word&wcrUk 

1149.  BYBnVOf  Xhaaki  £» 

Father  of  heaven  and  earth  t 

I  bless  Thee  for  the  night. 

The  soft,  still  night ! 
The  holy  pause  of  care  and  mirth, 

Of  sound  and  light  I 

Now  far  in  glade  and  dell. 
Flower-cup,  and  bud,  and  bell       [nest; 
Have  shut  around  the  sleeping  woomark*s 
The  bee^s  long-murmuring  tous  are  done, 
And  I,  the  overwearied  one. 
Bless  Thee,  OGod,  O  Father  of  the  oppre«edl 
With  my  last  waking  thought. 
In  the  still  nisht  I 
Tes,  ere  I  sink  to  rest 
Bv  the  fire^s  dying  light. 
Thou  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven  1 
I  bless  Thee,  who  hast  given 
Unto  life's  hunting  travellers  the  nighti 
The  soft,  still,  holy  night  I 

Mr»,  F,  2>.  Eman$. 

1150.  KVJSmJiO,  Vefperii 

Blest  be  the  God  of  love,  [this  day, 

Who  gave  me  eyes  and  light,  and  power 
Both  to  be  busy  and  to  play. 
But  much  more  blest  be  God  above^ 

Who  gave  me  sight  alone. 
Which  to  Himself  He  did  deny; 
For  when  He  sees  my  ways  I  die ; 
But  I  have  got  His  Son,  and  He  hath  none. 

What  have  I  brought  Thee  home     [debt 
For  this  Thy  love?    Have  I  discharged  the 
Which  this  day's  favor  did  beget  t 
Iran;  but  alll  brought  was  foam. 

Thy  diet,  care,  and  cost 
Do  end  in  bubbles,  balls  of  wind ; 
Of  wind  to  Thee  whom  I  have  crost, 
But  balls  of  wUd-flre  to  my  troubled  mind. 

Yet  still  Thou  goest  on. 
And  now  with  darkness  closest  weary  eyes, 
Saying  to  man,  '*  It  doth  suffice: 
Hencdforth  repose ;  your  work  is  done.** 
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TtkVB  m  Thy  ebony 
Thou  dost  inclose  us,  till  the  day 
Pot  our  amendment  in  our  way, 
And  give  new  wheels  to  our  disordered  docks. 

I  muse  which  shows  more  love,  [harbor ; 
The  day  or  night :  that  is  the  gale,  this  the 
That  is  the  walk,  and  this  the  arbor ; 
Or  that  the  garden,  this  the  groye. 

My  Qod,  Thou  art  all  lore. 
Kot  one  poor  minute  ^scapes  thy  breast, 
But  brings  a  favor  from  above ; 
And  in  this  love,  more  than  in  bed,  I  rost. 

George  Eerbert. 

lUl.  EVII4  AbttobfrtniL 

With  caution  taste  the  sweet  Circsean  cup ; 

He  that  sips  often,  at  last  drinks  it  up. 

Habits  are  soon  assumed;  but  when  they 
strive 

To  strip  them  off  *tis  being  flayed  alive. 

Galled  to  the  temple  of  impure  delight^ 

He  that  abstains,  and  he  alone,  does  right. 

If  a  wish  wander  that  way,  call  it  home ; 

He  cannot  long  be  safe  whose  wishes  roam. 

But  if  you  pass  the  threshold,  you  are  caught ; 

Die  then,  if  power  Almighty  save  yon  not. 

There   hardening  by   cfegrees,  till   double 
steerd, 

Take  leave  of  natnre^s  God,  and  Gk>d  revealed ; 

Then  lau^h  at  all  yon  trembled  at  before, 

And,  joinmg  the  firoe-thinkers'  brutal  roar. 

Swallow  the  two  grand  nostrums  they  dis- 
pense. 

The  Scripture  lies,  and  blasphemy  is  sense. 

If  clemency  revolted  by  abuse 

Be  damnable,  then  damned  without  excuse. 

Some  dream  that  they  can  silenoe,  when  they 
will,  [still:" 

The  storm  of  passion,  and  say,  "Peace,  be 

But,  "Thus  far  and  no  farther,"  when  ad- 
dressed 

To  the  wild  wave,  or  wilder  human  breast, 

Implies  authority  that  never  can, 

niat  never  ought  to  be  the  lot  of  man« 

William  Cawper, 

1153.  SVIL,  Bewaroofi 

Nevertheless,  O  mnner,  harden  not  thine  heart 

in  evil; 
Nor  plume  thee  in  imaginary  triumph,  be- 
cause thou  art  not  valueless  as  vile ; 
Because  thy  dark  abominations  add  lustre  to 

the  clarity  of  Light ; 
Because  a  wonder-workmg  alchemy  draineth 

elixir  out  of  poisons ; 
Because  the  same  fiery  volcano  that  scorcheth 

and  ravageth  a  continent, 
Hath  in  the  broad  blue  bay  cast  up  some 

petty  island ; 
Because  to  the  full  demonstration  of  the 

qualities  and  accidents  of  good, 
Tlie  swarthy  legions  of  the  devil  hath  toiled 

as  unwitting  pioneers ;  [hate  it : 

For  sin  is  still  sin ;  so  hateful.  Love  doth 
A  blot  on  the  glory  of  creation,  which  justice 

must  wipe  out 


Sin  is  a  loathsome  l^rosy,  fretting  the  white 
robe  of  innocence ; 

A  rottenness,  eating  out  the  heart  of  the  royal 
cedars  of  Lebancm ;         [pilgrimage ; 

A  pestilential  blast,  the  terror  of  that  holy 

A  rent  in  the  sacred  veil,  whereby  God  \bSL 
the  temple. 

Therefor^  consider  thyself,  thou  that  dost 
not  sorrow  for  thy  guilt ; 

Fear  evil,  or  face  its  enemy;  dread  sin,  or 
dare  justice.  [low  them; 

Yea,  saith  the  Spirit ;  and  their  works  do  f  ol- 

Habits,  and  thoughts,  and  deeds,  are  shadows 
and  sateUites  of  self. 

What  I  shall  the  claimant  to  a  throne  stand 
forward  with  a  rabble  rout, — 

Meanness,  impiety,  and  lust,  riot,  and  indo- 
lence, and  vanity? 

Nay,  man !  the  train  wherewith  thou  oomest 
attend  whither  thou  shalt  go. 

A  throne  for  a  king's  son,  but  an  innm  dun- 
geon for  the  felon. 

For  a  man's  works  do  follow  him :  bodily, 
standing  in  the  judgment, 

Behold  the  fuse  accuser,  behold  the  slan- 
dered saint ; 

The  slave,  and  his  bloody  driver ;  the  poor, 
and  his  generous  friend ; 

The  simple  dupe,  and  the  crafty  knave;  the 
murderer,  and  his  victim  I 

Jf.  F.  Tupper. 

1U3«  lYlL,  Oampeniatlcni  vt. 

Pain  and  sin  are  convicts,  and  toil  in  their 
fetters  for  good; 

The  weapons  of  evil  are  turned  against  itself 
fighting  under  better  bannen : 

The  leech  delighteth  in  stinging,  and  the 
wicked  loveth  to  do  harm. 

But  the  wise  physician  of  the  universe  useth 
that  ill  tendency  for  health. 

Yerily,  from  others'  micfs  are  gendered  sym- 
pathy and  kindness ; 

Patience,  humility,  and  faith  spring  not  sel- 
dom from  thine  own ; 

An  enemy,  humbled  by  his  own  sorrows,  can* 
not  be  far  from  thy  forgiveness, 

A  friend,  who  hath  tasted  of  calamity,  shaU 
fan  the  dying  incanse  of  thy  love  : 

And  for  thyself,  is  it  a  small  thing  so  to 
learn  thy  frailty,  [whole  body  t 

That  from  an  aching  bone  thou  savest  the 

The  furnace  of  affliction  may  be  fierce,  but  if 
it  refineth  thy  soul. 

The  good  of  one  meek  thought  shall  outp 
weigh  years  of  torment 

Jf.  F.  Tapper. 

IIM.  EVIIi,  Faith  in. 

When  man  in  error  gropes 
JHght  under  night  still  opea: 
Goodness  is  bDrror  then. 
And  demons  dwell  in  men. 
But  when  he  flunks  aright, 
A  fount  of  dsEzzling  light 
From  evil^s  darkness  bursty 
To  satiate  his  dursta. 
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A  fiuth  of  truth  and  lore 
Melts  hell  in  hearen  aboye ; 
A  faith  of  lies  in  hell  below. 
Whoever  thinks  with  God 
Doth  grasp  fate^s  mighty  rod. 

Oriental,  tr,  bjf  W.  &  Alger, 

1M5.  EVIL,  Fniitfabasi  ot 

Oh,  how  will  crimo  engender  crime  t  throw 
Upon  the  sool,  and,  like  a  stone  cast  on  [gcdlt 
The  troubled  waters  of  a  lake, 
Twill   form  in  drdes,   round   sncceeding 

round. 
Each  wider  than  the  first  OoUnan, 

ll{t6.  EYIIk  Qooi  frooL 

Patiently  received  from  Thee, 

Evl]  cannot  evil  be. 

Evil  is  by  evil  healed ; 

Evil  is  but  good  concealed. 
And  through  the  virtue  of  Thy  Blood 
Shall  turn  to  our  eternal  good. 

CUarlea  Wedey. 

1M7.  EVIL,  Bedit  not 

The  trodden  worm  will  turn  again. 

And  nature  hurt  resent  the  smart. 
Unless  Thj  gentleness  restrain, 

UnJtess  Thy  Love  overcome  my  heart 
The  precept  and  the  pattern  mild 

Thou  giv'st ;  but  add  the  patient  power, 
And,  tamed  into  a  little  child, 

Thy  follower  shall  resist  no  more. 

CharUe  Wedey. 

ll^S.  EVIL,  Uprootiiig. 

A  sprout  of  evil,  ere  it  has  struck  root, 
yaitk  thumb  and  finger  one  up-pulls : 
To  start  it,  when  grown  up  and  full  of  fruit. 
Requires  a  mighty  yoke  of  bulls. 

Oriental,  tr.  hy  W.  JR.  Alger. 

1190.  EVILS,  AntiolpAtlog. 

Bome  of  your  hurts  you  have  cured. 
And  the  sharpest  you  still  have  survived, 

But  what  torments  of  grief  you  endured 
From  evils  which  never  arrived ! 
I'rain  the  French,  tr.  hy  B.W.  Emereon. 

1160.  EVII4  Imogiiiaxy. 

Let  to-morrow  take  care  of  to-morrow,^- 

Leave  things  of  the  future  to  fate ; 
What's  the  use  to  anticipate  sorrow  t— 

Life's  troubles  come  never  too  late  I 
if  to  hopQ  overmuch  be  an  error, 

Tis  one  that  the  wise  have  pref  wred ; 
And  how  often  have  hearts  been  in  tenor 

Of  evils  that  never  occurred. 

Hare  &ith,  and  thy  faith  shall  sustain  thee— 

Permit  not  suspicion  and  care 
With  invisible  bonds  to  enchain  thee, 

But  bear  what  God  gives  thee  to  bear. 
By  His  spirit  supported  and  gladdened. 

Be  ns'er  by  forclxKlings  deterred: 
But  think  how  oft  hearts  have  been  sad- 

By  fear  of  what  never  occurred.        [dened 

Let  to-morrow  take  care  of  to-morrow : 
Short  and  dark  as  our  life  may  appear, 


Wo  may  make  it  stUl  darker  by  sorrow, — 

Still  shorter  by  folly  and  fear  I 
Half  our  troubles  are  half  our  invention^ 

And  often  from  blessings  conferred 
Have  we  shrunk,  in  the  wild  apprehension 

Of  evils  that  never  occurred. 

Charlee  Sioain. 

116t*  EVILS,  IxBpfOT«mait  ct 

There  is  some  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil. 
Would  men  observingly  distil  it  out ; 
For  our  bad  neighbor  mokes  us  early  stirrers ; 
Which  is  bgth  healthful  and  aood  husbandry. 
Besides,  they  are  our  outwaid  consciences. 
And  preachers  to  us  all ;  admonishing, 
That  we  should  dress  us  fairly  for  our  end, 
That  we  may  gather  honey  from  the  sweet, 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  devil  hinMwlf. 

Shakeepeare. 
1169.  EXAMIHATIOH,  8al£ 

By  all  means  use  sometime  to  bo  alone. 
Salute  thyself :  see  what  thy  soul  doth  wear. 
Dare  to  look  in  thy  chest ;  for  *tis  thine  own : 
And  tumble  up  and  down  what  thou  find'st 
there. 
Who  cannot  rest  till  he  good  fellows  find, 
He  breaks  up  houses,  turns  out  of  doors 
hismmd. 

Sum  up  by  night  what  thou  hast  done  by  day ; 
And  in  the  morning,  what  thou  hast  to  do, 
Dress  and  undress  thy  soul :  mark  the  decay 
And  growth  of  it :  if,  with  thy  watch,  that  too 
Be  down,  then  wind  up  both :    since  we 

shall  be 
Most  surely  judged,  make  thy  accounts 
agree.  Oeorge  Herbert. 

1163.  EXAMPLE,  Enoouagozneiit  o£ 

And  all  these  lines  are  underscored,  and  here 
And  there  a  tear  hath  been  and  left  its 

The  only  record,  haply,  of  a  tear  [stain, — 
Long  wiped  from  eyes  no  more  to  weep 
again. 

And,  as  I  gaze,  a  solemn  joy  oomefi  o^er  me : 
By  these  deep  footprints,  I  can  surely  guess 

Some  pilgrim,  by  the  road  that  lies  before  me, 
Hath  crossed,  long  time  ago,  the  wilderness. 

With  feet  oft  bruised  among  its  sharp  fiints, 
duly 

He  turned  aside  to  gather  simples  here, ' 
And  lay  up  cordials  for  his  faintncss :  truly, 

Kow  will  I  track  his  steps,  and  be  of  cheer. 

And,  wearied,  by  this  wayside  fountain's  brink 
He  sat  to  rest ;  and,  as  it  then  befell. 

The  stone  was  rolled  away ;  he  stooped  to  drink 
The  waters  springing  up  from  life*s  detr 
weU. 

And  oft,  upon  his  journey  faring  sadly. 
He  communed  with  this  Teacher  from  on 
high ;  [gladly, 

And,  meetini^  words  of  piomisd,  meekly, 
Wentonhiaway  njoicing.    SowillL 

Ihra  Oreenweik 
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1164.  EXAXFLEi  InfiiMiioe  ofi 

Still  shines  the  light  of  holv  lives 

Like  star-beams  over  doubt ; 
Each  sainted  memory,  Christ-like,  drives 

Some  dark  possession  out. 

0  friend !  O  brother !  not  in  vain     % 
Thy  life  so  calm  and  tnie, 

The  silver  dropping  of  the  rain, 
Tlie  fall  of  summer  dew ! 

With  weary  hand,  yet  steadfast  will, 

In  old  age  as  in  youth. 
Thy  Master  found  thee  sowing  still 

The  good  seed  of  His  truth. 

As  on  thy  task-field  closed  the  day 

In  golden-skied  decline, 
His  angel  met  thee  on  the  way, 

And  lent  his  arm  to  thine. 

J.  G.  WhUHer. 

IIM.  EXAMPLE,  LlMBM  of; 

If  apostolic  gravity  be  free 
To  play  the  fool  on  Sundays,  why  not  wet 
If  he  the  tinkling  harpsichord  regards 
As  inoffensive,  what  offence  in  cards  ? 
Strike  up  the  fiddles,  let  us  all  be  gay  I 
Laymen  have  leave  to  dance,  if  parsons  play. 

WiUiam  Cowper, 

liee.  EXAMPLE,  Heed  oft 

The  sexton,  tolling  his  bell  at  noon. 
Deems  not  that  great  Napoleon 
Stops  his  horse,  and  lists  with  delight 
Whilst  his  files   sweep  round  yon  Alpine 
Kor  knowest  thou  what  argument     [height ; 
Thy  life  to  thv  neighbor's  creed  lias  lent 
All  are  needed  by  each  one ; 
Nothing  is  fair  or  good  alone. 

R,  W.  Emerson, 

1167.  EXAMPLE,  Posthunou. 

1  see  through  the  gathering  darkness 
The  spire  of  the  village  church, 

And  the  pale  white  tomos,  half  hidden 
By  the  tasselled  willow  and  birch. 

Vain  is  the  golden  drifting 
Of  mbming  light  on  the  hill ; 

No  white  hand  opens  the  windows 
Of  those  chambers  low  and  stilL 

But  their  dweUera  were  all  my  kindred. 
Whatever  their  lives  might  be, 

And  their  sufferings  and  {Achievements 
Have  recorded  lessons  for  me. 

Not  one  of  the  countless  voyagers 

Of  life's  mysterious  main 
Has  laid  down  his  burden  of  sorrows, 

Who  hath  lived  and  loved  in  vain. 

From  the  bards  of  the  elder  ages 

PVagments  of  song  float  by. 
Like  flowers  in  the  streams  of  summer. 

Or  stars  in  the  midnight  sky. 

a 

Some  plumes  in  the  dust  are  scattered, 
Where  the  eagles  of  Persia  flew. 


And  wisdom  is  reaped  from  the  furrows 
The  plough  of  the  Roman  drew. 

From  the  white  tents  of  the  crusaders 
The  phantoms  of  glory  are  gone. 

But  the  zeal  of  the  barefooted  henmt 
In  humanity's  heart  lives  on. 

AUes  Carey, 

116§.  EXAMPLE,  Present 

Present  example  gets  within  our  guard. 
And  acts  with  double  force,  by  few  repell'd. 
Ambition  fires  ambition ;  love  of  gain 
Strikes,  like  a  pestilence,  from  breast  to  breast 
mot,  pride,  perfidy,  blue  vapors  breatbe ; 
And  inhumanity  Ib  caught  from  man, 
IVom  smiling  man  t    A  slight,  a  single  glance, 
And  shot  at  random,  often  has  brought  home 
A  sudden  fever  to  the  throbbing  heart 
Of  envy,  rancor,  or  impure  desire. 
We  see,  we  hear,  with  peril ;  safety  dwells 
Remote  from  multitude.  The  world's  a  school 
Of   wrong;    and   what    proficients    swarm 
We  must  or  imitate  or  disapprove ;  [around  t 
Must  list  as  their  accomplices  or  foes : 
That  stains  our  innocence,  this  wounds  our 
peace.  Edward  Yaung, 

1169.  EXAMPLE,  Begaid  for. 

Once  Sultan  Nushirvan  the  Just,  hunting, 
Stopped  in  an  open  field  to  take  a  lunch. 
He  wanted  salt,  and  to  a  servant  said, 
"  Gk>  get  some  at  the  nearest  house,  but  pay 
The  price  the  peasant  asks. "     ' '  Great  King,  ^ 

exclaimed  [realm; 

The  servant,   ''\hou  art  lord  o'er  all  this 
Why  take  the  pains  to  'Suy  a  little  salt  ?  ^ 
'*  It  is  a  little  thing,"  said  Nushirvan, 
"  And  so,  at  first,  was  all  the  evil  whose 
Most  monstrous  load  now  presses  so  the  world. 
Were  there  no  little  wrongs,  no  great  could 

be. 
If  I  from  off  a  poor  man^s  tree  should  pluck 
A  single  apple,  straight  my  slaves  would  rob 
The  whole  tree  to  its  root :  if  I  should  seize 
Five  effgs,  my  ministers  at  once  would  snatch 
A  hundred  hens.   Therefore  strict  Justice  must 
I,  even  in  unimportant  acta,  observe. 
Bring  salt,  but  pay  the  peasant  what  he  asks.** 

OrientaL 

1170.  EXAMPLE,  Bewaid  o& 

If  men  of  good  lives, 
Wlio,  by  their  virtuous  actions,  stir  up  othen 
To  noble  and  religious  imitation. 
Receive  the  greater  glory  after  death. 
As  sin  must  needs  couess;  what  may  they  feel 
In  height  of  torment,  and  in  weight  of  ven- 
geance. 
Not  omy  they  themselves  not  doing  well. 
But  set  a  light  up  to  show  men  to  hell  t 

Thomas  Middieton. 

1171.  EXOELSIOB. 

The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast, 
As  through  an  Mpino  village  passed 
A  youth,  who  bore,  'mid  snow  and  ice, 
A  banner  with  the  strange  dericeb 
Excelsior  I 


283 


Wb  brow  Tras  sad ;  his  eye  beneath 
Flashed  like  a  falchion  from  its  sheath, 
And  like  a  silTer  clarion  rang 
The  acoents  of  that  unknown  tongne 
Bxoelsior  I 

In  happy  homes  he  saw  the  light 
Of  household  fires  gleam  warm  and  bright ; 
Above,  the  spectral  glaciers  shone, 
And  from  his  lips  escaped  a  groan. 
Excelsior  I 

"^  Try  not  the  Pass  1 "  the  old  man  said ; 
*'  Dark  lowers  tlie  tempest  overhead. 
The  roaring  torrent  is  deep  and  wide  t " 
And  loud  the  clarion  yoice  replied. 
Excelsior ! 

"  O  stay,^'  the  maiden  said,  ''  and  rest 
Thy  weary  head  upon  this  breast  I  ** 
A  tear  stood  in  his  bright  blue  eye, 
But  still  he  answered  with  a  sigh. 
Excelsior  I 

"  Beware  the  pine-tree's  withered  branch  I 
Beware  the  awful  avalandie  ?  " 
This  was  the  peasants  last  (jk>od-night. 
A  Toice  replied,  far  up  the  height, 
I^celsior  I 

At  break  of  day,  as  heavenward 
The  pious  monks  of  St  Bernard 
Uttered  the  oft-repeated  prayer, 
A  voice  cried  through  the  startled  air. 
Excelsior  1 

A  traveller,  by  the  faithful  hound. 
Half-buried  in  the  snow  was  found, 
Bdll  flprasping  in  his  hand  of  ice 
That  banner  with  the  strange  device, 
Excelsior! 

There  in  the  twilight  cold  and  gray, 
LifftlesH,  but  beautiful,  he  lay, 
And  from  the  sky,  serene  and  fiir, 
A  voice  fell,  like  a  falling  star, 

Excelsior  I  R  W.  LoTigftOow. 

1179«  EZOEUiEVaEi  AttainmaDt  oft 

Saint  Augustine  I  well  hast  thou  said. 
That  of  our  vices  we  can  frame 

A  ladder,  if  we  will  but  tread 
Beneath  our  feet  eadi  deed  of  shamel 

All  common  things,  each  day*8  events. 
That  with  the  hour  begin  and  end. 

Our  pleasures  and  our  discontents. 
Are  rounds  by  which  we  may  ascend. 

The  low  desire,  the  base  design. 
That  makes  another- s  virtues  lees ; 

The  revel  of  the  raddy  wine. 
And  all  occasions  of  excess ; 

The  longing  for  ignoble  things ; 

The  strife  for  triumph  more  than  truth ; 
The  hardening  of  the  heart,  that  brings 

Irreverence  for  the  dreams  of  youth ; 

AH  thoughts^  of  ill ;  all  evil  deeds, 
That  have  their  root  in  thoughts  of  ill ; 


Whatever  hinderB  or  impedes 
The  action  of  the  nobler  will  -^-^ 

All  these  must  fiijBt  be  trampled  down 
Beneath  our  feet,  if  we  would  gain 

In  the  M^ht  fields  of  fair  renown 
The  right  of  eminent  domain. 

We  have  not  wings,  we  cannot  soar ; 

But  we  have  feet  to  scale  and  dimb 
By  slow  decrees,  by  more  and  more. 

The  clouay  summits  of  our  time. 

The  mighty  pyramids  of  stone 
That  wedge-like  cleave  the  desert  airs, 

When  nearer  seen,  and  better  known. 
Are  but  gigantic  flights  of  stairs. 

The  distant  mountains,  that  uprear 
Their  solid  bastions  to  the  dues, 

Are  crossed  by  pathways,  that  appear 
As  we  to  higher  levels  rise. 

Hie  heights  by  great  men  reached  and  kept 
Were  not  attained  by  sudden  flight ; 

But  they,  while  their  companions  slept, 
Were  toiling  upward  in  the  night. 

Standing  on  what  too  Ions  we  bore 
With  shoulders  bent  and  downcast  eyes, 

We  may  discern — ^unseen  before— 
A  path  to  higher  destinies. 

Nor  deem  the  irrevocable  Past, 
As  wholly  wasted,  wholly  vain, 

If  rising  on  its  wrecks,  at  last 
To  something  nobler  we  attain. 

K  W.  Longfdlow, 

1173.  EXOELCBVQE,  Fbnibk. 

Even  in  a  palace,  life  may  be  led  well  I 
So  spoke  the  imperial  sage,  purest  of  men, 
Marcus  Aurelius.     But  the  stifling  den 
Of  common  life,  where,  crowded  up  pell-mell. 
Our  freedom  for  a  little  bread  we  sell. 
And  dradge  under  some  foolish  master's  ken. 
Who  rates  us,  if  we  peer  outside  our  pen, — 
Matched  with  a  palace,  is  not  this  a  hell  ? 

Even  in  a  palace !    On  his  trath  sincere. 
Who  spoke  these  woi'ds,  no  shadow  ever  came ; 
And  when  my  ill-schooled  spirit  is  aflame 
Some  nobler,  ampler  stage  of  life  to  win, 
ril  stop,  and  sav:  "There  were  no  succor  hero! 
The  aids  to  noble  life  are  all  within.'* 

Matthew  Amddt 

1174.  EKOBS,  ATddlag^ 

Moderate  tasks  and  moderate  leisure, 
Quiet  living,  strict-kept  measure, 
Both  in  suffering  and  in  pleasure^— 
'Tis  for  this  thy  nature  yearns. 

But  so  many  books  thou  readest, 
But  so  many  schemes  thou  breedest. 
But  so  many  wishes  f  eedest, 
That  thy  poor  head  almost  turns. 
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And  (the  world^s  so  madly  fangled. 
Human  things  so  fast  entangled,) 
Natnro^s  wish  must  now  be  strangled 
For  that  best  which  she  discerns. 

*    So  it  must  ba  I  yet  while  leading 
A  strained  life,  while  over-feeding, 
like  the  rest,  his  wit  with  reading, 
No  small  profit  that  man  earns, 

Who  through  all  ho  meets  can  steer  him, 
Can  reject  what  cannot  dear  him. 
Cling  to  what  can  truly  cheer  him  I 
Who  each  day  more  surely  learns 

That  an  impulse,  from  the  distance 
Of  his  deepest^  bsst  existence, 
To  the  words  **  Hope,"  Light,  Persistence,  *' 
Strongly  stirs  and  truly  bums ! 

,,  HdUhew  Arnold. 

1175.  EZoibB,  Penidty  o£ 

Vi^ent  fires  soon  bum  out  themsclv 
SnuDI  shipwers  last  long,  but  suddei 

are  short ; 

Ho  tires  betimes,  that  spurs  too  fast  betides ; 
With  eager  feeding,  food  ^th  choke  the 
light  vanity,  insatiate  cormonbit,  [feeder ; 
Consuming  means,  soon  preys  u|^n  itself. 

1176.  EZOITEHEHT,'  Osiftlmi  ofi 

Don't  catch  the  fidgets ;  you  have  found  your 
Just  in  the  focus  01  a  nervous  race,       [place 
Fretful  to  change,  and  rabid  to  d^cuss, 
Full  of  excitements,  always  in  a  fuss ; 
Think  of  the  patriarchs ;  then  compare  as  men 
These  lean-cheeked  maniacs  of  the  tongue  and 

pent 
Run  like  a  man,  but  don't  be  worked  to  death ; 
And  with  new  notions, — let  me  change  the 

rule, -7- 
Don't  strike  the  iron  tiU  it 's  slightly  cooL 

Oliver  WenaiU  Holmes, 

1177.  EZOITEICEIT,  Punit  ofi 

But  me,  not  destined  such  delights  to  share, 
My  prime  of  life  in  wandering  spent  and  caro : 
Impelled,  witli  steps  unceasing,  to  pursue 
Some  fleeting  good,  that  mocks  me  with  the 

view, 
Th^>,  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  skies, 
Allures  from  far,  yet,  as  I  follow,  flies ; 
My  fortune. leads  to  traverse  realms  alone. 
And  find  no  spot  of  all  the  world  my  own. 

Oliver  QoUumitK 


1178. 
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Health 


^ 


Kobody  *s  healthful  withoBexerdae : 
Just  wars  arc  cxcrdses  oflL  state ; 

Virtoo  *s  in  motion,  and  oontdnds  to  rise 
With  generous  ascents  above  altaiate. 

OharleeiLleyn, 

1179.  EXEBOISE,  Law  ot 

By  ceaseless  action  all  that  is  subsists. 
Constant  rotation  of  the  unwearied  wheel 
That  Nature  jides  upon  maintains  her  health. 
Her  beauty,  fl^  f  ertili^.    She  dreads 


An  instants  pause,  and  lives  but  while  sho 

moves. 
Its  own  revolvcncy  upholds  the  world. 
Winds  from  all  quarters  agitate  the  air. 
And  fit  the  limpid  element  for  use. 
Eke   noxious:    oceans,    rivers,    lakes,   and 

streams,  [deansed 

All  feel   the  freshening  impulse,   and   are 
By  restless  undulation ;  e^en  the  oak 
Thrives  indeed  indignant,  and  to  feel  [dun. 
The  impression  of  the  blast  with  proud  dia- 
Frowning,  as  if  in  his  unconsdous  arm 
He  held  the  thunder :  but  the  monarch  owes 
His  firm  stability  to  what  he  scorns— 
More  fix^d  below,  the  more  disturbed  above. 
The  law,  by  which  all  creatures  else  are  bound. 
Binds  man,  the  lord  of  idl.    Hlmsdf  derivea 
No  mean  advantage  from  a  kindred  cause. 
From  strenuous  tou  his  hours  of  sweetest  ease. 
The  sedentary  stretch  their  lazy  length 
When  custom  bids,  but  no  refreshment  find^ 
For  none  they  need ;  the  languid  eye,  the  chedc 
Deserted  ofnts  bloom,  the  flacdd,  shrunk. 
And  withered  musde,  and  the  vapid  soul. 
Reproach  their  owner  with  that  love  of  rest 
To  which  he  f orfdts  e'en  the  rest  he  loves. 
Not  such  tlie  alert  and  active.    Measure  life 
By  its  trae  worth,  tiie  comforts  it  affords, 
And  theirs  alone  seems  worthy  of  the  name, 
G<M  health,  and,  its  assodate  in  the  moat, 
QoSBL  temper;  spirits  prompt  to  undertake, 
And  not  soon  spent,  though  in  an  arduous 

task ;  [theirs ; 

The  powers  of  fancy  and  strong  thought  ars 
E'en  age  itself  seems  privileged  in  them. 
With  aear  exemption  from  its  own  defects ; 
A  sparkling  eye  beneath  a  wrinkled  front 
The  veteran  shows,  and,  gracing  a  gray  beard 
With  youthful  smiles,  &Boen&  toward  the 

ffrave 
SprighUy,  and  old  almost  without  decay. 

William  Gowperm 

1190.  EZISTBirOE,  AaimAl. 

There  are  a  number  of  us  creep 
Into  this  world,  to  eat  and  sleep ; 
And  know  no  reason  why  we're  bom. 
But  only  to  consume  the  com. 
Devour  the  cattle,  fowl,  and  fish, 
%    And  leave  behind  an  empty  dish. 
The  crows  and  ravens  do  the  same, 
Unlucky  birds  of  hateful  name ; 
Ravens  or  crows  might  fill  thdr  places^ 
And  swallow  com  and  carcasses. 
Then  if  their  tombstone,  when  they  die, 
Be  n't  taught  to  flatter  and  to  lie. 
There's  nothing  bdter  will  be  said 
Than  that  ''they've  eat  up  all  their  bread. 
Drunk  up  their  drink,  ana  gone  to  bed.'* 

Imae  WaUe. 

1181.  EZECOTATIOS,  Bimspdntea. 

The  distant  prosjx^ct  always  seem  more  fair, 
And  when  attained,  another  still  succeeds, 
Far  fairer  than  before, — ^yct  compass'd  round 
With  the  same  dangers,  and  the  same  dismay. 
And  we  poor  pil^pima  in  this  dreary  masOy 


r 
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^ 


Stni  discontented,  chase  the  faii7  form 
Of  unsabatantial  Happineas,  to  &id, 
Wben  life  itself  is  sinking  in  the  strife, 
*Tli  but  an  aiiy  bubble  and  a  cheat 

Eenrp  Etrke  WMU. 

IIM.  SZFEOTATIOV,  Mbdersta. 

When  hanghty  expectations  prostrate  lie, 
And  grandeur  couches  like  a  guilty  thing, 
Oft  wall  the  lowly  weak,  till  nature  bring 
Mature  release,  in  fair  society 
Surriye,  and  Fortune's  utmcot  anger  try; 
like  these  frail  snowdrops  tliat  together  cling, 
And  nod  their  helmets,  smitten  by  the  wing ' 
Of  many  a  furious  whirl-blast  sweeping  by. 
Observe  the  faithful  flowers  I    If  small  to 
great  [to  stand 

May  lead  the  thouffhts,  thus  struggling  used 
The  Emathlan  phalsnz,  nobly  obstinate ; 
And  so  the  bright  immortal  Theban  band. 
Whom  onset  fiercely  urged  at  Joyces  command 
Kght  overwhelm,  but  could  not  senarate ! 

William  WoratwartK 

IIM,  EXPEOTATIOV,  F»MBise  o£ 

Oft  expectation  fails,  and  most  oft  there 
Where  most  it  promises :  and  oft  it  hits 
Where  hope  is  coldest,  and  despair  most  sits. 

ahahe^^eare, 

IIM.  BXFEOXATIOV,  SnfpciM  ot 

Oh  I  how  impatience  gains  upon  the  soul. 
When  the  long-promised  hour  of  joy  draws 
near  I 
How  slow  the  tardy  moments  seem  to  roll  I 

What  spectres  rise  of  inconsistent  fear  I 
To  the  fond  doubting  heart  its  hopes  appear 

Too  brigfaUy  fair,  too  sweet  to  realize ; 
All  seem  but  day-dreams  of  delight  too  dear  I 
Strang  hopes  and  fears  in  painful  contest 
nse. 
While  the  scarce-trusted  bliss  seems  but  to 
cheat  the  eyes.        Mr»,  Mary  Tighe. 

IIM.  EXPEDIEI07,  Bampls  o£ 

In  good  Eing  Charles's  golden  days. 

When  royuty  no  harm  meant, 
A  zealous  high-churdiman  was  I, 

And  so  I  got  preferment. 
To  teach  my  flock  I  never  missed : 
Kings  were  by  God  appointed. 
And  lost  are  those  that  dare  resist 
Or  toudi  the  Lord's  anointed. 
Ohvr,    And  this  is  law  that  Fll  maintain 
Until  my  dyina  day,  sir. 
That  whatsoever  King  shall  reign, 
Btill  m  be  the  Vicar  of  Bray,  sir. 

When  royal  James  possessed  the  crown. 

And  Popery  grew  in  fashion, 
The  penal  laws  I  hooted  down, 

And  read  the  declaration ; 
The  Church  of  Rome  I  found  would  fit 

Full  well  my  constitution ; 
And  I  had  be^  a  Jesuit 

But  for  the  revolution. 

When  WUliam  was  our  king  declared, 
To  ease  the  nation*s  grievance ; 
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With  this  new  wind  about  I  steered, 
And  swore  to  him  allegiance ; 

Old  principles  I  did  invoke, 
Set  conscience  at  a  distance ; 

Passive  obedience  was  a  joke, 
A  jest  was  non-resistance. 

When  royal  Aime  became  our  queen, 

The  Church  of  England's  glory, 
Another  face  of  tilings  was  seen. 

And  I  became  a  Tory ; 
Occasional  conformists  base, 

I  blamed  their  moderation ; 
And  thought  the  church  in  danger  was 

By  such  prevarication. 

When  Qeoige  in  pudding-time  come  o'er. 

And  moderate  men  looked  big,  sir, 
My  principles  I  changed  once  more, 

And  so  Decamo  a  Whig,  sir; 
And  thus  preferment  I  procured 

From  our  now  faith's  defender ; 
And  almost  every  day  abjured        ^ 

The  pope  and  the  pretender. 

The  illustrious  house  of  Hanover, 
And  Protestant  succession. 

To  these  I  do  alliance  swear- 
While  they  can  Keep  possession : 

For  in  my  faith  and  loyalty 
I  nevermore  will  filter. 

And  George  my  lawful  king  shall  be — 
Until  the  times  do  alter. 

1196.  SZFEDIBV07,  Xros. 

Love  thou  thy  land,  with  love  far-brought 
From  out  the  storied  past,  and  used 
Within  the  present,  but  transfused 

Thro'  future  tiuM  by  power  of  thought 

True  love  tum'd  round  on  fixed  poles. 
Love,  that  endures  not  sordid -ends, 
For  English  natures,  freemen,  friends, 

Thy  brothers,  and  immortal  souls. 

But  pamper  not  a  hasty  time. 
Nor  feed  with  crude  imaginings 
The  herd,  wild  hearts  and  feeble  wings. 

That  every  sophister  can  lime. 

Deliver  not  the  tasks  of  might 
To  weakness,  neither  hide  the  ray 
From  those,  not  blind,  who  wait  for  day, 

Tho^  sitting  girt  with  doubtful  light 

HiJce  knowledge  cinde  with  the  winds ; 

But  let  her  herald,  reverence,  fly 

Before  her  to  whatever  sky 
Bears  seed  of  men  and  growth  of  minds. 

Watch  what  main-currents  draw  the  years : 
Cut  Prejudice  asainst  the  grain : 
But  eentle  words  are  always  gain ; 

Regard  the  weakness  of  thy  peers. 

Nor  toil  for  title,  place,  or  touch 
Of  pension,  neitner  count  on  praise : 
It  ffrows  to  guerdon  after-days  : 

Nor  deal  in  watchwords  overmuch: 
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Kot  clinging  to  some  ancient  saw; 

Not  n^ster'd  by  some  modem  term ; 

Not  swift  nor  slow  to  change,  bnt  firm : 
And  In  its  season  bring  the  law ; 

That  from  Discossion^s  lip  may  fall 
With  life,  that,  working  strongly,  binds — 
Set  in  all  lights  by  many  minds, 

To  close  the  interests  of  alL 

For  Nature  also,  cold  and  warm. 
And  moist  and  dry,  devising  long^ 
Thro*  many  agents  making  strong, 

Matures  the  individual  form. 

Meet  is  it  changes  should  control 
.    Our  being,  lest  we  rust  in  ease. 

We  all  are  changed  by  still  degrees, — 
All  but  the  basis  of  the  souL 

So  let  the  change  which  comes  be  free 
To  ingroove  itself  with  that,  which  flies, 
And  work,  a  joint  of  state,  that  plies 

Its  office,  moved  with  sympathy. 

A  sayinff  hard  to  shape  in  act ; 
For  all  the  past  of  time  reveals 
A  bridal-dawn  of  thvmdeiHpeals, 

Wherever  thought  hath  wedoed  fact 

Ev'n  now  we  hear  with  inward  strife 
A  motion  toiling  in  the  gloom  ^ 
The  spirit  of  the  years  to  come, 

Yearning  to  mix  himself  with  life. 

A  slow-develo^^d  strength  awaits 
Completion  m  a  paii^ul  school ; 
Phantoms  of  other  forms  of  rule, 

New  majesties  of  mighty  states — 

The  warders  of  the  growing  hour. 
But  vague  in  vapor,  hard  to  mark ; 
And  round  them  sea  and  air  are  dark 

With  great  contrivances  of  power. 

Of  many  changes,  aptly  joined, 
Is  bodied  forth  the  second  whole. 
Re^^ard  gradation,  lest  the  soul 

Of  discord  race  the  rising  wind ; 

A  wind  to  puff  your  idol-flres, 
And  heap  their  ashes  on  the  head ; 
To  shame  the  boast  so  often  made, 

That  we  are  wiser  than  our  sires. 

Oh  yet,'  if  Nature's  evil  star 
Drive  men  in  maoAiood,  as  in  youth, 
To  follow  flyinff  steps  of  truth 

Across  the  brazen  oridge  of  war — 

If  new  and  old,  disastrous  feud. 
Must  ever  shock,  like  armed  foes, 
And  this  be  true,  till  time  shall  dose, 

That  principles  are  rain'd  in  blood. 

Not  yet  the  wise  of  heart  would  cease 
To  hold  his  hope  thro'  shame  and  guilt, 
But  with  his  hand  against  the  hilt. 

Would  pace  the  troubled  land,  like  peace ; 


Not  leas,  tho'  do^  of  Miction  bay,. 
Would  serve  his  kind  in  deed  and  word. 
Certain,  if  knowledge  bring  the  sword. 

That  knowledge  takes  the  sword  away — 

Would  love  the  ffleams  of  good  that  broke 
From  either  side,  nor  veu  his  eyes : 
And  if  some  dreadful  need  should  rise 

Would  strike,  and  firmly,  and  one  stroke : 

To-morrow  yet  would  reap  to-day. 
As  we  beiur  blossoms  of  the  dnd ; 
Earn  well  the  thrifty  months,  nor  wed 

Raw  haste,  half-sister  to  delay. 

AKfred,  Tenny9on^ 

1187.  EXFBHBITUB^  Eolas  fbr. 

Be  thrifty  but  not  covetous :  therefore  give 
Thy  need,  thine  honor,  and  thy  friend  his 
due. 

Never  was  scraper  brave  man.    Get  to  live ; 
Then  live,  and  use  it :  else,  it  is  not  true 

That  thou  hast  gotten.    Burelv  use  alone 

Makes  money  not  a  contonptible  stone. 

Never  exceed  thy  income.    Youth  may  make 
Even  with  the  year :  but  age,  if  it  will  hit. 

Shoots  a  bow  short,  and  lessens  still  his  stake, 
As  the  day  lessens,  and  his  life  with  it 

Thy  children,  kindred,  friends  upon  thee  call; 

Before  thy  journey  fairly  part  with  alL 

Oeorge  Herbert. 

11§§.  EZFEBIEVOB,  DisoiplioA  o£ 

How  false  is  found,  as  on  in  life  we  g/o^ 
Our  early  estimate  of  bliss  and  woe  I 
Some  sparkling  joy  attracts  us,  tiiat  we  fain 
Would  sell  a  predons  birth-right  to  obtain. 
There  all  our  hopes  of  happiness  are  placed; 
life  looks  without  it  like  a  joyless  waste ; 
No  good  is  prized,  no  comfort  sought  beside ; 
Prayers,  tears  implore,  and  will  not  be  denied. 
Heaven  pitying  hears  the  intemperate,  rude 

appc^ 
And  suits  its  answer  to  our  truest  wcaL 
Tlie  self -sought  idol,  if  at  last  bestowed. 
Proves,  what  our  wilfulness  required,  a  goad ; 
Ne'er  but  as  needful  chastisement,  is  given 
The  vridi  thus  forced,  and  torn,  and  stormed 

from  heaven : 
But  if  withheld  in  pity,  from  our  prayer. 
We  rave,  awhile,  of  torment  and  aespair. 
Refuse  each  proffered  comfort  with  disdain. 
And  slight  the  thousand  blessings  that  re- 
main, [and  waits 
Meantime  Heaven  bears  the  grievous  wrong, 
In  patient  pity  till  the  storm  abates ; 
Applies  with  gentlest  hand  the  healing  balm, 
Or  speaks  the  ruffied  mind  into  a  calm ; 
Deigning,  perhaps,  to  show  the  mourner  soon, 
'Twas  special  mercy  that  denied  the  boon. 
Our   blasted  hopes,  our  aims   and   wishes 

crossed. 
Are  worth  the  tears  and  agonies  they  cost ; 
When  the  poor  mind,  by  fruitless  efforts  spent. 
With  food  and  raiment  learns  to  be  content 
Bounding  with  youthful  hope,  the  restless 

mind 
Leaves  that  divine  monition  far  behind : 
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But  tamed  at  length  by  suff  ering,  oompreheiids 
Tho  tranquil  happiness  to  which  it  tend% 
Perodyea  tho  high-wrought  bliss  it  aims  to 
Demands  a  richer  soil,  a  porer  air ;      [share, 
That  'tis  not  fitted,  and  would  strangely  grace 
The  mean  condition  of  onr  mortal  race ; 
And  all  we  need,  in  this  terrestrial  spot, 
b  calm  contentment  with  "  the  common  lof 

JoM  Taylor, 

IIM.  KIPKHTWIOB,  BdoMitiaiiofi 

And  these  Tidssitndes  tdl  best  hi  yonth ; 

For  when  they  happen  at  a  riper  age, 
People  are  apt  to  blame  the  fates,  forsooth. 

And  wonder  Providence  is  not  more  sage. 
Adyersity  is  the  first  path  to  truth : 

He  who  hath  proved  war,  storm,  or 
woman*8  rage, 
Whether  his  winters  be  eighteen  or  eighty. 
Hath  won  the  experience  which  is  dcem'd 
so  weighty.  Lord  Byron. 

1100.  EZFEBIEHOS,  lUmiaatioa  fa. 

What  though  before  me  it  is  dark, 

Too  dark  for  me  to  see? 
I  ask  but  light  for  one  step  more ; 

lis  quite  enough  for  me. 

Sach  little,  humble  step  I  take, 
The  gloom  clears  from  the  next ; 

So,  though  't  is  very  dark  beyond, 
I  never  am  perplexed. 

And  if  sometimes  the  mist  hangs  close^ 

80  dose  I  fear  to  stray, 
Patient  I  wait  a  little  while, 

And  soon  it  dears  away. 

I  would  not  see  my  further  path, 

For  mercy  veils  it  so; 
My  present  steps  might  harder  be 

Did  I  the  future  Imow. 

It  may  be  that  my  path  is  rough, 

Thorny,  and  hard,  and  steep ; 
And  knowing  this,  my  strengtii  might  fail 

Through  fear  and  terror  da^ 

It  may  be  that  it  winds  along 

A  smooth  and  flowery  way ; 
But  seeing  this  I  might  despise 

The  journey  of  to^y. 

Perhaps  my  path  is  very  short. 

My  journey  nearly  done. 
And  I  might  tremble  at  the  thought 

Of  ending  it  so  soon. 

Or,  if  I  saw  a  weary  length 

Of  road  that  I  must  wend, 
Fainting,  Td  think,  **  My  feeble  powers 

Will  fhil  me  ere  the  end." 

And  so  I  do  not  wish  to  see 

My  journey  or  its  length ; 
Assured  that,  through  my  Father's  love,      I 

Each  step  will  brmg  its  strength.  ' 


Thus  step  by  step  I  onward  go, 

Not  looking  far  before ; 
Trusting  that  I  shall  always  have 

Light  for  just  "  one  step  more.'* 

1101*  EZFEUEHO^  Uglit  o£ 

O'er  life's  humblest  duties  throwing 
light  the  earthling  never  knew, 

Fresh'ning  all  its  dark  waste  places 
As  with  Hermon's  dew. 

An  whidi  slows  in  PascaFs  pages, — 
All  which  sainted  Guyon  sought. 

Or  the  blue-eyed  G^erman  Rahel 
Half-unconsdous  taught : — 

Beautv  such  as  Goethe  pictured, 
Such  as  l^elley  dreamed  of,  shed 

Living  warmth  and  starry  brightness 
Round  that  poor  man's  heaa. 

Not  a  vain  and  cold  ideal. 

Not  a  poet's  dream  alone. 
But  a  presence  warm  and  real. 

Seen  and  felt  and  known. 

/.  G.  WhitUer. 

1100.  BZFSBIBVaB,  FUksophy  oi: 

I  knew  that  age  was  enriched  with  the  hard- 
earned  waffes  of  knowledge, 

And  I  saw  that  hoary  wisdom  was  bred  in 
the  school  of  disappointment : 

I  noted  that  the  wisest  of  youth,  though 
provident  and  cautious  of  evil, 

Tet  sailed  alons  unsteadily,  as  lacking  some 
baUast  of  the  mind ; 

And  the  cause  seemed  to  lie  in  this,  that  while 
thqr  considered  around  them. 

And  warded  off  all  dangers  from  without, 
they  forgot  their  own  weakness  within. 

So  steer  tiiey  in  self-confidence,  until,  from 
the  multitude  of  perUs, 

They  begin  to  be  wary  of  themselves,  and 
learn  the  first  lesson  of  Experience. 

I  knew  that  in  the  morning  of  life,  before  its 
wearisome  journey, 

The  youthfol  soul  doth  expand,  in  the  sim- 
ple luxury  of  being ; 

It  hath  not  contracted  its  wishes,  nor  set  a 
limit  to  its  hopes ; 

The  wing  of  fancy  is  undipt,  and  sin  hath 
not  seared  its  feelings : 

Each  feature  is  stamped  with  immortality, 
for  all  its  desires  are  infinite. 

And  it  sedseth  an  ocean  of  happiness,  to  fill 
the  deep  hollow  within ; 

But  the  old  and  the  grove  look  on,  pitying 
that  generous  youth ; 

For  they  also  have  tasted  long  ago  tho  bitter- 
ness of  hope  destroyed: 

They  pity  him,  and  are  sad,  remembering  the 
davs  that  are  past 

But  they  know  he  must  taste  for  himself,  or 
he  will  not  fldve  ear  to  their  wisdom, 

For  Experience  ham  another  lesson,  wMch  a 
man  will  do  well  if  he  learn, 

By  checking  the  filght  of  expectation,  to 
cheat  disappointment  of  its  pain. 
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Experience  teacbeth  many  things,  and  all 

men  are  his  acholan ; 
Yet  is  he  a  strange  tutor,  unteaching  that 

which  he  hath  taught. 
Youth  is  confident,  manhood  wary,  and  old 

age  confident  again : 
Youth  is  kind,  manhood  cold,  and  age  re- 

tumeth  unto  kindness. 
For  youth  suspecteth  naught,  till  manhood, 

bitterly  learned, 
Histrusteth  all,  overleaping  the  mark,  and 

age  correcteth  his  excess. 
Suspicion  is  the  scaffold  unto  faith,  a  tempo- 
rary needful  eyesore. 
By  which  the  strong  man's  dwelling  is  slowly 

buildod  up  TObind ; 
But  soon  as  the  top-stone  hath  been  set  to  the 

well-proved,  goodly  pyramid. 
The  scaffold  is  torn  down,  and  well-timed 

trust  taketh  its  long  leave  of  suspicion. 
*  A  thousand  volumes,  in  a  thousand  tongues, 

enid^ne  the  lessons  of  Experience, 
Yet  a  man  shdl  read  them  all,  and  go  forth 

none  the  wiser ; 
For  self-love  lendeth  him  a  glass,  to  color  all 

ho  oonnetb. 
Lest  in  the  features  of  another  he  find  bis 

own  complexion. 
And  we  secretly  judge  of  ourselves,  as  diffei^ 

ing  greatly  from  all  men. 
And  love  to  cballengo  causes  to  show  bow  we 

can  master  their  effects : 
Pride  is  pampered  in  expecting  that  we  need 

not  fear  a  common  fate, 
Or  wrong-headed  prejudice  esralteth,  in  com- 
bating old  experience ; 
Or  perchance  caprice  and  discontent  are  the 

spurs  that  goad  us  into  danger. 
Careless,  and  half  in  hope  to  find  tbere  an 

enemy  to  joust  with. 
Private  experience  is  an  unsafe  teadier,  for 

we  rarely  learn  both  sides. 
And  from  the  gilt  surface  reckon  not  on 

steel  beneath : 
The  torrid  sons  of  Guinea  think  to  scorn  of 

icy  seas, 
And  the  frost-bitten  Greenlander  disbelieveth 

suns  too  hot 
But  thou,  student  of  Wisdom,  feed  on  the 

marrow  of  the  matter ; 
If  thou  wilt  suspect,  let  it  be  thyself ;  if  thou 

wilt  expect,  let  it  not  be  gladness. 

Jf .  K  Tapper. 

1103.  EXPEBIEHOE,  Theology  ol 

When  time  seems  short  and  death  is  near. 

And  I  am  pressed  by  doubt  and  fear, 

And  sins,  on  overflowing  tide. 

Assail  my  peace  on  every  side. 

This  thought  my  refuge  still  shall  be, 

I  know  the  Saviour  died  for  me. 

His  name  is  Jesus,  and  He  died 
For  guilty  sinners  crucified ; 
Content  to  die  that  He  might  win 
Their  ransom  from  the  dera  of  sin : 


No  sinner  worse  than  I  can  be, 
Tlieref ore  I  know  Ho  died  for  me. 

If  grace  were  bought,  I  could  not  boy ; 
If  grace  were  coined,  no  wealth  have  I ; 
By  grace  alone  I  draw  my  breath. 
Held  up  from  everlasting  death ; 
Yet,  since  I  know  His  grace  is  free, 
I  know  the  Saviour  died  for  me. 

I  read  €k>d^s  holy  Word,  and  find 
Great  truths  which  far  transcend  my  mind ; 
And  little  do  I  know  beside 
Of  thoughts  so  high,  so  deep  and  wide  : 
This  is  my  best  theology, — 
'   I  know  the  Saviour  died  for  me. 

My  faith  is  weak,  but  ^tis  Thy  ffift ; 
Thou  canst  my  helpless  soul  u^ift, 
And  say,  "  Thy  bonds  of  death  are  riven, 
Thy  sins  by  Me  are  all  forgiven ; 
And  thou  shalt  live  from  guilt  set  free, 
For  I,  Thy  Saviour,  died  for  thee.** 

George  W.  Befhune. 

1194.  BXTRiVAaAHOE,  Ship  o£ 

Oh  I  Extravag^ce  saileth  in  dimes  bright 
and  warm,  [storm ; 

She  is  built  for  tiie  sunlight,  and  not  for  the 
Her  anchor  is  gold,  and  her  mainmast  is 
pride, —  [ride  I 

Every  sheet  in  the  wind  doth  she  dashingly 
But  Content  is  a  vessel  not  built  for  dispLiy, 
Though  she^s  ready  and  steady,-  come  storm 

when  it  may ; 
So  give  us  Content  as  lif  e*s  channel  we  steer— 
If  our  pilot  be  Caution,  we've  little  to  fear  I 

Oh  1  Extravagance  saileth  *mid  glitter  and 

show,  [flow; 

As  if  fortune's  ridi  tide  never  ebbed  in  its 
But  see  her  at  night,  when  her  gold-light  is 

spent,  [rent ; 

When  her  anchor  is  lost,  and  her  silken  sails 
When  the  wave  of  destruction  her  shattered 

side  drinks,  [as  she  sinks  I 

And  the  billows — ha !  ha  t — laugh  and  shout 
No ! — give  us  0<mtent  as  life's  channel  we 

steer. 
While  our  pilot  is  Ctiutum  there's  little  to  fear. 

Oharlei  Swam* 

IIM.  EXTBEKES,  End  o£ 

These  violent  delights  have  violent  ends, 
And  in  their  triumph  die :  like  fire  and  pow- 
der, [est  honey 
Which,  as  they  meet,  consume.    Tlie  sweet- 
Is  loathsome  in  its  own  deliciousness. 
And  in  the  taste  confounds  the  appetite ;  * 
Tlierefore  love  moderately,  long  love  doth  so. 
Too  swift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  slow. 

Shakespeare, 

1196.  EXTBEME8,  Law  of! 
Hear  then  the  truth :  *'*Tis  Heaven  each  pas- 
sion sends. 
And  different  men  directs  to  different  endSi 
Extremes  in  nature  equal  good  produce ; 
Extremes  in  man  concur  to  general  use.** 
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Aflkme  wbat  makes  one  keep,  and  one  be8t(A7 1 
That  power  who  bids  the  ocean  ebb  and  flow, 
Bids  seed-time,  harvest,  cqyal  course  main- 
tain, [rain ; 
Tlirongh  recondrd  extremes  of  dronsht  and 
Builds  life  on  death,   on  change  miration 
founds,                                    [rounds. 
And  gives  th'  eternal  wheels  to  know  their 
Ri<£eB,  like  iosects,  when  concealed  they 
lie. 
Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  season  fly. 
Who  sees  pale  Mammon  pine  amidst  his  store. 
Sees  bat  a  backward  steward  for  the  poor ; 
This  year  a  reservoir  to  keep  and  spare, 
The  next,  a  fountain  spouting  through  his 
heir.                           Alexander  Pope, 

1197.  ETS,  Fall  and  Beotrreiy  by  ih«. 

Bhe  saw ;  she  took ;  she  ate  ; 

Death  entered  by  the  eye : 
And  parleying,  in  a  tempted  state. 

We  lust,  consent,  and  die. 

But  all  mankind  restored 

Tlieir  Bdcn  may  retrieve ; 
And  lo,  by  Mth  we  see  our  Lord, 

We  touch,  and  taste,  and  live. 

Oharlee  Wedey. 

1198.  E7E,  IbA  Deaxwt. 

"Hie  bright  black  eye,  the  melting  blue — 
I  cannot  choose  between  the  two. 
Well,  both  might  make  a  martyr  break 
Hie  chain  that  bound  him  to  the  stake ; 
And  both,  with  but  a  single  ray, 
Can  melt  our  very  hearts  away ; 
And  both,  when  balanced,  hardly  seem 
To  stir  the  scales,  or  rock  the  beam ; 
But  that  is  dearest,  all  the  while, 
That  wears  for  us  tiie  sweetest  smile. 

•    0.  TK  Holfnee, 

IIIHI.  EYES,  Inoaiw  of  the. 

How  wisely  Nature  did  decree 
With  the  same  eyes  to  weep  and  see, 
That,  having  viewed  the  object  rain. 
They  might  be  ready  to  complain  I 
And,  since  the  self -aeluding  sight, 
In  a  false  angle  takes  each  height, 
ThfiBe  tears,  which  better  measure  all, 
Like  watery  lines  and  plummets  falL 
Two  tears,  which  sorrow  long  did  vroigh, 
Within  the  scales  of  either  eye, 
And  then  paid  out  in  eoual  poise. 
Are  the  true  price  of  all  my  joys. 
What  in  the  world  most  fair  appears, 
Yea,  even^laoghter,  turns  to  tears. 
And  all  the  jewels  which  we  prize. 
Melt  in  these  pendants  of  the  eyes. 
I  have  throi^h  every  garden  been, 
Amongst  the  red,  the  white,  the  green, 
And  yet  from  all  those  flowers  I  saw, 
No  honey,  but  these  tears  could  draw. 
So  the.  aU-seeing  sun  eadi  day 
Distils  the  world  vrith  chymic  ray. 
But  finds  the  essence  only  showers. 
Which  straight  in  pity  biack  he  pours. 
Yet  happy  they  whom  grief  doth  bless, 
That  weep  tlie  more,  and  see  the  leas, 
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And,  to  preserve  their  sight  more  true. 
Bathe  still  their  eyes  in  Uieir  own  dew. 
So  Magdalen  in  t^uv  more  wise 
Dissolved  those  captivating  eyes. 
Whose  liquid  chains  could  flowing  meet 
To  fetter  her  Redeemer's  feet 
The  incense  was  to  heaven  dear. 
Not  as  a  perfume,  but  a  tear, 
And  stars  show  lovely  in  the  night. 
But  as  they  seem  the  tears  of  light 
Ope  then,  mine  eyes,  your  doume  sluice, 
And  practise  so  your  noblest  use ; 
For  others  too  can  see,  or  sleep, 
But  onl  V  human  eyes  can  weep. 
Now,  like  two  clouds  dissolving,  drop. 
And  at  each  tear,  in  distance  stop : 
Now,  like  two  fountains,  trickle  down; 
Now,  like  two  floods,  overrun  and  drown : 
Thus  let  your  streams  overflow  your  springs, 
Till  eyes  and  tears  be  the  same  things. 
And  each  the  other^s  difference  bears. 
These  weeping  eyes,  those  seeing  tears. 

Andrew  MareeL 

1900.  ETE8,  Id^t  of  ihs. 

Long  while  I  sought  to  what  I  might  comnare 

Those  powerful  eyes,  which  lighten  my  oark 
spirit ; 

Yet  found  I  naught  on  earth  to  which  I  dare 

Resemble  the  image  of  their  goodly  li^ht 

Not  to  The  sun,  for  they  do  shine  by  night ; 

Nor  to  the  moon,  for  they  are  changed  never ; 

Nor  to  the  stars,  for  they  have  purer  sight ; 

Nor  to  the  fire,  for  they  consume  not  ever ; 

Nor  to  the  lightning,  for  they  still  persevere ; 

Nor  to  the  diamond,  for  they  are  more  ten- 
der; 

Nor  unto  oystal,  for  naught  may  them  sever : 

Nor  unto  glass,  such  baseness  might  offend 
her. 

Then  to  the  Maker^s  self  they  likcst  be ; 

Whose  light  dothlightenall  that  here  we  see. 

Edmund  Spenser, 

1901.  f  AILUBB,  Soon  o£ 

Onoe  more  in  the  matter  of  wealth :  if  thou 

throw  thine  all  on  a  chance. 
Men  will  come  around  thee,  and  wait  and 

watch  the  turning  of  the  wheel ; 
And  if,  in  the   lottery  of   life,  thou  hast 

drawn  a  splendid  prize. 
What  foresight  hadst  thou,  and  skill  I   yea, 

what  enterprise  and  wisdom  I 
But  if  it  fall  out  against  thee,  and  thou  fail 

in  thy  perilous  endeavor. 
Behold,  the  simple  did  sow,  and  hath  reaped 

the  right  harvest  of  his  folly. 
And  the  world  will  be  gladly  accused,  nor 

will  reach  out  his  finger  to  help ; 
For  why  should  this  speculative  dullard  be  a 

whirlpool  to  all  around  him  ? 
Qo  to,  let  him  sink  by  himself ;  we  knew 

what  the  end  of  it  would  be : 
For  the  man  hath  missed  his  mark,  and  his 

fellows  look  no  farther. 

K  F.  Tupper. 
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1903.  FAITH  AloQA. 

Must  I  not  do  all  I  can  ? 
Tes,  and  own  the  labor  vain ; 
Feel  my  ntter  helplessness, 
Feel  salvation  is  of  grace. 
When  I  have  my.  utmost  done, 
Lord,  I  look  to  Thee  alone. 
Hdp  my  mibelief ,  or  I 
Must  with  all  my  doings  die. 

Charles  Wesley. 

1908.  FAITH,  Bank  o£ 

I  have  a  nevcr-f  ailing  bank. 

My  more  than  golden  store ; 
No  earthly  bank  is  half  so  rich. 

How,  then,  can  I  be  poor  ? 

'Tis  when  my  stock  is  spent  and  gone. 

And  I  not  worth  a  groat ; 
Fm  glad  to  hasten  to  my  bank, 

And  beg  a  little  note. 

Sometimes  my  banker  smiling  says, 
Why  donH  yon  oftener  come  ? 

And  when  you  draw  a  little  note, 
Why  not  a  larger  sum  ? 

Why  liye  so  niggardly  and  poor. 

My  bank  contains  a  plenty ; 
Why  come  and  take  a  one-pound  note. 

When  you  can  have  a  twenty  ? 

Nay,  twenty  thousand  ten  times  told. 

Is  but  a  trifling  sum 
To  what  my  Father  has  laid  up 

For  me  in  Ck>d  the  Son. 

Since,  then,  my  banker  is  so  rich, 

I  have  no  need  to  borrow, 
But  live  upon  my  notes  to-day. 

And  draw  again  to-morrow. 

19M.  FAITH,  Bods  fA 

Faith,  like  an  unsuspecting  child 
Serenely  resting  on  its  mother^s  arm. 

Reposing  every  care  upon  her  Qod, 
Sleeps  on  His  bosom,  and  expects  no  harm. 

Receives  with  joy  the  promises  He  makes, 
Kor  questions  of  His  purpose  or  His  power ; 

She  does  not  doubting  ask,  *  ^  Can  this  be  so  ?  '* 
The  Lord  has  said  it,  and  there  needs  no 
more. 

However  deep  be  the  mysterious  word, 
However  dark,  she  diisbclieves  it  not  : 

Where  reason  would  examine,  faith  obeys. 
And  '*It  is  written'*  answers  every  doubt 

As  evening^s  pale  and  solitary  star     [round ; 

But  brightens  wliile  the  darkness  gathers 
So  faith,  unmoved  amid  surrounding  storms, 

Is  fairest  seen  in  darkness  most  profound. 

Ca/rotine  Fry, 

IMft.  FAITH,  Benefits  of: 

Lord,  how  couldst  Thou  so  much  appease 
Thy  wrath  for  sin,  as  when  man's  sight  was 
And  could  sec  little,  to  regard  his  ease,  [dim. 

And  bring  by  faith  all  things  to  him  t 


flungrry  I  was,  and  had  no  meat : 
I  did  conceit  a  most  delidous  feast ; 
I  had  it  straight,  and  did  as  truly  eat 

As  ever  did  a  welcome  guest 

There  is  a  rare,  outlandish  root,  [here; 
Which,  when  I  could  not  get,  I  thought  it 
That  apprehension  cured  so  well  my  foot, 

That  I  can  walk  to  heaven  well  near. 

I  owed  thousands  and  much  more : 
I  did  believe  that  I  did  nothing  owe, 
And  lived  accordingly ;  my  creditor 

Believes  so,  too,  and  lets  me  go. 

Faith  makes  me  anything,  or  all 
That  I  believe  is  in  the  sacred  story : 
And  when  sin  placeth  me  in  Adam^a  fall. 

Faith  sets  me  higher  in  His  glory. 

If  I  go  lower  in  the  book, 
What  can  be  lower  than  the  common  manger  t 
Faith  puts  me  there  with  Him,  who  sweetly 
took 

Our  flesh  and  fnulty,  d«ath  and  dango-. 

K  bliss  had  lain  in  art  or  strength. 
None  but  the  wise  and  strong  had  gained  it : 
Where  now  by  faith  all  arms  are  of  a  length; 

One  size  doth  all  conditions  fit. 

A  peasant  may  believe  as  much  [ure. 

As  a  great  clerk,  and  reach  the  highest  stat- 
Thus  dost  Thou  make  proud  knowledge  bend 
and  couch, 

While  grace  fills  up  uneven  nature. 

When  creatures  had  no  real  light 
Inherent  in  them,  Thou  didst  make  tiie  son 
Impure  a  lustre,  and  allow  them  bright : 

And  in  this  show  what  Christ  hath  done. 

That  which  before  was  darkened  <dean 
With  bushy  groves,  pricking  the  looker's  eye, 
Vanished  away,  when  faith  did  change  tiie 

And  then  appeared  a  glorious  sky.  [scene : 

What  though  my  body  run  to  dust  ? 
Faith  cleaves  unto  it,  counting  every  grain, 
With  an  exact  and  most  particular  trust. 

Reserving  all  for  flesh  again. 

George  Herbert 

ldO0»  FAITH,  Oheerfahien  of. 

The  child  leans  on  its  parent's  breast, 
Leaves  there  its  cares  and  is  at  rest ; 
The  bird  sits  singing  by  his  nest, 

And  tells  aloud 
His  trust  in  God,  and  so  is  blest 

'Neath  every  cloud. 

He  has  no  store,  he  sows  no  seed ; 
Yet  sings  aloud,  and  doth  not  heed; 
By  flowing  stream  or  grassy  mead. 

He  sings  to  shame 
Men,  who  forget,  in  fear  of  need, 

A  Father's  name. 

The  heart  that  trusts  forever  sings, 
And  feels  as  light  as  it  had  wings ; 
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A  well  of  peace  within  it  springs ; 

Come  good  or  ill, 
WhateV  to-day,  to-morrow  brings, 

It  is  His  wilL 

iMoe  WUUatM. 

laor.  faith;  (new  oi: 

HalMnjahl  IbeUevel 

Now  the  giddj  world  stands  fast, 
Now  my  som  has  found  an  anchor 

Till  the  night  of  storm  is  past 
All  the  gloomy  mists  are  rismg, 

And  the  clew  is  in  my  hand, 
Throogh  earth's  labyrinth  to  goide  me 

To  a  bright  and  heavenly  land. 

Hallelnjahl  Ibelieyel 

Sorrow's  bitterness  is  o'er, 
And  affliction's  heavy  harden 

Weighs  my  spirit  down  no  more. 
On  the  cross  the  mystic  writing 

Now  revealed  bcrfore  me  lies. 
And  I  read  the  words  of  comfort, 

"As  a  father,  I  chastise.'^ 

HaHelnjaht  I  believe! 

Now  no  longer  on  my  soul 
All  the  debt  of  sin  is  lying : 

One  great  Friend  has  paid  the  whole ! 
loe-boond  fields  of  legal  labor 

I  have  left  with  all  their  toU, 
"While  the  fmits  of  love  are  growing 

From  a  new  and  genial  sou. 

HaHelnjaht  I  believe  I 

Now  life's  mysterv  is  gone ; 
Gladly  through  its  fleeting  shadows. 

To  the  end  I  journey  on. 
Through  the  tempest  or  the  sunshine. 

Over  flowers  or  ruins  led, 
Still  the  path  is  homeward  hasting. 

Where  all  sorrow  shaU  have  fled. 

HaUelujahl  I  believe  I 

Now,  O  Love  I  I  know  Thy  power, 
Tliine  no  false  or  fragile  fetters. 

Not  the  rosd-wreat£s  of  an  hour  I 
Christian  bonds  of  holy  union 

Death  itself  does  not  destroy ; 
Yes,  to  live  and  love  forever, 

Ib  our  heritage  of  joy  1 

HiBinrick  Mdwe9. 


\.  FAITH,  Ohriftiaii. 

Hear,  then,  what  faith. 
True,  Christian  faith,  which  brought  salva- 
tion was. 
Belief  in  all  that  God  revealed  to  men : 
Observe — ^in  all  that  God  revealed  to  men ; 
In  all  He  promised,  threatened,  commanded, 

said, 
Without  exception,  and  without  a  doubt 
Who   thus  believed,   being   by  the    Spirit 

touched. 
As  naturally  the  fruits  of  faith  produced — 
Truth,  temperance,  meekness,  holiness,  and 

love- 
As  human  eye  from  darkness  sought  the  light 


How  could  he  else  t  If  he  who  had  firm  faith 
The  morrow's  sun  should  riss,  ordered  afiPairs 
Accordingly;  if  he  who  had  firm  faith 
That  spriiig,  and  summer,  and  autumnal  days 
Should  oass  away,  and  winter  really  come, 
Prepared  accordingly ;  if  he  who  saw 
A  bolt  of  death  approachingf  turned  aside 
And  let  it  pass ;  as  surely  did  the  man 
Who  verily  believed  the  word  of  Ck)d, 
Though  erring  whiles,  its  general  laws  obey. 
Turn  back  from  hell,  and  take  the  way  to 
heaven.  Robert  BtUoh. 

1909.  faith;  OoaidUtioii  of; 

Beloved,  it  is  well: 

God's  ways  are  idways  right ; 
And  love  is  o'er  them  idl. 

Though  far  above  our  sight 

Beloved,  it  is  well : 

Though  deep  and  sore  the  smart, 
He  wounds,  who  knows  and  cares 

To  heal  the  broken  heart 

Beloved,  it  is  well : 

Though  grief  benight  our  way, 
'Twill  make  the  joy  more  dear 

That  comes  with  dawning  day. 

Beloved,  it  is  well : 
The  path  that  Jesus  trod. 

Though  rough  and  dark  it  be, 
Leads  home  to  heav'n  and  God. 

1910.  FAIT4  0»4pti«tiiig  with. 

Lo  I  when  the  boatman  stems  the  flowing  tide. 
And  aims  direct  his  little  boat  to  guide ; 
With  both  oars  working  he  can  headway 

make, 
And  leave  the  waters  foaming  in  his  wake ; 
But  if  one  oar  within  the  boat  he  lays. 
In  useless  circles  round  and  round  he  plays. 
So   faith  and  works,  when  both  together 

brought,  [fraught, 

With  mighty  power  and  heavenly  life  are 
To  help  l£e  Christian  on  his  arduous  road. 
And  urge  him  forward  on  his  way  to  God : 
If  faith  or  works,  no  matter  which,  he  drops. 
Short  of  his  journey's  end  he  surely  stops. 

W.  Holmes, 

1911.  FAITH,  Deedg  of. 

Never  was  a  marvel  done  upon  the  earth,  but 

it  had  sprung  of  faith ; 
Nothing  noble,  generous,  or  great,  but  faith 

was  the  root  of  the  achievement ; 
Nothing  comely,   nothing  famous,  but  its 

praise  is  faith.  [in  divine : 

Leonidas  fought  in  human  faith  as  Joshua 
Xenophon  trusted  to  his  skill,  and  the  sons  of 

Mattathias  to  their  cause ; 
In  faith  Columbus  found  a  path  acix>8s  those 

untried  waters :  [earthly  faith : 

The  heroines  of  Arc  and  Saragossa  fought  in 
Margaret  by  faith  was  valiant  for  her  son, 

and  Wallace  mighty  for  his  people : 
Faith  in  his  reason  made  Socrates  sublime, 

as  faith  in  his  science,  Galileo : 
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Ambassadors  in  faith  are  bold,  and  nnre- 

provcd  for  boldness ; 
Faith  urged  Fabius  to  delays,  and  sent  forth 

Hannibal  to  Cann® ; 
.  Caesar  at  the  Rubicon,  Miltiades  at  Marathon ; 
both  were  sped  by  faith. 

Jf.  F,  Tapper. 

1919.  FAITH,  Dtmaiid  fbr. 

Thou  askest  why  Christ,  so  lenient  to  the 
deed,  [creed ; 

So  sternly  claims  the  faith  which  founds  the 
Because,  reposed  in  faith,  the  soul  has  calm ; 
The  hope  a  haven,  and  the  wound  a  balm ; 
Because  the  light,  dim  seen  in  reason's  dream. 
On  all   alike,  through  fdith   alone,  could 

stream. 
God  willed  support  to  weakness,  joy  to  grief. 
And  so  descended  from  His  throne,  belief  1 

Sir  B.  B.  LytUm. 

1913.  FAUB,  Earofi 

Ihayeseen 
A  curious  child,  who  dwelt  upon  a  tract 
Of  inland  ground,  applying  to  his  ear 
The  convolutions  of  a  smooth-Upp'd  shell : 
To  which,  in  silence  hushed,  his  very  soul 
Listened  intensely ;  and  his  countenance  soon 
Brightened  with  joy;  for  munn'rings  from 

within 
We  heard — sonorous  cadences  I  whereby, 
To  his  belief,  the  monitor  expressed 
Mysterious  union  with  his  native  sea. 
Even  such  a  shell  the  umverse  itself 
Is  to  the  ear  of  Faith. 

WUUam  Wardnoarih. 

1914.  faith;  EleTAthm  d, 

The  pious  man 
In  this  bad  world,  where  mists  and  couchant 

storms  [faith 

Hide  heaven's  fine  drdet,  springs  aloft  in 
Above  the  clouds  that  threat  mm,  to  the  fields 
Of  ether,  where  the  day  is  never  veiled 
With  intervening  vapors;  and  looks  down 
Serene  upon  the  troublous  sea  that  hides 
The  earth's  fair  breast,  that  sea  whose  nether 

face 
To  grovelling  mortals  frowns  and  darkens  all ; 
But  on  whose  biUowy  back,  from  man  con- 
The  glaring  sunbeam  plays.  [oealed, 

Banry  Eirhe  White. 

1915.  faith;  Gift  A 

O  faith,  thou  workest  mirades 

Upon  the  hearts  of  men, 
Choosing  thy  home  in  those  same  hearts 

We  know  not  how  or  when. 

O  gift  of  gifts  I    O  grace  of  f^th  I 

My  God  I  how  can  it  be 
That  Thou,  who  hast  discerning  love, 

Shouldst  give  that  gift  to  me  ? 

There  was  a  place,  there  was  a  time, 

Whither  by  night  or  day. 
Thy  Spirit  came  and  left  that  gift, 

ijid  went  upon  His  way.  ( 


How  many  hearts  Thon  mightst  have  had 

More  innocent  than  mine  I 
How  many  souls  more  worthy  far 

Of  that  sweet  touch  of  Thine  I 

Ah,  grace !  unto  unlikellest  hearts 

It  is  Thy  boast  to  come. 
The  glorv  of  Thy  light  to  find 

In  darkest  spots  a  home. 

How  will  they  die,  how  will  they  die, 

How  bear  Uio  cross  of  grief, 
Who  have  not  got  the  light  of  £uth. 

The  courage  of  belief  ? 

The  crowd  of  cares,  the  weightiest  cross^ 

Seems  trifles  loss  than  light, 
Earth  looks  so  little  and  so  low. 

When  faith  shines  full  and  bright 

O  happy,  happy  that  I  am  I 

If  thou  canst  be,  O  faith  I 
The  treasure  that  thou  art  in  life. 

What  wilt  thou  be  in  death? 

F.  W.  Fdbet. 

1916.  FAITH,  Chisrd  thy. 

Guard  thy  faith  with  holy  care. 
Mystic  virtues  slumber  there ; 
'Tis  the  lamp  within  the  soul 
Holding  Genii  in  control ; 
Faith  shall  walk  the  stormy  water ; 
In  the  unequal  strife  prevail; 
Nor  when  comes  the  oread  avatar. 
From  its  fiery  splendors  quail. 
Faith  shall  triumph  o*er  the  grave, 
Love  shall  bless  the  life  it  fi»ve. 

Mre.  8.  SL  Whitman. 

1917.  FAITH,  Laok  oL 

Look  aside  to  ladk  of  faith,  the  mass  of  ills 

it  bringeth ; 
All  things  treacherous,  base,  and  vile,  dis- 
solving the  brotherhood  of  men. 
Bonds  break ;  the  cement  hath  lost  its  hold ; 

and  each  is  separate  from  other; 
That  which  should  be  neighborly  and  flood 

is  cankered  into  bitterness  and  evu. 
O  thou  serpent,  fell  Suspicion,  coiling  coldly 

round  the  heart —  [to  the  soul— 

O  thou  asp  of  subtle  Jealousy,  stinging  hotly 
O  distrust,  reserve,  and  doubt — ^what  reptile 

shapes  are  here,  [amons  its  flowers  I 
Poisoning  the  garden  of  a  world  with  death 
No  need  of  many  words,  the  tale  is  easy  to 

be  told:  [the  picture. 

A  point  will  touch  the  truth,  a  line  suggest 
For  i^  in  thine  own  home,  a  cautious  man 

and  captious,  [soon  wUt  make  a  thief : 
Thou  hlntest  at  suspicion  of  a  servant,  thoo 
Or  if,  too  keen  in  care,  thou  dost  evidently 

disbelieve  thy  child, 
Thou  hast  injured  the  texture  of  his  honor, 

and  smoothed  to  him  the  way  of  lying : 
Or  if  thou  observest  upon  friends,  as  seeking 

thee  selfishly  for  interest, 
Thou  hast  hurt  their  kinflliness  to  thee,  and 

shalt  be  paid  with  scorn. 

3C  F.  Jktpper. 


yAXTEC. 
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IdlS.  FAITH»  Lmbob  <>£ 

IVuiler,  the  preacher,  TTBlked,  one  autumn 
day, 
Without  the  weSh  of  Strasburg,  by  the  Rhine, 
Pondering  the  solemn  miracle  of  life ; 
As  one  who,  wandering  in-a  starless  night, 
Feels,  momently,  the  jar  of  unseen  waves, 
And  hears  the  thunder  of  on  unknown  sea, 
Breaking  along  an  unimagined  shore. 

And  as  he  walked  he  prayed.    Even  the 

same  [years. 

Old  prayer  with  which,  for  half  a  score  of 

Morning,  and  noon,  and  evening,  lip  and 

heart 
Had  groaned :  "  Have  pity  upon  me,  Lord  I 
Tliou  seest,  while  teadiing  others,  I  am  blind — 
Bend  mo  a  man  who  can  direct  my  steps  1  '* 

Then,  as  he  mused,  he  heard  along  his 
A  sound  as  of  an  old  man^s  staff  among  [path 
Hie  dry,  dead  linden  leaves ;  and  looking  up. 
He  saw  a  stranger,  weak,  and  poor,  and  old. 

' '  Peace  be  unto  thee,  father  1 "  Tauler  said ; 

*  *  God  give  thee  a  good  day  ?  "    The  old  man 

raised  [son ; 

Slowly  his  calm  blue  eyes:  ''I  thank  thee, 

But  all  my  days  are  good,  and  none  are  ill.** 

Wondering    thereat,  the    preacher  spake 
again,  [smiled, 

"  Qod  give  thee  happy  life."  The  old  man 
*'I  never  am  unhappy." 

Tauler  laid  [sleeve: 
His  hand  upon  the  stranger^s  coarse,  gray 
*'Tell  me,  O  father,  what  thy  strange  worcis 

mean. 
Surely  man's  days  are  evil,  and  his  life  [son, 
Sad  as  tho  grave  it  leads  to."     ''Nay,  my 
Our  times  are  in  QodL^a  hands,  and  all  our  days 
Are  as  our  needs :  for  shadow  as  for  sun. 
For  cold  as  heat,  for  want  as  wealth,  alike 
Our  thanks  are  due,  since  that  is  best  which  is : 
And  that  which  is  not,  sharing  not  his  life, 
Ib  evil  only  as  devoid  of  goo£ 
And  for  the  happiness  of  which  I  spake, 
I  find  it  in  submission  to  His  wiU^ 
And  calm  trust  in  the  holy  Trinitv    [power." 
Of    Ejiowledge,    (Goodness,  and  Abnighty 

ffilently  wondering  for  a  little  space,  [one 
Stood  the  great  preacher ;  then  he  spake  as 
Who,  sudaenly  grappling  with  a  haunting 

thought  [the  dark. 

Which  long  has  followed  whispering  through 
Strange  terrors,  drags  it  shrieking,  into  light : 
"What  if  God^s'inll  consign  wee  hence  to 

Hell?" 

'*  Then,"  said  the  stranger,  cheerily,  ''be  it 
so. 
What  Hell  may  be,  I  know  not ;  this  I  know : 
I  cannot  lose  the  presence  of  the  Lord ; 
One  arm,  Humility,  takes  hold  upon 
His  dear  Humanity ;  the  other.  Love, 
Clasps  his  IHvinity.     So  where  I  go       [Him 
He  goes;  and  better  fire-walled  Hell  with 
Than  golden-gated  Paradise  without." 


Tears  sprang  in  Tauler*s  eyes.    A  sudden 

Ught, 
Like  the  first  ray  which  fell  on  chaos,  clove 
Apart  the  shadow  wherein  he  had  walked 
Darkly  at  noon.     And,  as  the  strange  old  man 
Went  his  slow  way,  until  his  silver  hair  [vine 
Seemed  like  the  white  moon  where  the  hills  of 
Slope  to  the  Rhine,  he  bowed  his  head,  and 

said :  [man 

My  prayer  is  answered.  Gk>d  hath  sent  the 
Lonff  sought,  to  teach  me,  by  his  simple  trust, 
Wisdom  the  weary  schoolmen  never  knew." 

So,  entering  with  a  changed  and  cheerful 

st^ 
The  city  gates,  he  saw,  far  down  the  street, 
A  miffhty  shadow  break  the  light  of  noon. 
Which  tracing  backward  till  its  airy  lines 
Hardened  to  stony  plinths,  he  raised  his  eyes 
O'er  broad  fa9ade  and  lofty  pediment, 
O'er  architrave  and  frieze  and  sainted  niche. 
Up  the  stone  lacework,  chiselled  by  the  wise 
Erwin  of  Steinbach,  dizzily  up  to  where 
In  the   nocm  brightness  the  great  minster's 

tower. 
Jewelled  with  sunbeams  on  its  mural  crown. 
Rose  like  a  visible  prayer.     "  Behold  I  "  he 

said,  [eyes. 

"The  stranger's  faith  made  plain  before  mine 
As  yonder  tower  outstretches  to  the  earth 
The  dark  triangle  of  its  shade  alone, 
When  the  clear  day  is  shining  on  its  top. 
So,  darkness  in  the  pathway  of  man's  life 
Is  but  the  shadow  of  God's  providence. 
By  the  great  Sun  of  Wisdom  cast  thereon ; 
And  what  is  dark  below  is  light  in  heaven." 

J.  G.  WhUtier. 
1319.  faith;  Light  ofi 

Faith  lights  us  through  the  dark  to  Deity : 

Whilst,  without  sight,  we  witness  that  she 
shows 

More  God  than  in  His  works  our  eyes  can  see ; 

Though  none  but  by  those  works  the  God- 
head knowi|.  Sir  W,  Dacenant, 

1390.  FAITH,  Qffloes  of. 

To  thy  heart  take  faith 
Soft  beacon-light  upon  a  stormy  sea ; 
A  mantle  for  the  pure  in  heart,  to  pass 
Through  a  dim  world  untouched  by  living 

death; 
A  cheerful  watcher  through  the  spirit's  night, 
Soothing  the  grief  from  which  she  may  not 

fiee; 
A  herald  of  glad  news ;  a  seraph  bright. 
Pointing  to  sheltering  heavens  yet  to  be. 

Lticy  Hooper, 
1931.  FAITH,  Ofliipring  o£ 

Therefore  love  and  believe,  for  works  will 

follow  spontaneous. 
Even  as  the  day  the  sun ;  the  right  from  the 

good  is  an  offspring, 
Love  is  a  bodily  shape ;  and  Christian  works 

are  no  more  than 
Animate  faith  and  love,  as  flowers  are  the 

animate  spring-tide. 

K  W.  LongfdUno. 
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ld99,  FAITH,  OmnipoteoM  o£ 

That  mighty  faith  on  me  bestow, 

Which  camiot  ask  in  yain, 
Which  holds,  and  will  not  let  Thee  go, 

Till  I  my  suit  obtain : 

Till  Thou  into  my  soul  inspire 

The  perfect  love  nnknown. 
And  tell  my  infinite  desire, 

**  Whatever  Thou  wilt,  be  done." 

But  is  it  possible  that  I 
Should  live  and  sin  no  more  9 

Lord,  if  on  Thee  I  dare  rely, 
The  faith  shall  bring  the  power. 

On  me  that  faith  diyine  bestow, 
Which  doth  the  mountains  moye ; 

And  all  my  spotless  Hf  e  shall  show 
Th*  omnipotence  of  love. 

CharUi  Wed&y. 

1393.  faith;  Ou  FstW's. 

F^ith  of  our  fathers  I  liying  still 
In  spite  of  dungeon,  fire,  and  sword ; 

Oh  how  our  hearts  beat  hiffh  with  joy 
Whenever  we  hear  that  glorious  word ; 

Faith  of  our  fathers  I  Holy  Faith  I 

We  will  be  trae  to  thee  till  death. 

Our  fathers  chained  in  prisons  dark. 
Were  still  in  heart  and  conscience  free ; 

How  sweet  would  be  their  children's  &te. 
If  they,  like  them,  could  die  for  Thee  I 

Faith  of  our  fathers  I  Holy  Faith ! 

We  will  be  true  to  thee  tiU  death. 

Faith  of  our  fathers  I  we  will  lore 
Both  friend  and  foe  in  all  our  strife ; 

And  preach  thee,  too,  as  loye  knows  how, 
By  kindly  words  and  yirtuous  life ; 

Faith  of  our  fathers  t  Holy  Faith  1 

We  will  be  true  to  Tbee  till  death. 

F.  W.  Fab&r. 

1334.  FAITH,  Fower  eC 

Triumphant  faith ! 
Who,  from  the  distant  earth,  looks  up  to 
Seeing  invisibility,  suspending  [heaven, 

Eternity  from  the  breath  of  God. 
She  can  pluck  mountains  from  their  rooted 

thrones, 
And  hurl  them  into  ocean ;  and  from  pain. 
And  prisons,  and  contempt,  extort  the  palm 
Of  everlasting  triumph.     She  doth  treaa 
Upon  the  ne&  of  pride,  like  the  free  wind 
On  angry  ocean.     Lo  t  with  step  erect  [fires. 
She  walks  o^er  whirlpool  waves  and  martyr 
And  depths  of  darkneas  and  chaotic  voids ; 
Dissolving  worlds,  rent  heavens,  and  dying 
Tea,  and  o^er  paradises  of  earth's  bliss,  [sons ; 
And  oceans  of  earth's  gold,  and  pyramids 
And  temples  of  earth's  glory ;  all  these  she 

spurns 
With  feet  fire-shod,  because  her  hand  is  placed 
Immovably  in  God's :  her  eye  doth  rest 
Unchangeably  bn  His :  nor  will  she  stop 
Till,  having  cross'd  the  stormy  waves  of  pain 
And  fiery  trial,  she  may  lay  her  head 


Upon  her  Father's  breast  and  take  the  orowB 
From  love's  r^oidng  band.      B.  Tatkam, 

1936.  FAITH,  Flaying  is. 

Come,  O  Thou  Traveller  unknown. 
Whom  still  I  hold,  but  cannot  see, 

My  conipany  before  is  gone, 
And  I  am  left  alone  with  Thee; 

With  Tliee  all  night  I  mean  to  stay^ 

And  wrestle  till  me  break  of  day. 

I  need  not  tell  Thee  who  I  am, 

My  misery  or  sin  declare ; 
Thyself  hast  call'd  me  by  my  name ; 

Look  on  Thy  hands,  and  read  it  tiiere  1 
But  Who,  I  ask  Thee,  Who  art  Thou  t 
Tell  me  Thy  Name,  and  tell  me  now. 

In  vain  Thou  strugglest  to  get  free, 

I  never  will  unloose  my  hold ; 
Art  Tliou  the  Man  that  died  for  me  f 

The  secret  of  Thy  love  unfold. 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go. 
Till  I  Thy  Name,  Thy  Nature  know. 

Wilt  Thou  not  yet  to  me  reveal 

Thy  new,  unutterable  Name  ? 
Tell  me,  I  still  beseech  Thee,  tell; 

To  know  it  now,  resolved  I  am : 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go. 
Till  I  Thy  Name,  Thy  Nature  know. 

'Tis  all  in  vain  to  hold  Thy  ton^e,. 

Or  touch  the  hollow  of  my  thigh; 
Though  every  sinew  be  unstrung. 

Out  of  my  arms  Thou  shalt  not  fly ; 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  Thee  to, 
Till  I  Thy  Name,  Thy  Nature  know. 

What  though  my  shrinking  flesh  complain. 
And  murmur  to  contencl so  long? 

I  rise  superior  to  my  pain ; 
When  I  am  weak,  then  I  am  strong : 

And  when  my  all  of  strength  shall  fEul^ 

I  shall  with  the  God-Man  prevai]. 

My  strenffth  is  gone ;  my  nature  dies ; 

I  sii^  beneath  Thy  mighty  hand. 
Faint  to  revive,  and  fall  to  rise ; 

I  fall,  and  yet  by  faith  I  stand ; 
I  stand,  and  will  not  let  Thee  go. 
Till  I  Thy  Name,  Thy  Nature  know. 

Yield  to  me  now,  for  I  am  weak, 

But  confident  in  self -despair ; 
Speak  to  my  heart,  in  blessings  speak. 

Be  conquered  by  my  instant  prayer  1 
Speak,  or  Thou  never  hence  shalt  move^ 
Ajid  tell  me  if  Thy  Name  is  Love  ? 

'Tis  Love !  'tis  Level  Thou  diedst  for 
I  hear  Thy  whisper  in  my  heart ! 

The  morning  breaks,  the  shadows  flee; 
Pure  universal  Love  Thou  art ! 

To  me,  to  all.  Thy  bowels  move : 

Thy  Nature,  and  Thy  Name,  is  Lore ! 

My  prayer  hath  power  with  Gk>d;  the 
Unspeakable  I  now  recdve ; 
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TluoDgh  iaith  I  see  Thee  face  to  lace, 

I  see  Thee  face  to  faoe»  and  lire : 
In  yain  I  have  not  wept  and  strove ; 
Thy  Nature,  and  Thy  Name,  is  Love. 

I  know  Thee,  Savionr,  Who  Thou  art ; 

Jesus,  the  feeble  sinner^s  Friend ! 
Kor  wilt  Thou  with  the  night  depart, 

But  stay  and  love  me  to  the  end  I 
Thy  mercies  never  shall  remove, 
Thy  Nature,  and  Thy  Name,  is  Love  I 

The  Sun  of  Righteousness  on  me 

Hath  rose,  with  healing  in  His  wings ; 

T¥ither'd  my  nature^s  str^igth,  from  Thee 
My  soul  its  life  and  succor  brings ; 

K y  help  is  all  laid  up  above ; 

Thy  Nature,  and  Thy  Name,  is  Love. 

Contented  now  upon  my  thigh 
I  halt,  till  lifers  short  journey  end ; 

All  helplessness,  all  weakness,  I 
On  Thee  alone  for  strength  depend ; 

Nor  have  t  power  from  Thee  to  move ; 

Thy  Nature,  and  Thy  Name,  is  Love. 

Lfime  as  I  am,  I  take  the  prey. 

Hell,  earth,  and  sin,  with  ease  overcome ; 
I  leap  for  joy,  pursue  my  way. 

And  as  a  bounding  hart  fly  home  t 
Through  all  eternity  to  prove 
Thy  Nature  and  Thy  Name  is  Love  I 

Charle$  Wetley. 

1995.  PAHH;  FtofMsion  ol. 

Not  words  alone  it  cost  the  Lord 
To  purchase  pai^on  for  His  own ; 

Nor  will  a  soul  by  grace  restored 
Return  the  Saviour  words  alone. 

With  golden  bells,  the  priestly  vest. 
And  rich  pomegranates  bordered  round. 

The  need  of  holiness  expressed. 
And  called  for  fruit  as  well  as  sound. 

Easy,  indeed,  it  were  to  readi 

A  nuuifiion  in  the  courts  above, 
If  swelling  words  and  fluent  speech 

Might  serve  instead  of  faith  and  love. 

But  none  shall  gain  the  blissful  place. 

Or  €rod's  unclouded  glory  see. 
Who  talks  of  free  and  sovereign  grace. 

Unless  that  grace  has  mode  him  free  I 

William  Omoper. 

1937.  FATTHi  Season  and. 

True  faith  and  reason  are  the  souFs  two  eyes ; 
Faith  evermore  looks  upward  and  descries 
Objects  remote ;  but  reason  can  discover 
Things  only  near, — sees  nothing  thafs  above 

her; 
Thi^  are  not  matches,  often  disagree,      [see. 
And  sometimes  both,  are  clos'd  and  neither 
Faith  views  the  sun,   and  reason   but  the 

shade ;  [maid. 

One  courts  the  mistress,  the  other  woos  the 
That  sees  the  fire,  this  only  but  the  flint ; 
The  true-bred  Christian  always  looks  asquint. 

FraneiB  Qwmea. 


IMS.  TUTB,  Btlntian  \j. 

And  can  it  be,  that  I  should  gain 
An  interest  in  the  Saviour^s  blood  f 

Died  He  for  me,  who  caus'd  His  pain, 
For  me,  who  Him  to  death  pursued? 

Amazing  Love  I  how  can  it  be, 

That  Thou,  my  Qod,  shouldst  die  for  met 

'Tis  mystery  all !  Th*  Immortal  dies  I 
Who  can  explore  His  strange  design  f 

In  vain  the  first-born  seraph  tries 
To  sound  the  depths  of  Love  Divine. 

^Tis  mercy  all  t    Let  earth  adore  t 

Let  angel  minds  inquire  no  more  I 

He  left  His  Father's  throne  above, 

(So  free,  so  infinite  His  grace ;} 
Emptied  Himself  of  all  but  love, 

i^d  bled  for  Adam*s  helpless  race. 
'Tis  mercy  all,  immense  and  free  1 
For  O,  my  €K>d  I  it  found  out  me  I 

Long  my  imprisoned  spirit  lay. 
Fast  bound  in  sin  and  nature's  night ; 

Thine  eye  diffused  a  quickening  ray ; 
I  woke ;  the  dungeon  flamed  with  light : 

My  chains  fell  off,  my  heart  was  free, 

I  rose,  went  forth,  and  followed  Thee  1 

Still  the  small  inward  voice  I  hear. 
That  whispers  all  mv  sins  forgiven; 

Still  the  atoning  Blood  is  near. 
That  quench^  d  the  wrath  of  hostile  Heaven ; 

I  feel  the  life  His  wounds  impart ; 

I  feel  my  Saviour  in  my  heart. 

No  condemnation  now  I  dread ; 

Jesus,  and  all  in  Him,  is  mine  I 
Alive  in  Him,  my  living  Head, 

And  cloth'd  in  righteousness  Divine, 
Bold  I  approach  th'  Eternal  Throne, 
And  daim  th6  crown,  through  Christ  my  own. 

Charle$  Wesley, 

1399.  FAITH,  Saved  bj. 

Now  the  third  and  fatal  conflict  for  the  Per- 
sian throne  was  done. 

And  the  Moslem's  flexy  valor  had  the  crown- 
ing victory  won. 

Harmosan,  the  last  and  boldest  the  invader 

to  defy. 
Captive,  overborne  by  numbers,  they  were 

bringing  forth  to  die. 

Then  exclaimed  that  noble  captive:  '*Lo,  I 

perish  m  my  thirst ; 
Give  me  but  one  drink  of  water,  and  let  then 

arrive  the  worst  I '' 

In  his  hand  he  took  the  goblet ;  but  awhile 
the  draught  forbore. 

Seeming  doubmiUy  the  purpose  of  the  foe- 
man  to  explore. 

Well  might  then  have  paused  the  bravest, — 
for,  around  him,  angry  foes 

With  a  hedge  of  naked  weapons  did  that 
lonely  man  enclose. 
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*'But  what  fear'st  thou  ? "  cried  tbo  caliph ; 

"  is  it,  friend,  a  secret  blow  9 
Fear  it  not  I  oar  gallant  Moslems  no  such 

treacherons  dealing  know. 

"  Thou  mayst  quench  thy  thirst  secarely,  for 

thou  shalt  not  die  before 
Thou  hast  drunk  that  cup  of  water, — ^this  re- 

prieye  is  thine — no  more  I ''  . 

Quick  the  satrap  dashed  the  goblet  down  to 

earth  with  ready  hand. 
And  the  liquid  sank  forever,  lost  amid  the 

burning  sand. 

*'Thoa  hast  said  that  mine  my  life  is,  till  the 

water  of  that  cup 
I  hare  drained ;  then  old  thy  servants  that 

spilled  water  gather  up  I  ^' 

For  a  moment  stood  the  caliph  as  by  doubt- 
ful passions  stirred ; 

Then  exclaimed,  **  Forever  sacred  must  re- 
main a  monarches  word. 

^*  Bring  another  cup,  and  straightway  to  the 

noblePersiangive: 
Drink,  I  said  before,  and  perish, — ^now  I  bid 

thee  drink  and  live  I  '* 

Richard  Chenena  I^ench. 

IdM.  FAITH,  Trial  ofi 

Still,  still  without  ceadng, 

I  feel  it  increasing, 
This  fervor  of  holy  desire; 

And  often  exclaim, 

Let  mo  die  in  the  flame 
Of  a  love  that,  can  never  expire  I 

Had  I  words  to  explain 

What  she  must  sustain 
Who  dies  to  the  world  and  its  ways ; 

How  joy  and  afi&ight. 

Distress  and  delight, 
Alternately  diequer  hear  days. 

Thou,  sweetly  severe  1 

I  would  make  thee  appear. 
In  all  thou  art  pleased  to  award, 

Not  more  in  the  sweet. 

Than  the  bitter  I  meet. 
My  tender  and  merdful  Lord. 

This  faith,  in  the  dark 
Pursuing  its  mark, 
Through  many  sharp  trials  of  love ; 
Is  the  sorrowful  waste 
That  is  to  be  passed 
In  the  way  to  the  Canaan  above. 
MadaoM  Ouyan^  tr,  by  WUliam  Cowp&r. 

1931.  faith;  Vitioni  ofi 

The  child-like  faith,  that  asks  not  sight, 
Waits  not  for  wonder  or  for  sign. 

Believes,  because  it  loves  aright. 
Shall  see  things  greater,  tibdngs  divine. 

Heaven  to  that  gaze  shall  open  wide^ 
And  brightest  angels  to  and  fro 


On  messages  of  love  shall  glide 
'Twixt  Qod  above  and  Clirist  below. 

JohnKebU, 

1939.  FAITH,  Works  o£ 

Faith  is  a  living  power  from  heaven 
Which  grasps  the  promise  Ood  has  given  1 
A  trust  that  cannot  bo  overthrown, 
Securely  fixed  on  Christ  alon^ 

Faith  finds  in  Christ  whatever  we  need 
.   To  save  and  strengthen,  guide  and  feed ; 
Strong  in  His  grace  it  joys  to  share 
His  cross,  in  hope  His  crown  to  wear. 

Faith  to  the  conscience  whispers  peace, 
And  bids  the  mourner's  sighing  cease ;  • 
By  faith  the  childi'enVs  right  we  daim. 
And  call  upon  our  Faiher*s  name. 

Faith  feels  the  Spirit^s  kindling  breath 
In  love  and  hope  thai  conquer  death; 
Faith  brings  us  to  delight  in  Qod^ 
And  blesses  e^en  His  smiting  rod. 

Id33.  FATTHFUIiHESS,  Angelio. 

The  seraph  Abdiel,  faithful  found 
Among  the  faithless,  faithful  only  he ; 
Among  innumerable  false,  unmoved. 
Unshaken,  unseduoed,  unterrifiod. 
His  loyalty  he  kept,  his  love,  his  zeal; 
Nor  numl>er,  nor  example  with  him  wrought 
To  swerve  from  truth,  or  change  his  constant 

mind,  [passed, 

Though  single.    From  amidst  them  forth  he 
Long  way  through  hostile  scorn,  which  be 

sustained 
Superior,  nor  of  violence  feared  aught ; 
And  with  retorted  scorn  his  back  he  torned 
On  those  proud  towers  to  swift  destructioQ 

doomed.  John  MiUaiL 

1934.  FATTHFUIiHESS,  Oaahw. 

A  barking  sound  the  shepherd  hean^ 
A  cry  as  of  a  dog  or  fox ; 
He  halts,  and  searches  with  his  eyes 
Among  the  scattered  rocks ; 
And  now  at  distance  can  discern 
A  stirring  in  a  brake  of  fern ; 
And  instantly  a  dog  is  seen. 
Glancing  through  tibat  covert  green. 

The  dog  is  not  of  mountain  breed : 

Its  motions,  too,  are  wild  and  shy, — 

With  something,  as  the  shepherd  thinks^ 

Unusual  in  its  cry ; 

Nor  is  there  any  one  in  sight 

All  round,  in  hollow  or  on  height; 

Nor  shout  nor  whistle  strikes  his  ear. 

What  is  the  creature  doing  here  t 

It  was  a  cove,  a  huge  recess, 

That  keeps,  till  June,  December's  snow ; 

A  lofty  precipice  in  front, 

A  silent  tarn  dcIow  ! 

Far  in  the  bosom  of  Helvellyn, 

Remote  from  public  road  or  dweUin^ 

Pathway,  or  cultivated  land — 

From  trace  of  human  foot  or  hand. 
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There  sometimes  doth  a  leaping  fish 
Send  through  the  tarn  a  lonely  cheer ; 
The  crags  repeat  the  raven^s  croak 
In  symphony  austere ; 
Thitiier  the  rainbow  comes,  the  cloud. 
And  mists  that  spread  the  flying  shroud ; 
And  sunbeams ;  and  the  sounding  blast. 
That,  if  it  could,  would  hurry  past, 
But  that  enormous  barrier  holds  it  fast. 

Not  free  from,  boding  thoughts,  awhile 
Hie  shepherd  stpod :  then  makes  his  way 
0*er  rocks  and  stones,  following  the  dog 
As  quickly  as  he  may ; 
Nor  far  had  gone  before  he  found 
A  human  skeleton  on  the  ground. 
Tlie  appalled  discoverer  with  a  sigh 
Looks  round  to  learn  the  history. 

From  those  abrupt  and  perilous  rocks 

The  man  had  fallen,  that  place  of  fear  I 

At  len^h  upon  the  shepherd's  mind 

It  bre^LS  and  all  is  cleur. 

He  instantly  recalled  the  name. 

And  who  ho  was,  and  whence  he  came ; 

Remembered,  too,  the  very  day 

On  which  the  traveller  passed  this  way. 

But  hear  a  wonder,  for  whose  sake 

This  lamentable  tale  I  tell ! 

A  lasting  monument  of  words 

This  wonder  merits  well. 

The  dog,  which  still  was  hovering  nigh, 

Bepeatm^  the  same  timid  cry, 

This  dog  had  been  through  three  months*  space 

A  dweller  in  that  savage  place. 

Tea,  proof  was  plain,  that,  since  the  day 
When  this  ill-fated  traveller  died, 
Tho  dof^  had  watched  about  the  spot, 
Or  by  his  master^s  side. 
How  nourished  hero  through  such  long  time 
He  knows  who  gave  that  love  sublime, 
And  gave  that  strength  of  feeling,  great 
Above  all  human  estimate ! 

WUliam  Ward9U>orth, 

1935.  rAITHniLIESS,  Ezmplo  of: 

'Each  day  his  face  grew  thinner,  and  sweeter, 
sfuntlier  grew ; 

And  day  by  day  they  saw  the  soul  fast  burn- 
ing into  view : 

And  higher,  each  day  hieher,  did  the  lif  e- 
£me  heavenwifi^  climb, 

Like  sad,  sweet  sunshine  up  the  wall,  that 
for  the  sunset  time 

Btni  watches,  and  the  signal  that  shall  call  it 
henco  is  ^vcn, 

Eren  so  lus  spirit  kept  the  watch  till  beck- 
oned homo  to  heaven. 

War-worn  and  wasted  I  yet  his  eyes  were  soft 
and  satisfied ; 

His  work  was  done :  and  in  the  arms  of  Vic- 
tory he  died ; 

Dropping  the  ficsh-robe,  with  a  smile,  so 
gently  did  he  pass — 

Gently  as  s^jirits  of  the  flowers  from  out  the 
new-mown  grass : 


**  Havelock*s  dead ! "  and  darkness  feU  on 

every  upturned  face ; 
"The  Shadow  of  an  Angel  going  from  its 

earthly  place. 

Honor  to  Henry  Havelock  t  tho*  not  of  kingly 
blood. 

He  wore  the  double  royalty  of  being  Great 
andGk>od. 

He  leaned  a  trusting  hand  on  Heaven,  a  gen- 
tle heart  on  Home ; 

In  secret  ho  grew  ready,  ere  the  Judgment- 
hour  had  come. 

He  rose  up  in  our  cruel  need,  and  towering 
on  he  trod, 

Baring  his  brow  to  battle  bold  as  humbly  to 
hisGodf 

He  rose,  and  reached  the  topmost  height,  our 
Hero  lowly  bom  I 

So  from  the  lowly  grass  hath  grown  the 
proud  embattled  com. 

No  swerving,  as  he  walked  along  the  roaring 
earthquake  ridge : 

He  made  a  way  for  victory :  his  body  was 
her  bridge. 

One  of  the  Chivalry  of  Christ  I  he  taught  us 
how  to  stand 

With  rootage  like  the  Palm,  amid  the  mad- 
dest whirl  of  sand. 

He  did  his  work,  nor  thought  of  nations  ring- 
ing with  his  name, 

He  walkol  with  Gk)d,  and  talked  with  God, 
nor  cared  if  following  Fame 

Should  find  him  working  in  the  field,  or 
sleeping  underground : 

Nor  did  he  mind  what  resting-place,  with 
Heaven  embracing  round. 

Gerald  Massey, 

1336*  FAITHFULNESS,  Bewizd  oft 

The  deeds  which  selfish  hearts  approve 

And  famous  loud  trumpet  sings. 
Secure  no  praise,  where  trath  and  love 

Are  counted  noblest  things ; 
And  work  which  godless  folly  deems 

Worthless,  obscure,  and  lowly. 
To  Heaven^s  ennobling  vision  seems 

Most  god-like,  grand,  and  holy. 

Then  murmur  not,  if  toils  obscure, 

And  thorny  paths  be  thine ; 
To  €k)d  be  true — ^they  shall  secure 

The  joy  of  life  divine 
Who  in  the  darkest,  sternest  sphere, 

For  Him  their  powers  employ : 
The  toils  contemned  and  slighted  here 

Shall  yield  the  purest  joy. 

When  endless  day  dispels  the  strife 

Which  blinds  and  oarkens  now, 
Perchance  the  brightest  crown  of  life 

Shall  deck  some  lo.wly  brow. 
Then  learn,  despite  thy  boding  fears, 

From  seed  with  sorrow  sown. 
In  lone  obscurity  and  tears 

Tho  richest  sheaves  arc  grown.  • 

EdnMrd  J&rUey  Dewart 
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IdSy.  TALL,  OompeBMtloii  of  tiie. 

O  Life  1  without  thy  checkered  scene 
Of  right  and  wrong,  of  weal  and  woe, 
Success  and  failure,  could  aground 
For  magnanimity  be  found ; 
For  Faith,  *mid  ruined  hopes,  serene  f 
Or  whence  could  virtue  flow  ? 

Pain  entered  through  a  ghastly  breach — 
Nor  while  sin  lasts,  must  effort  cease ; 
Heaven  upon  earth  ^s  an  empty  boast ; 
But,  for  the  bowers  of  Eden  lost, 
Mercy  has  placed  within  our  reach 
A  portion  of  God*s  peace. 

WiUiam  Wordsworth, 

ld39.  FALL,  ]>eath  I7  the. 

Thus  began 
Outrage  from  lifeless  things ;   but  Discord, 
Daughter  of  Sin,  among  th^  irrational,    [first 
Dea&  introduced  through  fierce  antipathy : 
Beast  now  with  beast  ^gan  war,  and  fowl 

with  fowl,  [leaving, 

And  fish  with  fish:  to  graze  the  herb  all 
Devoured  each  other ;  nor  stood  much  in  awe 
Of  man,  but  fled  him,  or  with  count'ni^nce 

grim  [without 

Glared  on  him  passing.    These  were  from 
The  growing  miseries,  which  Adam  saw 
Already  in  part,  though  hid  in  gloomiest 

shade. 
To  sorrow  abandoned,  but  worse  felt  within. 

John  Milton. 

1939.  FALL,  BespouibUity  of  th«. 

Him  €k>d  beholding  from  His  prospect  high. 
Wherein  past,  present,  future  He  beholds. 
Thus  to  His  only  Son  foreseeing  spake : 
'*  Only  begotten  Son,  seest  Thou  what  rage 
Transports  our  Adversary  ?  whom  no  bounds 
Pr^crib'd,  no  bars  of  hell,  nor  all  the  chains 
Hefw^d  on  him  there,  nor  yet  the  main  abyss 
Wide  interrupt  can  hold ;  so  bent  he  seems 
On  desperate  revenge,  that  shall  redound 
Upon  his  own  rebellious  head.    And  now 
Through  all  restraint  broke  loose  he  wings 

his  way 
Not  far  off  heaven,  in  the  precincts  of  light, 
Directly  towards  the  new  created  world. 
And  man  there  placed,  with  purpose  to  assay 
If  him  by  force  he  can  destroy,  or  worse. 
By  some  false  guile  pervert ;  and  shall  pervert, 
For  man  will  hearken  to  his  glozing  lies. 
And  easily  transgress  the  sole  command, 
Bole  pledge  of  his  obedience :  so  will  fall. 
He  and  his  faithless  progeny :  Whose  fault  f 
Whose  but  his  own  ?    iSgrate,  he  had  of  Me 
All  he  could  have ;  I  made  him  just  and  right. 
Sufficient  to  have  stood,  though  free  to  f alL 
Such  I  created  all  th*  ethereal  pow-rs 
And  spirits,  both  them  who  stood,  and  them 

who  faird ; 
Freely  they  stood  who  stood,  and  fell  who  fell 
Not  free,  what  proof  could  they  have  giv'n 

sincere 
Of  true  allegiance,  constant  faith  or  love. 
Where  only  what  they  needs  must  do  appeared, 


Not  what  they  would?  what  praise  could 

they  receive  ? 
What  pleasure  I  from  such  obedience  paid. 
When  will  and  reason  (reason  also  is  choice). 
Useless  and  vain,  of  freedom  both  despoiled. 
Made  passive  both,  had-  served  neccssi^, 
Not  me  ?    They  therefore  as  to  right  belong'd, 
So  were  created,  nor  can  justly  accuse 
Their  l^Iaker,  or  their  making,  or  their  fate, 
As  if  predestination  overruVd 
Their  will,  disposed  by  absolute  decree 
Or   high   foreknowledge;    they  themselves 

decreed 
Their  own  revolt,  not  I ;  if  I  foreknew, 
Foreknowledge  had  no  influence   on  their 

fault,  [known. 

Which  had  no  less  proved  certain  nnfore- 
So  without  least  impulse  or  shadow  of  fate 
Or  aught  by  me  immutably  foreseen. 
They  trespass,  authors  to  themselves  in  all 
Both  what  they  judge  and  what  thoy  choose ; 

for  so 
I  formed  them  free,  and  free  they  must  remain, 
Till  they  enthrall  themselves;  I  else  must 

change 
Their  nature,  and  revoke  the  high  decree 
Unchangeable,  eternal,  which  ordained 
Their   freedom,    they   themselves    ordained 

their  fall 
The  first  sort  by  their  own  suggestion  fell, 
Self -tempted,  self -depraved :    Man  falls,  de- 

ceiv*d  [gr&ee, 

By  th'  other  first :  Man  therefore  shaU  find 
The  other,  none :  in  mercy  and  justice  both, 
Through  heav'n  and  earth,  so  shaU  my  glory 

excel. 
But  mercy  first  and  last  shall  brightest  shine  !^ 

John  MUUm. 

1340.  FALL,  BorviTing  the. 

What  is  the  greatness  of  a  fallen  king  f 
This — ^that  his  fall  avails  not  to  abate 
His  spirit  to  a  level  with  his  fate. 
Or  inward  fall  along  with  it  to  bring ; 
That  he  disdains  to  stoop  his  former  wing, 
But  keeps  in  exile  and  in  want  the  law 
Of  kingship  yet,  and  counts  it  scorn  to  draw 
Comfort  indign  from  any  meaner  thing. 
Soul,  that  art  fallen  from  thine  ancient  place, 
Mayest  thou  in  this  mean  world  find  nothing 

great. 
Nor  aught  that  shall  the  memories  efface 
Of  that  true  greatness  which  was  once  thine 

own, 
As  knowing  thou  must  keep  thy  kingly  state. 
As   if   thou  wouldst   reascend  thy  kingly 

throne.       Biehard  Chenema  Trench 

1941.  FALLi  Viddicatlon  of  tlie. 

He  foreknew 
That  andi-imperial  will,  crowned  or  uncrowned, 
Would  yield  spontaneous  and   spontaneous 

fall 
Untempted,  unpersnadcd,  unseduced 
Save  by  itself,  chafing  because  controlled, 
And  finite  amid  Qod's  infinitudes : 
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Kor  his  alone,  but  myriad  spirita  of  lisht, 
WaTering  like  him,  like  him  would  falL 

And,  thiB 
Foreknowing,  nothing  to  Onmipotence 
Remained  bnt  so  to  drcomacribe  the  rain, 
That  evil  might  saccomb  to  good  at  last, 
And  darkness  yield  to  ererlasting  light. 
For  thia  must  Sin  be  known,  her  face  un- 

mask'd, 
Her  carcaas  stripped,  her  secret  shame  exposed, 
And  thus  her  loathsome  harlotry  abhonr'd : 
Masked  haply  she  had  tainted  all  alike. 
Hence  to  the  prince  of  angels  was  mankind 
Intrusted,  and  to  man  the  fatal  tree 
Stroitly  forbidden,  though  accessible. 

Edward  Henry  Bicker titetk, 

IMa.  FALBEHOOA  CkumL 

How  false  are  men,  both  in  their  heads  and 

hearts; 
And  there  is  folsehood  in  all  trades  and  arts. 
Lawyera  deceive  their  clients  by  false  law ; 
Flie^  by  false  god8,  keep  aU  the  world  fai 

awe.  [are  raised, 

For  their  false  tongues  such  flatf  rinff  kn^yes 
For  Uieir  false  wit,  scribblers  by  fools  are 

praia- d.  Johk  Crown, 

1M3»  FAISSHDOD^  Mlztan  ot 

Enor  is  a  hardy  plant ;  it  flourisheth  in  evei^ 

soil ;  [wicked  and  the  foolish ; 

In  the  heart  of  the  wise,  and  alike  with  the 
For  there  Is  no  error  so  crooked,  but  it  hath 

in  it  some  fines  of  truth ; 
Nor  is  any  poison  so  deadly,  that  it  senreth 

not  some  wholesome  use : 
And  the  just  man,  enamored  of  the  righti  is 

blinded  by  the  speciousness  of  wrong. 
And  the  prudent,  perceiving  an  advantage, 

18  content  to  overlook  the  harm. 
On  all  thinffs  created  remaineth  the  half- 

e£Eaoea  signature  of  €k>d. 
Somewhat  of  f  aur  and  good,  though  blotted 

by  the  finger  of  corruption : 
And  if  error  cometh  in  like  a  flood,  it  mixeth 

with  streams  of  truth. 
And  tho  Adversary  loveth  to  have  it  so, 

thereby  many  are  decoyed. 
Providence  is  dark  in  its  permissions ;  yet  one 

day,  when  all  is  known, 
The  universe  of  reason  shaU  aclaiowledge  how 

Just  and  good  were  the^ ; 
For  the  wise  man  leaneth  on  his  wisdom,  and 

^e  righteous  trusteth  to  his  righteous- 


And  those  who  thirst  for  independence  are 
sufFered  to  drink  of  disappointment 

Wherefore? — ^to  prove  and  humble  them; 
and  to  teach  the  idolaters  of  truth. 

That  it  ifl  but  the  ladder  unto  Him,  on  whom 
only  they  should  trust 

Jf.  F.  Tapper. 

Id44.  FALSEBOOI^  Shame  et 

Let  falsehood  bo  a  stranger  to  thy  lips; 

Shame  on  the  policy  that  first  began 

To  tamper  with  the  heart  to  hide  its  thoughts  I 


And  doubly  shame  on  that  inglorious  tongue 
That  sold  its  honesty  and  told  a  lie. 

JViUiam  Edtard, 

1945.  FAXE,  Axwtt  et 

Who,  that  surveys  this  span  of  earth  we  press. 
This  speck  of  life  in  timers  great  wilderness. 
This  narrow  isthmus  'twizt  two  boundless 
The  past,  the  future,  two  eternities  t  [seas. 
Would  sully  the  bright  spot  or  leave  it  bare. 
When  he  might  buud  lum  a  proud  temple 

there, 
A  name,  that  long  shall  hallow  all  its  ^ace. 
And  be  each  purer  soul^s  high  restinff-place. 

ITionuu  Moore. 

1946.  FAME,  Breritj  ot 

Where  is  the  fame 
Which  the  vain-glorious  mighty  of  the  earth 
Seek  to  eternize  ?    Oh  I  the  faintest  sound 
lSx>m  timers  light  footfall,  the  minutest  wave 
That  swells  the  flood  of  ages,  whelms  in 

nothing 
The  unsubstantial  bubble.    Aye,  to-day 
Stem  is  the  tyrant^s  mandate,  red  the  gaze 
That  flashes  desolation,  strong  the  arm 
That  scatters  multitudes.    To-morrow  comes  t 
That  mandate  is  a  thunder-peal  that  died 
In  ages  past ;  that  gaze,  a  transient  flash 
On  whidi  the  midmsht  dosed,  and  on  that  • 
The  worm  has  made  his  meaL  [arm 

Shdley. 

1347.  FAKE,  Oonditioiis  o£ 

Man  of  conscience — ^man  of  reason; 

Stem,  perchance,  but  ever  just ; 
Foe  to  falsehood,  wrong,  and  treason, 

Honor's  shield  and  virtue's  trust  I 
Worker,  thinker,  firm  defender 

Of  Heaven's  troth — Oman's  liberty ; 
Soul  of  iron — proof  to  slander. 

Rock  where  founders  tyranny. 
Fame  he  seeks  not — ^but  full  surely 

She  will  seek  him,  in  his  homo ; 
This  I  know,  and  wait  securely 

For  the  atoning  hour  to  come. 

Charlotte  BrontiB. 

1348.  FAXB,  Biskgne  wltiu 

Who  art  thou  so  wondrous  fair, 

All  in  glory  shining  ? 
Men  adore  thee  everywhere ; 

Answer  my  divining. 

*'  I  am  that  which  heroes  claim 
For  their  deeds  of  daring ; 
I  can  raise  a  humble  name — 
Why  art  thou  despairing  ?  " 

Dost  thou  yonder  warrior  see 

Weary  with  destroying ; 
Shall  he  hope  to  dimo  to  thee 

O'er  the  dead  and  dying  ? 

<*  Waste  of  life,  and  woe  of  fight, 

Nothing  do  concern  mo ;  « 

If  the  solaier  comes  in  right, 
Surdy  he  shall  earn  me.*' 
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One  doth  heaps  of  gold  amass ; 

If  his  brcalJi  should  fail  him, 
Whither  would  his  mem'17  pass — 

Bright  one,  wouldst  thou  hail  him  ? 

If  for  good  he  had  employed 

That  ho  lay  beside  him, 
In  his  life  and  when  he  died, 

I  had  not  denied  him.'^ 

One  is  mounted  on  a  throne, 

Myriads  aro  admiring ; 
Canst  thou  such  a  king  disown, 

Splendid  and  aspiring  ? 

''Is  ho  wise,  ho  merits  &me, 
And  ho,  too,  shall  share  it ; 
If  a  fool,  the  greater  shame — 
His  actions  will  declare  it." 

Thou  canst  lift  a  humble  name-^ 
Mine,  indeed,  is  humble ; 

Should  I  win  a  wreath  of  fame. 
All  the  town  would  grumble. 

'*  Strive  to  climb  yon  envied  path, 
Glory  beams  ab«ve  it ; 
If  the  world  should  howl  in  wrath, 
Turn,  and  look,  and  love  it" 

1349.  FAHE,  Earthly. 

Of  all  the  phantoms  fleeting  in  the  mist 
Of  Time,  though  meagre  all,  and  ghostly 
Most  unsubstantial,  unessential  shade,  [thin. 
Was  eartlily  Fame.     She  was  a  voice  alone, 
And  dwelt  upon  the  noisy  tongues  of  men. 
She  never  thought ;  but  gabbled  ever  on ; 
Applauding  most  what  least  deserved  ap- 
plause ; 
The  motive,  the  result  was  naught  to  her : 
The  deed  alone,  though  dyed  in  human  gore. 
And  steeped  in  widow^s  tears,  if  it  stood  out 
To  prominent  display,  she  talked  of  such. 
And  roared  around  it  with  a  thousand  tongues. 
As  changed  the  wind   her  organ,  so   she 

changed 
Perpetually :  and  whom  she  ^)rBised  to-day, 
Vexing  his  ear  with  acclamations  loud. 
To-morrow  blamed,  and  hissed  him  out  of 
sight 

Such  was  her  nature,  and  her  practice  such : 
But,  O I  her  voice  was  sweet  to  mortal  ears ; 
And  touched  so  pleasantly  the  strings  of  pride 
And  vanity,  which  in  the  heart  of  man 
Were  ever  strung  harmonious  to  her  note, 
That  many  thought,  to  live  without  her  song 
Wqs  rather  death  than  life :  to  live  unknown. 
Unnoticed,  nnrcnowncd  I  to  die  unpraised  1 
Unepitaphcd !  to  go  down  to  the  pit, 
And  moulder  into  dust  among  vile  worms. 
And  leave  no  whispering  of  a  name  on  earUi  I 
Such  thought  was  cold  about  the  heart,  and 
chilled  [choose, 

The  blood.    Who  oould  endure  it  ?  who  could 
.Without  a  struggle,  to  be  swept  away  [more 
From  all  remembrance,  and  havo  jmt  no 
With  living  men  ?    Philosophy  failed  here ; 


And  self -approving  pride.  Hence  it  became 
The  aim  01  most,  and  main  pursuit,  to  win 
A  name — to  leave  some  vestige  as  tiiey  passed. 
That  following  ages  might  discern  they  onoe 
Had  been  on  earth,  and  acted  something  there. 
Many  the  roads  they  took,  the  plans  they 

tried. 
The  man  of  science  to  the  shade  retired. 
And  laid  his  head  upon  hb  hand,  in  mood 
Of  awful  thoughtfulness ;   and  dived,  and 

dived   • 
Again — deeper  and  deeper  still,  to  sound 
The  cause  remote — ^resolved,  before  he  died. 
To  make  some  grand  discovery,  by  which 
He  should  be  known  to  all  posterity. 

And  in  the  silent  vigils  of  the  niffht. 
When  uninspired  men  reposed,  the  baid. 
Ghastly  of  countenance,  and  from  his  eye 
Oft  streaming  wild,  unearthly  fire,  sat  up 
And  sent  imagination  forth ;  and  searched 
The  far  and  near — ^heaven,  earth,  and  gloomy 

hell —  [fore ; 

For  fiction  new,  for  thought,  unthought  be- 
And  when  some  curious  rare  idea  peered 
Upon  his  mind,  he  dipped  his  hasty  pen. 
And  by  the  glimmering  lamp,  or  moonlight 

beam,  [down 

That  through  his  lattice  peeped,  wrote  fondly 
What  seemed  in  truth  imperishable  song. 

And  sometimes,  too,  the  reverend  divine, 
In  meditation  deep  of  holy  things. 
And  vanities  of  Time,  heard  Fame's  sweet 

voice 
Approach  his  ear — and  hung  another  flower, 
Of  earthly  sort,  about  the  sacred  troth ; 
And  ventured  whiles  to  mix  the  bitter  text, 
With  relish  suited  to  the  sinnei^s  taste. 

And  of  ttimes,  too,  the  simple  hind,  who 
seemed 
Ambitionless,  arrayed  in  humble  sarb. 
While  round  him',  spreading,  fed  his  ham- 
less  flock,  [brook, 
Sitting  was  seen,  by  some  wild,  warbling 
Carving  his  name  upon  his  favorite  staff ; 
Or,  in  ill-favored  letters,  tracing  it 
Upon  the  aged  thorn ;  or  on  the  face 
Of  some  conspicuous  oft-f rc<j^uented  stone^ 
With  persevering  wondrous  mdustry ; 
And  hoping,  as  he  toiled  amain,  and  saw 
The  characters  take  form,  some  other  wigfati 
Long  after  he  was  dead,  and  in  the  grave. 
Should  loiter  there  at  noon  and  read  his 
name. 

In  purple  some,  and  some  in  rags,  stood 
For  reputation;  some  displayed  a liino  [forth 
Well-fEishioned :  some  of  lowlier  mind,  a 

cane  [twist 

Of   curious  workmanship,   and  marvellous 
In  strength  some  sought  it,  and  in  beauty 

more. 
Long,  long  the  fair  one  labored  at  the  rIssb, 
And,  being  tired,  called  in  auxiliar  skill 
To  have  her  sails,  before  she  went  abroad. 
Full  spread  and  nicely  set,  to  catdi  the  gale 
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Of  praise.     And  mnch  sbo  caught,  and  mncb 

decserved, 
When  ontward  loyclineas  was  index  fair 
Of  parity  within :  bat  oft,  alas ! 
The  bloom  was  on  the  skin  alone ;  and  when 
8he  saw,  sad  sight  1  the  roses  on  her  cheek 
Wither,  and  heard  the  voice  of  fame  jt^tire 
And  die  away,  she  heaved  most  piteoos  sighs, 
And  wept  most  lamentable  tears :  and  whiles, 
In  wild  delirinm,  made  rash  attempt — 
Unholy  mimickry  of  Nature's  work — 
To  recreate,  with  frail  and  mortal  things, 
Her  withered  face.    Attempt  how  fond  and 

vain !  *  [dast ; 

Her  frame  itself  soon  mouldered  down  to 
And,  in  the  land  of  deep  f orgetfulness. 
Her  beauty  and  her  name  were  laid  beside 
Eternal  silence,  and  the  loathsome  worm ; 
Into  whose  darkness  flattery  ventured  not : 
Where  none  had  ears  jbo  hear  the  voice  of 

Fame. 

Many  the  roads  they  took,  the  plans  they 

tried. 
And  awfol  oft  the  wickedness  they  wrought 
To   be    observed,    some   scrambled   up   to 

thrones. 
And  sat  in  vestures  dripping  wet  with  gore. 
The  warrior  dipped  his  sword  in  blood  and 
His  name  on  lands  and  cities  desolate,   [wrote 
Tbs  rich  bought  fields,  and  houses  built,  and 

raised 
The  monumental  piles  up  to  the  douds, 
And  called   them   by  their   names.    And, 

strange  to  tell  1 
Rather  than  be  unknown,  and  pass  away 
Obscurely  to  the  ^ve,  some,  smiUl  of  soul, 
That  else  had  perished  unobserved,  acquired 
Considerable  renown  by  oaths  profane, 
By  jesting  boldly  with  all  sacred  things. 
And  uttering  fearlessly  whatever  occurred, — 
Wild,  blasphemous,  perditionablc  thoughts, 
That  Satan  in  them  moved ;  by  wiser  men 
Suppressed,  and  quickly  banished  from  the 

mind. 

Many  the  roads  they  took,  the  plans  they 

tried :  [fame, 

But  all  in  vain.    Who  grasped  at  earthly 
QrasjMxl  wind :  nay,  worse,  a  serpent  grasped, 

that  through  [but  left 

Hj8    hand   slid   smoothly,   and  was  gone; 
A  sting  behind  which  wrought  him  endless 

pain: 
For  oft  her  voice  was  old  Abaddon's  lure. 
By  which  he  charmed  the  foolish  soul  to 

death.  Hohert  Ihllok, 

1350.  FAICE,  Imlatioii  of. 

He  who  ascends  to  mountain-tops  shall  find 
The  loftiest  peaks  most  wrapt  m  clouds  and 

snow; 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind. 
Must  look  down  on  the  fate  of  those  below. 
Though  high  above  the  sun  of  glory  glow, 
And  rar  beneath  the  earth  and  ocean  spread. 
Round  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 


Contending  tempests  on  his  naked  head. 
And  thus  reward  the  toils  which  to  those  sum- 
mits led.  Lord  Byr&n, 

1951.  FAME,  Lost  of. 

In  all  men,  from  the  monarch  to  the  menial, 
lurketh  lust  of  fame ;  [labors  proudly : 

The  savage  and  the  sa^e  aUke  regard  their 

Yea,  in  ^th,  the  glazmg  e^c  is  illumined 
by  the  hope  of  reputation. 

And  the  stricken  warrior  is  glad,  that  his 
wounds  are  salved  with  glory. 

For  fame  is  a  sweet  self-homage,  an  offering 
grateful  to  the  idol, 

A  spiritual  nectar  for  the  spiritual  thirst,  a 
mental  food  for  the  mind, 

A  pregnant  evidence  to  all  of  an  after  imma- 
terial existence, 

A  proof  that  soul  is  scathless,  when  its  dwell- 
ing is  dissolved. 

And  the  manifold  pleasures  of  fame  are  sought 
by  the  ^Ity  and  the  good ; 

Pleasures,  various  in  kind,  and  spiced  to 
every  palate ; 

The  thoughtful  loveth  fame  as  an  earnest  of 
better  immortality. 

The  industrious  and  deserving  as  a  symbol  of 
just  appreciation. 

The  selfish  as  a  promise  of  advancement,  at 
least  to  a  man^s  own  kin. 

And  common  minds  as  a  flattering  fact,  thai 
men  have  been  told  of  their  existence. 

M.  F.  Tapper. 

1359.  FAME,  Ftlam  oft 

Betwixt  heaven,  earth,  and  skies,  there  stands 
a  palace  [around, 

Whence  all  things,  though  remote,  arc  vicwVl 
And  thither  biing  their  undulating  sound : 
The  palace  of  loud  Fame ;  her  seat  of  power. 
Placed  on  the  summit  of  a  lofty  tower. 
A  thousand  winding  entries  long  and  wide. 
Receive  of  fresh  reports  a  flowing  tide. 
A  thousand  crannies  in  the  walls  are  made ; 
Nor  gate  nor  bars  exclude  the  busy  trade, 
'lis  built  of  brass,  the  better  to  diffuse 
The  spreading  sound  and  multiply  the  news ; 
Where  echoes  in  repeated  echoes  play : 
A  mart  forever  full,  and  open  night  and  day. 
For  silence  is  within,  nor  voice  express. 
But  a  deaf  noise  of  sounds  that  never  cease ; 
Confus'd  and  chiding,  like  the  hollow  roar 
Of  tides  receding  from  the  insulted  shore : 
Or  like  the  broken  thunder,  heard  from  far. 
When  Jove  to  distance  drives  the  rolling  war, 
The  courts  are  filled  with  a  tumultuous  din 
Of  crowds,  or  issuing  forth  or  entering  in : 
A  thoroughfare  of  news :  where  some  devise 
Things  never  heard ;  some  mingle  truth  with 
lies :  [beat ; 

The  troubled  air  with  empty  sounds  they 
Intent  to  hear,  and  eager  to  repeat. 
Error  sits  brooding  there ;  with  added  train 
Of  vain  Credulity  and  joys  as  vain : 
Suspidon,  with  Sedition  joined,  are  near ; 
Ana  rumors  raised,  and  murmurs  mix^d,  and 
panic  fear. 
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Fame  sits  aloft,  and  sees  the  subject  ground, 
And  seas  about,  and  skies  above,  inquiring 
all  around. 

Ovidf  tr.  hy  John  Dryden. 

IM3.  FAME,  Penonlfioatkni  of. 

Fame,  the  great  ill,  from  small  beginnings 

grows. 
Swift  from  the  first ;  and  every  moment  brings 
Kew  vigor  to  her  flights,  new  pinions  to  her 

wings. 
Soon  grows  the  pigmy  to  gigantic  size, 
Her  feet  on  earth,  her  forehead  in  the  skies. 
Enrag'd  against  the  gods,  revengeful  earth 
Produced  her  last  of  the  Titanian  birth. 
Swift  is  her  walk,  more  swift  her  winged  haste, 
A  monstrous  phantom,  horrible  ana  vast : 
As  many  plumes  as  raise  her  lofty  flight, 
So  many  piercing  eyes  enlarge  her  sight. 
Millions  of  opening  mouths  to  fame  belong. 
And  ev'ry  mouth  is  furnished  with  a  tongue ; 
And  round  with  listening  ears   the   flying 

plague  is  hung. 
She  fllls  the  peaceful  universe  with  cries ; 
No  slumbers  ever  close  her  wakeful  eyes ; 
By  day  from  lofty  towers  her  head  she  shows, 
AJnd  spreads  thro^  trembling  crowds  disas- 
trous news. 
With  court-informers^  hatmts,  and  royal  spies. 
Things  done  relates,  not  done  she  feigns,  and 

mingles  truth  with  lies ; 
Talk  is  her  business,  and  chief  delight 
To  tell  of  prodigies,  and  cause  affnght. 

Andrew  TooJce. 

1954.  FAME,  Power  oft 

Oh  t  who  shall  lightly  say  that  fame 
Is  nothing  but  an  empty  name  I 
Whilst  in  that  sound  there  is  a  charm 
The  nerve  to  brace,  the  heart  to  warm, 
As,  thinking  of  the  mighty  dead, 
The  young  from  slothful  coudi  will  start. 
And  vow,  with  lifted  hands  outspread, 
lake  them  to  act  a  noble  part  ? 

Oh  1  who  shall  lightly  say  that  fame 
Is  nothing  but  an  empty  name  I 
When  but  for  those  our  mighty  dead, 
All  ages  past  a  blank  would  be, 
Sunk  in  oblivion^s  murky  bed — 
A  desert  bare,  a  shipless  sea  ? 
They  are  the  distant  objects  seen — 
The  lofty  marks  of  what  hath  been. 

O I  who  shall  lightly  say  that  fame 
Is  nothing  but  an  empty  name  I 
When  memory  of  the  mighty  dead 
To  earth-worn  pilgrim^s  wistful  eye 
The  brightest  rays  of  cheering  shed, 
That  point  to  immortality  ? 

A  twinkling  speck,  but  fixed  and  bright, 
To  guide  us  through  the  dreary  night. 
Each  hero  shines,  and  lures  the  soul 
To  gain  the  distant  happy  goaL 
For  is  there  one  who,  musing  o'er  the  grave 
Where  lies  interred  the  good,  the  wise,  the 
brave,  [heap, 

Can  poorly  think,  beneath  the  mouldering 


That  noble  being  shall  forever  sleep  ?  [swells, 
No,  saith  the  generous  heart,  and  immdly 
**  Though  his  cered  corse  lies  here,  with  Qod 
ms  spirit  dwells."     Joaanna  BmUie, 

13M.  FAME,  QnaUtles  tf. 

What's  fame  ?— a  fancied  life  in  others*  breath, 
A  thing  beyond  us,  e'en  before  our  death. 
Just  what  you  hear,  you  have,  and  what's  un- 
known 
The  same  (my  lord)  if  Tully's,  or  your  awn. 
All  that  we  feel  of  it  begins  and  ends 
In  the  small  cirde  of  our  foes  or  friends ; 
To  all  beside  as  much  an  empty  shade 
A  Eugene  living  as  a  Caesar  a<»d ; 
Alike  or  when  or  where  they  shone  or  shine. 
Or  on  the  Rubicon,  or  on  the  Rhine. 
A  wit's  a  feather,  and  a  chief  a  rod ; 
An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  God. 
Fame  but  from  death  a  villain's  name  can 

save. 
As  justice  tears  his  body  from  the  grave ; 
When  what  to  oblivion  better  were  resigned 
Is  hung  on  high,  to  poison  half  mankinirl, 
All  fame  is  foreign,  but  of  true  desert ; 
Plays  round  the  head,  but  comes  not  to  the 
heart :  [weigfas 

One  self -approving  hour  whole  years  cnt- 
Of  stupid  starers  and  of  loud  huzzas. 
And  more  true  joy  Maroellus  exiled  feels 
Than  Csesar  witii  a  senate  at  his  heels. 

Alexajider  Btpe, 

ItM.  FAME,  B^eotiag. 

Thou  hast  a  charmed  cup,  O  Fame,^ 
A  draught  that  mantles  high, 

And  seems  to  lift  this  earthly  frame 
Above  mortality. 

Away !  to  me— «  woman — ^bring 

Sweet  waters  from  affection's  spring. 

Thou  hast  green  laurel-leaves  that  twine 

Into  so  proud  a  wreath — 
For  that  resplendent  gift  of  thine 

Heroes  have  smiled  in  death. 
Give  tM  from  some  kind  hand  a  flower, 
The  record  of  one  happy  hour. 

Thou  hast  a  voice,  whose  thrilling  tones 

Can  bid  each  life-pulse  beat. 
As  when  a  trumpet's  note  hatb^  blown, 

Calling  the  brave  to  meet. 
But  mine,  let  mine — a  woman^s  breast — 
By  words  of  home-bom  love  be  blessed. 

A  hollow  sound  is  in  thy  song, 

A  mockery  in  thy  eye. 
To  the  sick  heart  that  doth  but  long 

For  aid,  for  sympathy. 
For  kindly  looks  to  cheer  it  on. 
For  tender  accents  that  are  gone. 

Fame,  Fame  I  thou  canst  not  be  the  stay 

Unto  the  drooping  reed, 
The  cool  fresh  fountain  in  the  day 

Of  the  soul's  feverish  need  : 
Where  must  the  lone  one  turn  or  flee  ? — 
Kot  unto  thee,  oh  I  not  to  thee  I 

Mrs,  F,  D.  Hmans, 
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1957.  FAKE,  Spu  «f. 

Fame  is  tho  spar  that  the  dear  spMt  doth 

raiflo 
(That  last  infirimty  of  noble  minds) 
To  scorn  delights,  and  live  laborious  days ; 
Bat  the  fair  guerdon  when  we  hope  to  find, 
And  think  to  burst  oat  into  sadden  blase, 
Ck>mes  the  blind  farj  with  th*  abhorr'd  shears, 
And  slits  the  thin-span  life.    John  MiUan. 

1M9.  FAME,  T«mpl6  o£ 

I  gazing  ap,  a  glorious  pile  bdield. 
Whose  towering  summit  ambient  clouds  con- 
cealed. 
IGgh  on  a  rock  of  ice  the  stracture  lay, 
Steep  its  ascent,  and  slippery  was  the  way ; 
The  wondrous  rock  like  Parian  marble  shone, 
And  seemed,  to  distant  sight,  of  solid  stone. 
Inscriptions  hero  of  various  names  I  viewed, 
Tho  greater  part  by  hostile  time  subdued ; 
Yet  wide  was  spr^d  their  fame  in  ages  past, 
And  i>oets  once  had  promised  they  should  last. 
Some  fresh   engray'd  appear'd  of  wits  re- 
nowned ; 
[  looked  again,  nor  could  their  trace  be  found. 
Critics  I  saw,  that  other  names  de£aoe. 
And  fix  their  own,  with  labor,  in  their  place  : 
Their  own,  like  others,  soon  their  place  re- 

sign'd, 
Or  ^uMppear'd,  and  left  the  first  behind. 
Nor  was  the  woris  impaired  by  storm  alone. 
But  felt  th'  approaches  of  too  warm  a  smi ; 
For  &me,  impatient  of  extremes,  decays 
Not  more  by  envy  than  excess  of  praise. 
Yet  part  no  injuries  of  heaven  could  feel, 
lake  crystal  faithful  to  the  graving  steel : 
The  rock's  high  summit,  in  the  temple's  shade, 
Nor  heat  could  melt,  nor  beating  storms  Ca- 

vade. 
Their  names  inscribed,  unnumber'd  ages  past, 
F^rom  time's  first  birth,  with  time  itself  slull 
These  ever  new,  nor  subject  to  decays,  [last ; 
Spread  and  grow  brighter  with  the  length  of 
days.  Aleasander  Jnpe, 

1M9.  FAMILT,  a  Book. 

The  family  is  like  a  book, 
The  children  are  the  leaves, 

The  parents  are  the  cover  that 
Protective  beauty  gives. 

At  first  the  pages  of  the  book 
Are  blank,  and  smooth,  and  fair ; 

But  time  soon  writeth  memories, 
And  painteth  pictures  there. 

Love  is  the  little  golden  dasp 

That  bindeth  up  the  trust ; 
O  break  it  not,  lest  all  tho  leaves 

Shall  scatter  and  be  lost. 

1900.  FAIOLT,  Gift  of  a. 

When  the  black-lettered  list  to  the  gods  was 
presented  [tends), 

(The  list  of  what  fate  for  each  mortal  in- 
At  the  long  string  of  ills  a  kind  goddess  re- 
lented, [children,  and  Mends. 
And   slipped   in   three   blessings, — wife, 


In  vain  surely  Plato   maintained   he  was 

cheated,  [ends. 

For  justice  divine  could  not  compass  its 

Hie  scheme  of  man's  penance  he  swore  was 

defeated,  [children,  and  friends. 

For   earth   becomes   heaven   with — ^wife, 

If  the  stock  of  our  bliss  is  in  stranger  hands 

vested,  [ends ; 

The  fund  ill  secured  oft  in  bankruptcy 

But  the  heart  issues  bills  which  are  never 

protested,  [dren,  and  friends. 

When  drawn  on  the  firm  of —wife,  chil- 

The  day-spring  of  youth  still  unclouded  by 
sorrow. 
Alone  on  itself  for  enjoyment  depends ; 
But  drear  is  the  twilight  of  age  if  it' borrow 
Ko  warmth  from  the  smile  of —wife,  chil- 
dren, and  Mends. 

WiUicnn  Bobert  Spencer. 

1961.  FAXILT,  Qiava  of  a. 

They  grew  in  beauty,  side  by  side. 
They  filled  one  house  with  glee — 

Their  graves  are  severed  far  and  wide, 
By  mount,  and  stream,  and  sea ! 

The  same  fond  mother  bent  at  night 
O'er  each  fair  sleeping  brow. 

She  had  each  folded  flower  in  sight- 
Where  are  those  dreamers  now  ? 

One  midst  the  forest  of  the  west 

By  a  dark  stream  is  laid ; 
The  Indian  knows  his  place  of  rest, 

Far  in  the  cedar  shade. 

The  sea,  the  blue  lone  sea,  hath  one, 

He  lies  where  pearls  lie  deep ; 
He  was  the  lov'd  of  all,  yet  none 

O'er  his  low  bed  may  weep. 

One  sleeps  where  southern  vines  are  drees'd 

Above  the  noble  slain, 
He  wrapt  his  colors  round  his  breast, 

On  a  blood-red  field  of  Spain. 

And  one— o'er  her  the  myrtle  showers 
Its  leaves,  by  soft  winds  fanned; 

She  faded  ^miost  Italian  flowers. 
The  last  of  that  bright  band. 

And  parted  thus,  they  rest  who  play*d 

Beneath  the  same  green  tree,  - . 
Whose  voices  mingled  as  they  pray*d 

Around  one  parent  knee  I 

They  that  with  smiles  lit  up  the  haU, 
Ajid  cheer'd  with  song  the  hearth — 

Alas  for  love,  if  thou  wert  all. 
And  naught  beyond,  on  earth ! 

Mrs,  F»  D,  Hemant, 

1909.  FAMILYy  Lueparable. 

'Tis  but  one  family — the  sound  is  balm, 
A  seraph-whisper  to  the  wounded  heart. 
It  lulls  the  storm  of  sorrow  to  a  calm,  [dart. 
And  draws  the  v^iom  from  the  avenger's 
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"Rs  but  one  family — ^the  accents  come  [woe, 
like  light  from  hcayen  to  break  the  night  of 
The  banner-cry  to  call  the  spirit  home, 
The  shout  of  victory  o^cr  a  fallen  foe. 

Death  cannot  separate — ^Is  memory  dead  ? 

Has  thought,  too,  yanishcd,  and  has  lore 

'  grown  chill ! 

Has  every  relic  and  memento  fled, 

And  ore  the  living  only  with  us  still  f 

No  I  in  our  hearts  the  lost  we  moum  remain 
Objects  of  love  and  ever-fresh  delight ; 
And  fancy  leads  them  in  her  fairy  train. 
In  half-seen  transports  past  the  mourner's 
sight. 

Yes  I  in  ten  thousand  ways,  or  far  or  near, 
The  call  by  love,  by  meditation  brought, 
In  heavenly  visions  yet  they  haunt  us  here, 
The  sad  companions  of  our  sweetest  thought. 

Death  never  separates ;  the  golden  wires 
That  ever  trembled  to  their  names  before. 
Will  vibrate  still,  though  every  form  expires. 
And  those  we  love,  we  look  upon  no  more, 

No  more  indeed  in  sorrow  and  in  pain, 
But  even  memory's  need  ere  long  will  cease, 
For  we  shall  join  the  lost  of  love  again, 
In  endless  bands,  and  in  eternal  peace. 

1963.  FAIOLT,  Paaoe  to  fUi. 

Peace  bo  to  this  habitation, 

Peace  to  every  eoul  herein  I 
Peace,  the  foretaste  of  salvation. 

Peace,  the  seal  of  cancelled  sin. 
Peace  that  speaks  its  heavenly  Giver, 

Peace  to  earthly  minds  unknown. 
Peace  divine,  that  lasts  forever, 

He;^  erect  its  glorious  throne.^ 

On  the  son  of  peace  descending. 

On  the  daughter  of  Thy  ffraoe, 
Big  with  comforts  never  ending. 

Let  the  promise  now  take  place : 
Each  receive  the  gracious  shower, 

Each  the  gospel  blessing  prove, 
Witness  of  Thy  pardoning  power. 

Witness  of  Thy  perfect  Love. 

Charles  Wetley. 

1964.  FAMILT,  Besidenoe  of  tlie. 

Let  pensive  memory  trace  her  wonted  round 
In  these  familiar  walks ;  'tis  fairy  ground : 
Still  to  her  view  upheld  in  bright  array. 
Birds  in  the  bowers,  and  roses  ever  gay. 
Let  grateful  thought  with  deeper  musings 

roam  [home. 

Through  each  loved  haunt  of  this  deserted 
Long  from  the  social  altar,  year  by  year. 
The  patriarch^s  prayer  went  up  accepted  here. 
And,  lo !  in  answer  to  the  faithful  call. 
On  children's  children  showers  of  blessings 

f alL  [eyes  : 

Embowered  retreat  I  how  fair  to  Chnstian 
Sure  'twas  heaven's  gate !  a  nursery  for  the 

skies  1  Jane  Taylor. 


IdW.  FAMQiY,  Benaisa  of  ft. 

Scattered  o'er  various  fislds  by  Heareiiy 
Through  various  pathways  led. 

What  happiness  in  peace  to  meet 
Around  a  common  head  t 

To  talk  of  mercies  shared  by  all^ 

Of  hopes  that  virtues  raise ; 
And  in  &e  general  bliss  enjoyed, 

To  join  in  generfd  praise  1 

The  pleasures  of  the  past  recall, 

And  tell  the  tales  again 
Of  infant  dreams,  and  childhood's  joya^ 

And  youth's  delightful  reign, — 

And  then  the  strange  vicissitudes 

Of  mankind  to  compare ; 
And  mark  how  wonderful,  how  kind, 

Heaven's  dispensations  are, — 

To  plan  the  schemes  of  future  bliM ; 

Rejoicing  to  confess, 
That  He  whose  love  hath  blessed  the  pafll. 

The  future,  too,  will  bless. 

Thus  the  domestic  hearth  is  made 

Both  love  and  virtue's  shrine, 
And  thus  earth's  dross  is  purified, 

And  man  becomes  divine. 

JohnBowring. 

1966.  FAMILT,  Tlw  of  tlie. 

If  there  is  happiness  below. 

In  such  a  home  she's  shrined: 
The  hmnon  heart  can  never  know 

Enjoyment  more  refined. 
Than  where  the  sacred  band  ia  twined 

Of  filial  and  parental  ties, — 
That  tender  union,  all  combined 

Of  Nature's  holiest  sympathies ! 

"Us  friendship  in  its  loveliest  dress  I 
'Tis  love's  most  perfect  tenderness  I 
All  other  friendships  may  decay. 
All  other  loves  may  fade  away  : 
Our  faults  or  follies  may  disgust 
The  friend  in  whom  we  f onmy  trust ; 
Or  selfish  views  may  intervene, 
From  us  his  changeful  heart  to  wean : 
Or  we  ourselves  may  change,  and  find  ^ 
Faults  to  which  once  our  love  was  blind: 
Or  ling'ring  pain,  or  pining  care 
At  length  may  woary  friendship's  ear ; 
And  love  may  gaze  with  alterea  eye. 
When  beauty's  young  attractions  fly : 
But  in  that  union,  finn  and  mild. 
That  binds  a  parent  to  his  child. 
Such  jarrinff  chords  can  never  sound — 
Such  painfm  doubts  can  never  wound. 
Though  health  and  fortune  may  decay. 
And  fleeting  beauty  pass  away ; 
Though  grief  may  blight,  or  sin  deface 
Our  you£'s  fair  promise,  or  disgrace 
May  brand  with  infamy,  and  shame, 
And  public  scorn,  our  blasted  name ; 
Though  all  the  fell  contagion  fly, 
Of  gSdt,  reproach  and  misery,— 
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"When  love  forgets,  and  friends  forsake, 
A  parent,  though  his  heart  may  break, 
"From  that  fond  heart  will  never  tear 
The  child,  whose  last  retreat  is  there  I 
O  union,  purest,  most  sublime  I 
The  grave  itself  but  for  a  time 

The  holy  bond  shall  sever ; 
His  hand  who  rent  shall  bind  again, 
With  firmer  links,  thy  broken  dbain, 

To  be  complete  forever  I 

15I67.  FIXILT,  WoTBhip  in  tlu. 

Fair  is  the  sight,  by  Israers  psalmist  sung. 
Of  those  whom  God  hath  m  one  household 

joined. 
In  peace,  and  unity,  and  love  combined; 
Most  fair,  when  all  assemble,  old  and  young. 
Parents  and  children ;  those  who  serve,  among 
Those  whom  they  serve ;  with  social  feel- 
ings kind 
Each  to  the  other,  and  with  knees  inclined 
In  patriarchal  worship,  heart  and  tongue. 
List  to  the  Saviour's  words  1    ^' Where 'two 
or  three 
Meet  in  My  name,  there  in  the  midst  am  L" 
Believe,  and  welcome  to  thy  family        [try. 
The  gradous  Guest ;  and  by  His  blessing 
How  much  domestic  bliss  and  amity 

Hang  on  domestic  worship*s  hallowing  tie  I 

BUhop  Mant, 

1M8.  FAXILY  W0B8HIP,  Botyofi 

Whom  God  hath  made  the  heads  of  families, 
He  hath  made  priests  to  offer  sacrifice. 
Daily  let  part  of  Holy  Writ  be  read, 
Let,  as'  the  body,  so  the  soul  have  bread ; 
Por  look,  how  many  souls  in  thy  house  be, 
With  just  as  many  souls  God  trusteth  thee. 

1M9.  rAMTLY  W0B8HIF,  Fiotaze  ofi 

The  cheerf u^  supper  done,  wi'  serious  face, 

They,  round  the  ingle,  form  a  circle  wide ; 
The  sire  turns  o'er,  wi*  patriarchal  grace. 

The  big  ha'-Bible,  ance  his  fathers  pride ; 
His  bonnet  reverently  is  laid  aside. 

His  lysjrt  haffets  wearing  thin  an'  bare : 
Those  strains  that  once  did  sweet  in  Zlon 
glide, 

He  wales  a  x>ortion  with  judicious  care ; 
And  *'Let  us  worship  €K>dI "  he  says  with 
solenm  air. 

They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  guise ; 

Tliey  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest 

aim :  [rise. 

Perhaps  **  Dundee's  "  wild- warbling  measures 

Or  plaintive   **  Martyrs,"  worthy  of  the 

name ;  [flame, 

Or  noble    "Elgin"   beats  the  heavenward 

The  sweetest  far  of  Scotia's  holy  lays : 
Compared  with  these,  Italian  trills  are  tame ; 

The  tickled  ears  no  heartfelt  raptures  raise ; 
Nae  unison  hae  they  with  our  Creator's  praise. 

The  priest-like  father  reads  the  sacred  pa^e — 
How  Abram  was  the  fiiend  of  God  on 

Or  Moses  bode  eternal  warfare  wage  [high ; 
With  Amalek's  ungracious  progeny, 
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Or  how  the  royal  bard  did  groaning  lie  [ire ; 

Beneath  the  stroke  of  Heaven's  avenging 
Or  Job's  pathetic  plants  and  wailing  cry ; 

Or  rapt  Isaiah's  wild,  senphic  fire ; 
Or  other  holy  seers  that  tune  the  sacred  lyre. 

Perhaps  the  Christian  volume  is  the  theme, — 

How  guiltless  blood  for  guilty  man  was 
shed; 
How  He,  who  bore  in  heaven  the  second  name. 

Had  not  on  earth  whereon  to  lay  His  head : 
How  His  first  followers  and  servants  sped ; 

The  precepts  sage  they  wrote  to  many  a 
How  he,  who  lone  in  Patmos  banishkt,  [land ; 

Saw  in  the  sun  a  mighty  angel  stand. 
And  heard  grei&t  Bab'lon's  doom  pronounced 
by  Heaven's  conmiand. 

Then,  kneeling  down,  to  heaven's  eternal 
King,  [prays  : 

The  saint,  the  father,  and  the  husband 
Hope  "  springs  exulting  on  triumphant  wing, " 

That  thus  they  all  shall  meet  in  future 
There  ever  bask  in  uiterea,,ted  rays,       [days ; 

Ko  more  to  sigh,  or  shed  the  bitter  tear, 
Together  hymning  their  Creator's  praise, 

&.  such  society,  yet  still  more  dear ; 
While  circling  'Hme  moves  round  in  an  eter- 
nal sphere. 

Compared  with  this,  how  poor  Religion's 
pride. 

In  all  the  pomp  of  method  and  of  art, 
When  men  ^splay  to  congregations  wide. 

Devotion's  every  grace,  except  the  heart  I 
The  Power,  incensed,  the  pageant  will  desert, 

The  pompous  strain,  the  sacerdotal  stole ; 
But,  haply,  in  some  cottage  far  apart,  [soul ; 

May  hear,  well  pleased,  the  language  of  the 
And  in  His  Book  of  Life  the  inmates  poor 
enroll  Robert  Biima, 

1970.  FAMINE,  Flea  o& 

Give  me  three  grains  of  com,  mother — 

Only  three  grains  of  com ; 
It  will  keep  the  little  life  I  have 

Till  the  coming  of  the  mom. 
I  am  dying  of  hunger  and  cold,  mother — 

Dying  of  hunger  and  cold ; 
And  half  the  agony  of  such  a  death 

My  lips  have  never  told. 

It  has  gnawed  like  a  wolf  at  my  heart, 

A  wofi  that  is  fierce  for  blood ;   [mother— 
All  the  livelong  day,  and  the  night  beMde, 

Gnawing  for  lack  of  food. 
I  dreamed  of  bread  in  my  sleep,  mother. 

And  the  sight  was  heaven  to  see ; 
I  awoke  with  an  eager,  famishing  lip, 

But  you  had  no  bread  for  me. 

How  could  I  look  to  you,  mother — 

How  could  I  look  to  you, 
For  bread  to  give  to  your  starving  boy. 

When  you  were  starving  too  ? 
For  I  read  the  famine  in  your  cheek. 

And  in  your  eyes  so  wild, 
And  I  felt  it  in  your  bony  hand, 

As  you  laid  it  on  your  child. 
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Come  nearer  to  my  side,  mother 

Come  nearer  tp  my  side, 
And  hold  me  fondly,  as  yon  held 

My  father  when  ha  died ; 
Quick,  for  I  cannot  see  yon,  mother, 

My  breath  is  almost  gone ; 
Mother  1  dear  mother  1  ere  I  die, 

Give  me  three  grains  of  com. 

ifiM  Edwards. 

1971.  FAMIHEi  Supply  ia. 

Sore  was  the  famine  throughout  all  the 
Of  Israel,  when  Elijah,  by  command  [bounds 
Of  Q<>d,  journeyed  to  Cherith^s  failing  bix)ok ; 
No  rain-drops  fell,  no  dew-fraught  doud,  at 

mom. 
Or  closing  eve,  creeps  slowly  up  the  vale ; 
The   withering   herbage   cQes;    among  the 

palms. 
The  shriyelled  leayes  send  to  the  summer  gale 
An  autumn  rustle ;  no  sweet  songster's  Liy 
Is  warbled  from  the  branches ;  scarce  is  heard 
The  rill^s  faint  brawljr  The  prophet  looks 

around. 
And  trusts  in  €k)d,  and  lays  his  silyered  head 
Upon  the  flowerless  bank ;  serene  he  deeps. 
Nor  wakes  till  dawning ;  then  with  hands  en- 
clasped, Ipi^ys 
And  heavenward  face,  and  eyelids  dosed,  he 
To  him  who  manna  on  the  desert  showered, 
To  him  who  from  the  rock  made  fountains 
gush :                                          [roused 
Entranced  the  man  of  Gk>d  remains;    till 
By  sound  of  wheeling  wiads,  with  grateful 

heart, 
He  sees  the  ravens  fearless  by  his  side 
Alight,  and  leave  the  heaven-provided  food. 

James  Oraihame, 

1979.  FAHATIOISlf,  Befinitioii  oC 

What  is  fanatic  frenzy,  scom*d  so  much, 
And  dreaded  more  than  a  contagious  touch  ? 
I  grant  it  dangerous,  and  approve  your  fear. 
That  fire  is  catching  if  you  oraw  too  near ; 
But  sage  observers  oft  mistake  the  fame. 
And  give  trae  piety  that  odious  name. 
To  tremble  (as  the  creature  of  an  hour 
Ought  at  the  view  of  an  Almighty  power) 
Before  whose  presence,  at  whose  awful  throne 
All  tremble  in  all  worlds,  except  our  own. 
To  supplicate  His  mercy,  love  His  ways. 
And  prize  them  above  pleasure,  wealth,  or 
praise,  [voice, 

Though   common  sense,   allowed  a  casting 
And  free  from  bias,  must  approve  the  choice. 
Convicts  a  man  fanatic  in  the  extreme, 
And  wild  as  madness  in  the  world^s  esteem. 
But  that  disease,  when  soberly  defined 
Is  the  false  fire  of  an  overheated  mind ; 
It  views  the  truth  with  a  distorted  eye. 
And  cither  warps  or  lays  it  usdess  by ; 
'Tis  narrow,  selfish,  arrogant,  and  draws 
Its  sordid  nourishment  from  man^s  applause ; 
And  while  at  sin  unrelinquished  lies, 
Presumes  itself  chief  favorite  of  the  skies. 

William  Oawper* 


mn.  FAVOT,  DMtli  oC 

Tell  me,  where  Is  fancy  bred ; 
Or  in  the  heart,  or  in  the  head  t 
How  begot,  how  nourished  t 
It  is  engendered  in  the  eyes, 
With  gazing  fed :  and  fancy 
In  the  cradle  where  it  lies. 

Shakespeare, 

1374.  FAHOT,  Bedm  o& 

Ever  let  the  Fancy  roam  I 

Pleasure  never  is  at  home : 

At  a  touch  sweet  Pleasure  melteth. 

Like  to  bubbles  when  rain  pelteth ; 

Then  let  wing^  Fancy  wander 

Through  the  thought  still  spread  beyond  her : 

Open  wide  the  mind*s  cage-door, 

She^ll  dart  forth,  and  cloudward  soar. 

O  sweet  Fancy  1  let  her  loose ; 

Summer's  joys  are  spoUt  by  use, 

And  the  enjoying  of  the  spring 

Fades  as  does  its  blossommg ; 

Autumn^s  red-lipped  fruitage  too, 

Blushing  through  the  mist  and  dew. 

Cloys  with  tasting :  What  do  then? 

Sit  thee  by  the  ingle,  when 

The  sear  fagot  blazes  bright. 

Spirit  of  a  winter's  night ; 

When  the  soundless  earth  is  muffled. 

And  the  cakdd  snow  is  shufiled 

From  the  plough-boy's  heavy  shoon ; 

When  the  Night  dotii  meet  the  Noon 

In  a  dark  conspiracy 

To  banish  Even  from  her  sky. 

Sit  thee  there,  and  send  abroad 

With  a  mind  self-overawed, 

Fancy,  high-commissioned ; — send  her ! 

She  has  vassals  to  attend  her ; 

She  will  bring,  in  spite  of  frost. 

Beauties  that  the  earth  hath  lost ; 

She  will  bring  thee,  altogether, 

All  delights  of  summer  weather, 

Ail. the  buds  and  bells  of  May 

From  dewy  sward  or  thoraiy  spray ; 

All  the  hcapM  autumn's  wealth. 

With  a  still,  mysterious  stealth ; 

She  will  mix  these  pleasures  up 

Like  three  fit  wines  in  a  cup. 

And  thou  shalt  quaif  it ; — ^thou  shalt  hear 

Distant  harvest-carols  dear ; 

Rustle  of  the  reap^  com ; 

Sweet  birds  antheming  the  mom ; 

And  in  the  same  moment — ^hark  I 

'Tis  the  early  April  lark, 

Or  the  Tooka,  with  busy  caw. 

Foraging  for  sticks  and  straw. 

Thou  shalt,  at  one  glance,  behold 

The  daisy  and  the  marigold ; 

White-plumed  lilies,  and  the  first 

Hedge-grown  primrose  that  hath  bunt ; 

Shaded  hyacinth,  alway 

Sapphire  queen  of  the  mid-May ; 

And  every  leaf  and  every  fiower 

Peorldd  with  the  self -same  shower. 

Thou  shalt  see  the  fidd-mouse  peep 

Meagre  from  its  ceUdd  sleep ; 
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And  the  snake  all  winter-thin 
Cast  on  sonny  bank  its  skin ; 
Freckled  nest^ggs  thou  shalt  see 
Hatdiing  in  the  hawthom-tree. 
When  the  hen>bird-B  wing  doth  rest 
Quiet  on  her  mossy  nest ; 
Then  the  hnrry  and  ahum 
Wlicn  tbci  beehive  casts  its  swarm ; 
Acorns  ripe  down-pattering 
While  the  autumn  oreezes  sing. 

O  sweet  Fancy !  let  her  loose ; 
Everything  is  spoilt  by  use ; 
Where's  the  cheek  that  doth  not  fade. 
Too  much  gazed  at  ?  Where's  the  maid 
Whose  lip  matui'e  is  ever  new  ? 
Where's  the  eye,  however  blue, 
Doth  not  weaty  ?    Where's  the  face 
One  would  meet  in  every  place  ? 
Where's  the  voice,  however  soft, 
One  would  hear  so  very  oft  f 
At  a  touch  sweet  Pleasure  melteth 
Like  to  bubbles  when  rain  pelteth. 
Let  then  wingdd  Fancy  fina 
Thee  a  mistress  to  thy  mind ; 
Quickly  break  her  prison-string, 
And  such  joys  as  these  she^ll  bring : 
Let  the  wlngM  Fancy  roam  I 
Pleasure  never  is  at  home.         John  KeaU, 

137$.  FABEWELL,  A  Dyiiffi 

Tet  send, 
£v' n  then,  in  silent  hours,  a  thought,  dear 

friend  I 
Down  to  my  yoioeless  chamber^  for  thy  love 
Hath  been  to  me  all  gifts  of  eajth  above, 
niough  bought  with  burning  tears!    It  is 

the  sting 
Of  death  to  leave  that  vainly  precious  thing 
In.  this  cold  world  1    What  were  it  then,  if 

thou, 
With  thy  fond  eyes,  wert  gazing  on  me  now  ? 
Too  keen  a  pang  I — farewell  1  and  yet  once 

more 
Farewell ! — ^the  passion  of  long  years  I  pour 
Lito  that  word:  thou  hear'st  not, — ^but  the 

woe. 
And  fervor  of  its  tones  may  one  day  flow 
To  thy  heart's  holy  place;  there  let  them 

dwell — 
We  shall  o'ersweep  the  grave  to  meet — ^fare- 
well I  J^«.  F.  2>.  Sbmans. 

1376.  FABEWELL,  Dread  of: 

Nay,  shrink  not  from  the  word  "  farewelL" 
As  if  'twere  friendship's  final  knell ; 

Such  fears  may  prove  but  vain : 
So  changeful  is  life's  fleeting  day, 
Whene'er  we  sever  hope  may  say, 

"  We  part  to  meet  again  I  " 
Even  the  last  partii^  earth  can  know 
Brings  not  unutterable  woe. 

To  souls  that  heavenward  soar ; 
For  humble  faith,  with  steadfast  eye. 
Points  to  a  brio;litcr  world  on  high. 
Where  hearts  that  here  at  parting  sigh, 

^lay  meet  to  part  no  more. 

Bernard  Barton, 


1977.  FABEWEU;  Lover'fc 

Ae  fond  kiss  and  then  we  sever  I 
Ae  f areweel,  alas  1  forever  1 
Deep  in  heart- wrung  tears  Fll  pledge  thee ; 
Warring  sighs  and  groans  I'll  wage  thee. 
Who  shall  say  that  fortune  grieves  him. 
While  the  star. of  hope  she  leaves  him  f 
Me,  nae  cheerfu'  twinkle  lights  me ; 
Dark  despair  around  benights  me. 

m  ne'er  blame  my  partial  fancy-*- 
Naething  could  resist  my  Nancy : 
But  to  see  her  was  to  love  her, 
Love  but  her,  and  love  forever. 
Had  we  never  loved  sae  kindly. 
Had  we  never  loved  sae  blindly, 
Never  met — or  never  parted, 
We  had  ne'er  been  broken-hearted. 

Fare  thee  weel,  thou  first  and  fairest  I 
Fare  thee  wed,  thou  best  and  dearest  1 
Thine  be  ilka  joy  anM  treasure, 
Peace,  enjoyment,  ^ove,  and  pleasure  I 
Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever  I 
Ae  fareweel,  alas  I  forever ! 
Deep  in  heart- wrung  tears  Fll  pledge  thee ; 
Warring  sighs  and  groans  PU  wa^  thee. 

BobertBums, 

197§.  FABEWELLi  FahiftiL 

Farewell !  if  ever  fondest  prayer 

For  other's  weal  avail'd  on  high. 
Mine  will  not  all  be  lost  in  air, 

But  waft  thy  name  beyond  the  sky. 
'Twere  vain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  sigh ; 

Oh !  more  than  tears  of  blood  can  tell. 
When  wrung  from  guilt's  expiring  eye. 

Are  in  that  word — ^farewell ! — ^farewell ! 

These  lips  are  mute,  these  eyes  are  dry; 

But  in  my  breast,  and  in  my  brain. 
Awake  the  pangs  that  pass  not  by. 

The  thought  that  ne'er  shall  sleep  again. 
My  soul  nor  deigns  nor  dares  complain, 

Though  grief  and  passion  there  rebel ; 
I  only  know  we  loved  in  vain — 

I  only  feel— farewell  1 — farewell  I 

Lord  Byron, 

1379.  FABEWELLi  Weloome  and. 

Time  is  like  a  fashionable  host, 
That  slightly  shakes  his  parting  g^est  by  the 
hand ;  [fly. 

And  with  his  arms  outstretch'd,  as  he  would 
Grasps  in  the  comer ;  welcome  ever  smiles. 
And  farewell  goes  out  sighing. 

Shalnsspearo, 

1380.  FA8HI0V,  Amy  of; 

And  now,  imveiled,  the  toilet  stands  dis- 
Each  silver  vase  in  mystic  order  laid,  [played, 
First,  robed   in  white,   the   nymph   intent 

adores. 
With  head  uncovered,  the  cosmetic  powers. 
A  heavenly  image  in  the  glass  appears. 
To  that  she  bends,  to  that  her  eyes  she  rears ; 
The  inferior  priestess,  at  her  altar's  side 
Trembling  begins  the  sacred  rites  of  pride. 


908 


Unnnmbered  treasares  ope  at  once,  and  here 
The  yarioos  offerings  of  the  world  appear ; 
From  each  she  nicely  caUs  with  curious  toil, 
And  decks  the  goddess  with  the  glittering 

spoil. 
This  casket  Indians  glowing  gems  milocks, 
And  all  Arabia  breathes  from  yonder  box. 
The  tortoise  here  and  elephant  unite, 
Transformed  to  combs,  the  speckled  and  the 

white. 
Here  files  of  pins  extend  their  shining  rows, 
Pnf£s,  powders,  patches,  bibles,  billets-doux. 
Now  awful  beauty  puts  on  all  its  arms ; 
The  fair  each  moment  rises  in  her  charms, 
Bepairs  her  smiles,  awakens  every  grace, 
And  calls  forth  all  the  wonders  of  her  face ; 
Sees  by  degrees  a  purer  blush  arise. 
And  keener  lightnings  quicken  in  her  eyes. 
The  busy  sylphs  surround  their  darling  care, 
These  set  the  head,  and  those  divide  the  hair. 
Some  fold  the  sleeve^  whilst  others  plait  the 

gown; 
And  Betty's  praised  for  labors  not  her  own. 

Alexander  Piype. 

IMl.  FASHIOHi  Bui  ofi 

Fashion,  leader  of  a  chattering  train, 
Whom  man,  for  his  own  hurt,  permits  to  reign, 
Who  shifts  and  changes  all  things  but  his 

shane. 
And  woula  degrade  her  votary  to  an  ape, 
The  fruitful  parent  of  abuse  and  wrong, 
Holds  a  usurped  dominion  o'er  his  tongue ; 
There  sits  and  prompts  him  with  his  own  dis- 
grace, [grimace, 
Prescribes   the   theme,  the   tone,   and   the 
And,  when  accomplished   in  her  wayward 

school, 
Calls  gentlemen  whom  she  has  made  a  f  ooL 
'Tis  an  unalterable,  fix'd  decree. 
That  none  could  frame  or  ratify  but  she,  [sin, 
That  heaven  and  hell,  and  righteousness  and 
Snares  in  his  path,  and  foes  that  lurk  within, 
God  and  his  attributes  (a  field  of  day 
Where  His  an  angel's  happiness  to  stray), 
Fruits  of  His  love  and  wonders  of  His  might, 
Be  never  named  in  care  csteem'd  polite. 
That  he  who  dares,  when  she  forbids,  be 
grave,  [knave, 

Shall  stand   proscribed,    a   madman   or   a 
A  close  designer  not  to  be  believed. 
Or,  if  excuMd  that  charge,  at  least  deceived. 

WiUiam  Cowper. 

1993.  FASHIOH,  Folly  of. 

The  rout  is  Folly's  circle,  which  she  draws 
With  magic  wand.     So  potent  is  the  spell, 
Tliat  none,  decoy'd  into  that  fatal  ring. 
Unless  by  Heaven's  peculiar  grace,  escape. 
There  we  grow  early  gray,  but  never  wise ; 
There   form   connectioas,   but   acquire    no 
Solicit  pleasure,  hopeless  of  success ;  [friend ; 
Waste  youth  in  occupations  only  fit 
For  second  childhood,  and  devote  old  age 
To  sports  which  only  childliood  could  excuse. 
There  they  are  happiest  who  dissemble  best 
Their  weariness ;  and  they  the  most  polite 


Who  squander  time  and  treasure  with  a  smile. 
Though  at  their  own  destruction.     She  that 

asks  [all. 

Her  dear  five  hundred  friends  contemns  them 
And  hates  their  coming.      They  (what  can 

they  less  ?)  [shrug. 

Make  just  reprisals;   and  with  cringe  and 
And  bow  obsequious,  hide  their  hate  of  her. 
All  catch  the  frenzy,  downward  from  her 

grace,  [skies. 

Whose  flambeaux  flash  against  the  morning 
And  gild  our  chamber  ceilings  as  they  pass. 
To  her,  who,  frugal  only  that  her  thrift 
May  feed  excess  she  can  ill  afford. 
Is  hackney'd  home  unlackey'd ;  who,  in  haste 
Aliffhting,  turns  the  key  in  her  own  door. 
And,  at  the  watchman's  lantern  borrowing 

light, 
Finds  a  cold  bed  her  only  comfort  left. 
Wives   beggar   husbands,   husbands   starve 

their  wives, 
On  Fortune's  velvet  altar  offering  up 
Their  last  poor  pittance — ^Fortune,  most  sevens 
Of  goddesses  yet  known,  and  costlier  far 
Than  all  that  held  their  routs  in  heathen*s 

heaven. 
So  £ire  wo  in  this  prison-house,  the  world ; 
And  'tis  a  feai*ful  spectacle  to  see 
So  many  maniacs  dancing  in  their  chains. 
They  gaze  upon  the  links  that  hold  them  fast 
With  eyes  of  anguish,  execrate  their  lot, 
Then  shake  them  in  despair,  and  dance  agaiii. 

WHMam  Cowper. 

1998.  FASmOV,  Fool  oft 

With  scrupulous  care  exact,  he  walked  the 

rounds 
Of  fashionable  duty ;  laughed  when  sad ; 
When  merry,  wept ;  deceiving,  was  deceived ; 
And  flattering,  flattered.    Fashion  was  his 
Obsequiously  he  fell  before  its  shrine,    [god. 
In  slavish  plight,  and  trembled  to  offencL 
If  gi-aveness  suited,  he  was  grave ;  if  else. 
He  travailed  sorely,  and  made  brief  repose. 
To  work  the  proper  quantity  of  sin. 
In  all  submissive  to  its  changing  shape. 
Still  changring,  girded  he  his  vexed  frame, 
And  laughter  made  to  men  of  sounder  head. 
Most  circumspect  he  was  of  bows,  and  nods. 
And  salutations ;  and  most  seriously 
And  deeply  meditated  he  of  dress ; 
And  in  his  dreams  saw  lace  and  ribands  fly. 
His  soul  was  naught — he  damned  it  every  day 
Unceremoniously.    Oh  I  fool  of  fools  I 
Pleased  with  a  painted  smile,  he  fluttered  on. 
Like  fly  of  gauay  plume,  by  fashion  driven. 
As  faded  leaves  by  Autumn's  wind,  till  Death 
Put  forth  his  hand  and  drew  him  out  of  siffht. 
Oh  I  fool  of  fools !  polite  to  man ;  to  God 
Most  rude :  yet  had  he  many  rivals,  who. 
Age  after  age,  spreat  striving  made  to  Ix) 
Hidiculous,  and  to  forget  they  had 
Immortal  souls.  Robert  B>Hohi  ^ 

1384.  FA8HI0V,  Qhmh  oil 

Behold  that  daughter  of  the  world,  she  U 
full  of  gayety  and  gladness; 
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ne  diftdem  of  rank  is  on  her  brow,  on- 
counted  wealth  is  in  her  coffers : 

She  tricketh  out  her  beauty  like  Jezebel,  and 
is  welcome  in  the  courts  of  kings ; 

She  is  queen  of  the  fools  of  fashion,  and 
ruleth  the  revels  of  luxury. 

And  though  she  sitteth  not  as  Tamar,  nor 
standeth  in  the  ways  as  Rahab, 

Yet  in  the  secret  of  her  chamber  she  shrinketh 
not  from  dalliance  and  ffuilt. 

She  careth  not  if  there  be  a  Goo,  or  a  soul,  or 
a  time  of  retribution ; 

And  she  laughcth  with  light  good-hu- 
mor, and  all  men  praise  her  gentle- 
ness; 

They  are  glad  in  her  lorely  smile,  and  the 
rirer  of  her  bounty  fiUeth  them. 

60  she  prospered  in  the  world,  the  worship 
and  desire  of  thousands : 

And  she  died  even  as  she  had  lived,  careless, 
and  courteous,  and  liberaL 

The  grave  swallowed  up  her  pomp,  the 
marble  proclaimed  her  virtues. 

For  men  esteemed  her  excellent,  and  charities 
sounded  forth  her  praise ; 

But  elsewhere  far  other  judgment  setteth  her 
— ^with  infidels  and  harlots  I 

She  abused  the  trust  of  her  splendor ;  and  the 
wages  of  her  sin  shall  be  hereafter. 

2f.  F,  Tapper. 

1M5.  FA8HI0V,  Woduui  9L 

The  distafiE,  needle,  all  domestic  caies, 
Beligion,    children,    husband,    home,   were 
things  [drugs 

She  could  not  bear  the  thought  of;  bitter 
That  sickened  her  souL    The  house  of  wan- 
ton mirth 
And  revelry,  the  mask,  the  dance,  she  loved, 
And  in  their  service  soul  and  body  spent 
Host  cheerfully ;  a  little  admiration,      [her, 
Or  true,  or  false,  no  matter  which,  pleased 
And  o'er  the  wreck  of  fortune  lost,  and 
And  peace,  and  an  eternity  of  bliss   [health. 
Lost,  made  her  sweetly  smile.     She  was  con- 
vinced 
That  Qod  had  made  her  greatly  out  of  taste. 
And  took  much  pains  to  make  herself  anew. 
Bedaubed  with  paint,  and  hunff  with  oma- 
Of  curious  selection — ^gaudy  toy!        [ments 
A  show  unpaid  for,  paying  to  be  seen  I 
As  beggar  by  the  way,  most  humbly  asking 
The  a^s  of  public  gaze— she  went  abroad ; 
Folly  admired,  and  indication  gave 
Of  envy ;  cold  Civility  made  bows,      [head. 
And  smoothly  flattered ;  Wisdom  shook  his 
And  Laughter  shaped  his  lip  into  a  smile ; 
Sobriety  did  stare ;  Forethought  grew  pale ; 
And  Modesty   hung  down  the   heEid   and 

blushed; 
And  Pity  wept,  as  on  the  frothy  surge    [sail 
jOf  &shion  tossed,  she  passed  them  by,  Hke 
Before  some  devilish  blast,  and  got  no  time 
To  think,  and  never  thought,  till  on  the  rock 
She  dashed  of  ruin,  angt^,  and  despair. 

Eobert  B>Uoh, 


19M.  FASTIVO,  AoiwptaUa. 

Is  fastinf^  then  the  thing  that  €k)d  requires  ? 
Can  fasting  expiate,  or  slake  those  fires 
That  sin  hath  blown  to  such  a  mighty  flame  ? 
Can  sackcloth  clothe  a  fault,  or  hide  a  shame  t 
Can  ashes  cleanse  thy  blot,  or  purge  thy  of- 
fence? 
Or  do  thy  hands  make  heaven  a  recompense  9 
By  strewing  dust  upon  thy  briny  face  t 
Are  these  the  tricks  to  purchase  heavenly 
grace  ? —  [want, 

Ko  I  though  thou  pine  thyself  with  willing 
Or  face  look  thin,  or  carcass  ne*er  so  gaunt ; 
Although  thou  worser  weeds  tlum  sadccloth 
Or  naked  go,  or  sleep  in  shirts  of  hair ;  [wear. 
Or  though  thou  choose  an  ash-tub  for  thy  bod. 
Or  make  a  daily  dunghill  on  thy  head, — 
Thy  labor  is  not  poised  with  equal  gains. 
For  thou  hast  naught  but  labor  for  thy  pains. 
Such  holy  madness  God  rejects  and  loathes. 
That  sinks  no  deeper  than  the  skin  or  clothes. 
'Tis  not  thine  eyes,  which,  taught  to  weep  by 

art, 
Look  red  with  tears  (not  guilty  of  thy  heart) ; 
*Tis  not  the  holding  of  thy  hands  so  high. 
Nor  yet  the  purer  squinting  of  thine  eye ; 
'Tis  not  your  mimic  mouths,  your  antic  &ce8. 
Tour  Scripture  phrases,  or  affected  graces. 
Nor  prodigal  upbanding  of  thine  eyes,  [skies ; 
Whose  gashful   baUs  do  seem   to  pelt  the 
*11s  not  the  strict  reforming  of  your  hair. 
So  close  that  all  the  neighbor  skull  be  bore ; 
'Tis  not  the  drooping  of  thy  head  so  low, 
Nor  yet  the  lowering  of  thy  sullen  brow ; 
Nor  wolfish  howling  that  disturbs  the  air. 
Nor  repetitions,  or  your  tedious  prayer : 
No,  no  t  'tis  none  of  this  that  God  regards — 
Such  sort  of  fools  their  own  applause  rewards : 
Such  puppet-plays  to  heaven  are  strange  and 

quaint; 
Their  service  is  unsweet,  and  foully  taint ; 
Their  words  fall  fruitless  from  their  idle 

brain — 
But  true  repentance  runs  in  other  strain : 
Where  sad  contrition  harbors,  there  the  heart 
Is  truly  acquainted  with  the  secret  smart 
Of  past  offences — Abates  the  bosom  sin 
The  most  which  the  soul  took  pleasure  in. 
No  crime  unsifted,  no  sin  unpresented. 
Can  lurk  unseen ;  and  seen,  none  unlamented. 
The  troubled  soul's  amazed  with  dire  aspects 
Of  lesser  sins  committed,  and  detects 
The  wounded  conscience ;  it  cries  amain 
For  mercy,  mercy — cries,  and  cries  again ; 
It  sadly  grieves,  and  soberly  laments ; 
It  yearns  for  grace,  reforms,  returns,  repents. 
Aye,  this  is  incense  whose  accepted  savor 
Mounts  up  the  heavenly  Throne,  and  findeth 

favor ; 
Aye,  this  is  it  whose  valor  never  fails — 
With  God  it  stoutly  wrestles,  and  prevails ; 
Aye,  this  is  it  that  pierces  heaven  above. 
Never  returning  home,  like  Noah's  dove, 
But  brings  an  olive  leaf,  or  some  incense 
That  woncs  salvation,  and  eternal  peace. 

Francis  (jtunrles. 
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1997.  FASTING,  Lenteo. 

Welcome,  dear  feast  of  Lent ;  who  loves  not 
Ho  loves  not  temperance,  or  authority,  [thee, 

But  is  composed  of  passion.        [now,- 
The  Scriptures  bid  us  fast ;  the  church  says, 
Give  to  thy  mother  what  thou  wouldst  allow 

To  every  corporation. 

The  humble  soul,  composed  of  love  and  fear, 
Begins  at  home,  and  lays  the  burden  there, 

When  doctrines  disagree : 
He  says,  in  things  which  use  hath  justly  got, 
'*  I  am  a  scandal  to  the  church,  and  not 

Tlie  church  is  so  to  me." 

True  Christians  should  be  glad  of  an*occasion 
To  use  their  temperance,  seeking  no  evasion, 

When  ^ood  is  seasonable ; 
Unless  authority,  which  should  increase 
The  obligation  in  us,  make  it  less. 

And  power  itself  disable. 

Then  those  saipe  pendent  profits,  which  the 

spring 
And  Easter  intimate,  enlarge  the  thing. 

And  goodness  of  the  deed. 
Neither  ought  other  men^s  abuse  of  Lent 
Spoil  the  good  use ;  lest  by  that  argument 

Wis  forfeit  all  our  creed. 

'Tis  true,  we  cannot  reach  Ohrist^s  fortieth 
Tet  to  go  part  of  that  religious  way      [day ; 

Jb  better  than  the  rest : 
We  cannot  reach  our  Saviour's  purity ; 
Tet  are  we  bid,  ''Be  holy  e'en  as  He." 

In  both  let's  do  our  best. 

Who  goeth  in  the  way  which  Christ  hath 

gone, 
Is  much  more  sure  to  meet  with  Him,  than  one 

That  travelleth  byways. 
Perhaps  my  God,  though  He  be  far  before, 
Hay  turn,  and  take  me  by  the  hand,  and 

May  strengthen  my  decays.        [more. 

Yet,  Lord,  instruct  us  to  improve  our  fast 
By  starving  sin,  and  taking  such  repast 

As  may  our  faults  control ; 
That  every  man  may  revel  at  his  door. 
Not  in  his  parlor ;  banqueting  the  poor, 

And  among  those  his  souL 

George  ESsrbert 

1988.  FASrnra,  Htthod  ot 

Is  this  a  fast — ^to  keep 
The  larder  lean. 
And  clean 
From  fat  of  veals  and  sheep  t 

Is  it  to  quit  the  dish 
Of  flesh,  yet  still 
To  fill 
The  platter  high  with  fish  ? 

Is  it  to  fast  an  hour. 
Or  ragged  to  go. 
Or  show 
A  downcast  look,  and  sourf 


No  I  'tis  a  fast  to  dole 
Thy  sheaf  of  wheat» 
And  meat, 
Unto  the  hungry  souL 

It  is  to  fast  from  strife, 
From  old  debate 
And  hate, — 
To  circumcise  thy  life. 

To  show  a  heart  grief -rent ; 
To  starve  thy  sin. 
Not  bin,— 
And  that's  to  keep  thy  Lent 

Sdert  HerricL 

19W.  FASrnra,  Frivate. 

When  thou  a  fast  would'st  keep, 
Make  not  thy  homage  cheap 
By  publishiiu^  its  signs  to  every  eye ; 
But  let  it  be  between 
Thyself  and  the  Unseen, 
So  shall  it  gain  acceptance  from  on  high. 

Bernard  Barton, 

1990.  FABTHra,  8eiiMl«a. 

Who  can  believe  with  common  sense 
A  bacon  slice  gives  God  offence ; 
Or,  how  a  herring  has  a  charm 
Almighty  vengeance  to  disarm  I 
Wrapp'd  up  in  majesty  divine, 
Does  He  regard  on  what  we  dhie  ? 

Jonathan  SwifL 
1991.*  FATE,  Impartial 

With  equal  foot,  rich  friend,  impartial  fate 
Knocks  at  the  cottage  and  the  palace  gate: 
Life's  span  forbids  thee  to  extend  thy  cares, 
And  stretch  thy  hopes  beyond  thy  destined 
years;  [go 

Night  soon  will  seize,  and  you  must  quickly 
To  storied  ghosts,  and  Pluto's  honse  below. 

Morace, 

1999.  FATE,  Idxnit  of: 

On  what  strange  grounds  we  build  our  hopes 

and  fears  1 
Man's  life  is  all  a  mist,  and  in  the  dark 
Our  fortunes  meet  us. 
If  fate  be  not,  then  what  can  we  foresee  t 
And  how  can  we  avoid  it  if  it  be  f 
If  by  free  will  in  our  own  paths  we  move, 
How  are  we  bounded  by  decrees  above  f 
Whether  we  drive,  or  whether  we  are  driven, 
If  ill,  ^tis  ours ;  if  good,  the  act  of  Heav*n. 

John  Jhyden, 

1993.  FATE,  YiiioB  ot 

My  spirit  lost  all  consciousness  of  earth. 
And  listlessly  I  counted  as  they  fell 
The  beatinffs  of  the  heavy  dock  of  Time. 
I  saw  and  slept,  and  sleeping  still  I  heard ; 
And  in  my  sleep  my  lips  re-echoed  ever 
After  that  mighty  pendulum  of  Fate 
Words  that  it  uttered  palpably, — notf—tftm : 
And  then  still  f  ollow'd  now  and  still  the  hmh 
Preceded  t^^  eternally  the  same. 
Save  when  at  intervals  of  mystic  length. 
The  hours  of  those  illimitable  ages, 
Iheard  a  hammer  strike  some  viewless  ^here; 
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Axid  straightway  throng^  the  i^drene  of 

wonds, 
Id  yairing  number,  bnt  in  tone  the  same, 
Ftelea  forth  the  everlasting  answer,  *'  Oone,^^ 

Edward  Benry  Bidbersteth. 

19M.  TATHEB,  Aftotioa  of  the. 

Fa&ers  alone  a  father*s  heart  can  know ; 
What  secret  tides  of  sweet  enjoyment  flow 
When  brothers  loye  1    Bat  if  then  hate  sno- 

ceeds, 
Theif   wage   the   war,  but  ^tis   the  father 

bleeds.  Tounff, 

15IM,  PATHBB,  OoBfldanoe  in  ^ 

*Twas  when  the  sea's  tremendous  roar 

A  little  bark  assailed ; 
And  pallid  fear,  with  awf nl  power, 

0*er  each  on  board  prevailed : 

Save  one,  the  captain's  darling  son. 
Who  fearless  viewed  the  storm, . 

And  playful,  with  composure  smiled 
At  danger's  threatenmg  form. 

**  Why  sporting  thus,"  a  seaman  cried, 
" Whikt  dangers  overwhelm?  " 

"Why  yield  to  grief?  "  the  boy  replied, 
"  Jfy  MUher't  at  the  helm.'' 


K  PAIHEB,  Fint  Duty  «f  t. 

Yet  be  not  surety  if  thou  be  a  father. 
Love  is  a  pereonal  debt    I  cannot  give 
My  children's  right,  nor  ought  he  take  it : 
rather  [liv& 

Both  friends  should  die,  than  hinder  them  to 
WMken  first  enter  bonds  io  nature's  ends ; 
And  aie  her  sureties,  ere  they  are  a  friend'a 

Oeorge  Herbert 

1M7.  FATHEBi  IniliiaiiM  «f  a. 

What  is  there  like  a  father  to  a  son  ? 
A  father,  quick  in  love,  wakeful  in  care, 
Tenacious  of  his  trust,  proof  in  experience, 
Severe  in  honor,  perfect  in  example, 
fitamped  with  authority  1 

Sheridan  Kruwles, 

UM.  TATHEB,  Fleaiiiig. 

The  clock  is  on  the  stroke  of  six, 

The  father's  work  is  done ; 
Sweep  up  the  hearth,  and  mend  the  fire, 

And  put  the  kettle  on. 
The  wild  night-wind  is  blowing  cold, 
Tis  weaiy  crossing  o'er  the  wold. 


He  is  crossing  o'er  the  wold  apace, 
He  is  stronger  than  the  storm ; 

He  does  not  feel  the  cold,  not  he, 
IQs  heart  it  is  so  warm. 

For  father's  heart  is  stout  and  true 

As  ever  human  bosom  knew. 

He  makes  all  toil  and  hardship  light : 
Would  all  men  were  the  same  I 

So  ready  to  be  pleased,  so  kind. 
So  very  slow  to  blame  I 

Folks  need  not  be  unkind,  austere. 

For  love  hath  readier  will  than  fear. 


Kay,  do  not  close  the  shutters,  child, 

For  far  along  the  lane 
The  little  window  looks,  and  he 

Can  see  it  shining  plain ; 
Tve  heard  him  say  he  loves  to  mark 
The  cheerful  firelight  throjagh  the  dark. 

And  we'll  do  all  that  father  likes : 

His  wishes  are  so  few. 
Would  they  were  more  I  that  every  hour 

Some  wish  of  his  I  knew  I 
Vm  sure  it  makes  a  happy  day. 
When  I  can  please  him  any  way. 

I  know  he's  coming  by  this  sign, 
That  baby's  almost  wild; 

See  how  he  laughs  and  crows  and  stares- 
Heaven  bless  the  merry  child  I 

He's  father's  self  in  face  and  limb. 

And  father's  heart  is  strong  in  him. 

Hark!  hark  I  I  hear  his  footsteps  now ; 

He's  through  the  garden  gate. 
Run,  little  Bess,  and  ope  the  door. 

And  do  not  let  him  wait 
Shout,  baby,  shout  1  and  clap  thy  hands. 
For  father  on  the  threshold  stands. 

Mary  Eowitt. 

19M.  FATHES,  Povor  of  s. 

To  you,  your  father  should  be  as  a  god ; 
One  that'compos'd  your  beauties ;  yea,  and  one 
To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  form  in  wax. 
By  him  imprinted,  and  within  his  power 
To  leave  the  figure  or  disfigure  it 

Shakespeare. 

1300.  PAULT8)  Oorreotloii  oL 

(Gently  I  took  that  which  ungently  came, 
And  without  scorn  forgave:    do  thou  the 

same. 
A  wrong  done  to  thee  think  a  cat's-eye  spark 
Hiou  would'st  not  see,  were  not  thine  own 

heart  dark.  [sin, 

Thine  own  keen  sense  of  wrong  that  thirsts  for 
Fear  that ;  the  spark  self -kindled  from  within, 
Which  blown  upon,  will  blind  thee  with  its 

glare. 
Or  smother'd,  stifle  thee  with  noisome  air. 
Clap  on  the  extinguisher,  pull  up  the  blinds, 
And  soon  the  ventilated  spirit  finds 
Its  natural  daylight    If  a  foe  have  kenn'd, 
Or  worse  than  foe,  an  alienated  friend, 
A  lib  of  dry  rot  in  thy  ship's  stout.side. 
Think  it  God's  message,  and  in  humble  pride 
With  heart  of  oak  replace  it :  thine  the  gains : 
Give  him  the  rotten  timber  for  his  pains ! 

S.  T.  Coleridge. 

laOl.  FAULTS,  BiiooTBiy  of; 

Nothing  but  may  be  better,  and  every  better 

might  be  best ; 
The  blind  may  discern,  and  the  simple  prove, 

fault  or  want  in  all  things. 
And  a  little  mind  looketh  on  the  lily  with  a 

microscopic  eye. 
Eager  and  glad  to  pry  out  specks  on  its  robe 

of  purity ; 
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But  a  ffreat  mind  gazeth  on  the  snn,  glory- 
ing in  his  bnghtness, 

And  takinfi^  large  knowledge  of  his  good,  in 
the  Broad  prairie  of  creation : 

What  though  he  hatch  basilisks?  what 
though  spots  are  on  the  sun  ? 

In  fulness  is  his  worth,  in  fulness  be  his 
praise  I  M,  F.  Tapper. 

1909.  FAULTS,  Effwt  of. 
Faults  in  the  life  breed  errors  in  the  brain, 
And  these,  recipn)cally,  those  again. 
The  mind  and  conduct  mutually  imprint 
And  stamp  their  image  in  each  other^s  mint; 
Each  sire  and  dam,  of  an  infernal  race, 
Begetting  and  conceiYing  all  that^s  base. 

WiUiam  Cotoper. 

laOS.  FAVOB,  Deceit  d. 

Dost  thou  not  know 
That  of  all  fickle  Fortune's  transient  gifts, 
Ihrxn*  is  most  deceitful  ?  'Tis  a  beam,  [ment  I 
Which  darts  uncertain  brightness  for  a  mo- 
•The  faint,  precarious,  fickle  shine  of  power, 
Given  without  merit,  by  caprice  withdrawn. 
No  tiifie  is  so  small  as  what  obtains. 
Save  that  which  loses  favor;  His  a  breath, 
Which  hangs  upon  a  smile  I  A  look,  a  word, 
A  frown,  the   air-bnilt   tower  of  Fortune 

shakes. 
And  down  the  unsubstantial  fabric  falls. 

Bdnnah  Mare. 
18M.  FAYOS,  Homaa. 

O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  man        [God, 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  fair  looks, 
lives  like  a  drunken  sailor  on  a  mast ; 
Beady,  with  every  nod,  to  tumble  down 
Into  tiie  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 

Shakespeare. 
1M5.  FEAB,  Ooltivfttioii  cl 

The  weakness  we  lament,  ourselves  create. 
Instructed  from  our  infant  years  to  court, 
With  counterfeited  fears,  the  aid  of  man. 
We  learn  to  shudder  at  the  rustling  breeze, 
Start  at  the  light,  and  tremble  in  the  dark, 
Till  affectation,  ripening  to  belief 
And  folly,  frightcaied  at  our  own  chimeras, 
Habitual  cowftfdice  usurps  the  souL 

S.  Johnson, 
1900*  TEKSL,  Deliveranoe  from. 

The  saints  should  never  be  dismayed. 

Nor  sink  in  hopeless  fear ; 
For  when  they  least  expect  His  aid, 

The  Saviour  will  appear. 

lliis  Abraham  found :  he  raised  the  knife ; 

God  saw,  and  said,  **  Forbear  I 
Yon  ram  shall  yield  his  meaner  life; 

Behold  the  victim  there." 

Once  David  seemed  Saul's  certain  prey ; 

But  hark  I  the  foe's  at  hand ; 
Saul  turns  his  arms  another  way. 

To  save  the  invaded  land. 

When  Jonah  sunk  beneath  the  wave. 
He  thought  to  rise  no  more ; 


But  Gk>d  prepared  a  fish  to  save. 
And  bear  him  to  the  shore. 

Wait  for  His  seasonable  aid. 

And  though  it  tarry,  wait : 
The  promise  may  be  long  delay'd 

But  cannot  come  too  late. 

WUliam  Covoper, 

1907.  FEAB,  DeMiiptim  o& 

Next  him  was  Fear,  all  arm^d  from  top  to  toe, 
Yet  thought  himnplf  not  safe  enough  thereby. 
But  feared  each  shadow  moving  to  and  fro. 
And  his  own  arms  when  glittering  he  did  spy, 
Or  clashing  heard,  he  fast  away  did  fly ; 
As  ashes  pale  of  hue,  and  winged  hcerd. 
And  evermore  on  Danger  fix'd  his  eye, 
'Gainst  whom  he  always  bent  a  braxen  shield 
Which  his  right  hand  unarmed  fearfully  did 
wield. 

His  hand  did  quake 
And  tremble  like  a  leaf  of  aspen  g^reen, 
And  troubled  blood  through  his  pale  face  was 
As  it  a  running  messenger  had  been,      [seen, 

Edmund  Spenser. 

13M.  FEAB,  Eziggeratlaaof: 
When  the  sun  sets,  shadows  that  showed  at 

noon 
But  small,  appear  most  long  and  terrible : 
So  when  we  think  fate  hovers  o'er  our  beads. 
Our  apprehensions  shoot  beyond  all'bounds; 
Owls,   ravens,  crickets,   seem  the  watch  of 

death: 
Nature's  worst  vermin  scare  her  god-like  sons. 
Echoes,  the  very  leaving  of  a  voice,  [graves. 
Grow  babbling  ghosts,  and  call  us  to  our 
Each  mole-hill  thought  swells  to  huge  Olym- 
pus, 
While  we,  fantastic  dreamers,  heave  and  puf^ 
And  sweat  with  an  imagination's  weight. 

Nathaniel  Lee. 
ia09«  FEAB,  Oooailoni  for. 
O  fear  not  thou  to  die  t 
For  rather  fear  to  live,  for  Life 
Has  thousand  snares  thy  feet  to  try  - 
By  peril,  pain,  and  strife. 
Brief  is  the  work  of  Death ; 
But  life  I  the  spirit  shrinks  to  see 
How  full,  ere  Heaven  recalls  the  breath, 
The  cup  of  woe  may  be. 

O  fear  not  thou  to  die ! 
No  more  to  suffer  or  to  sin ; 
No  snares  without  thy  faith  to  try. 
No  traitor  heart  within : 
But  fear,  oh  I  rather  fear 
The  gay,  the  light,  the  changeful  scene. 
The  nattering  smiles  that  greet  thee  here. 
From  Heaven  thy  heart  that  wean. 

Fear  lest,  in  evil  hour, 
Thy  pure  and  holy  hope,  o'ercome 
By  clouds  that  in  the  horizon  lower, 
Thy  spirit  feel  that  gloom 
Which  over  earth  and  heaven 
The  covering  throws  of  fell  despair ; 
And  deems  itself  the  nnforgiven 
Ftedestined  child  of  care. 
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1310.  FEABi  JtowTiiftattinn  «ft 

Hioii,  to  whom  tho  world  imknown« 
With  all  its  shadowy  shapes,  is  shown ; 
Who  secst,  appaird,  tho  unreal  scene, 
While  Fancy  Ufts  the  veil  between: 

Ah  Fear  I  ah  frantic  Fear  I 

I  see,  I  sec  thee  near. 
I  know  thy  hurried  step,  thy  hagsard  eye  I 
like  thee  I  start ;  like  thee  disordered  fly. 
For,  lo,  what  monsters  in  thy  train  appear  t 
Danger,  whose  limbs  of  eiant  moula 
What  mortal  eye  con  fix*d  behold  t 
Who  stalks  his  round,  an  hideous  form. 
Howling  amidst  the  midnight  storm ; 
Or  throw  him  on  the  ridgy  steep 
Of  some  loose  hanging  rock  to  sleep : 
And  with  him  thousand  phantoms  join'd. 
Who  prompt  to  deeds  accurst  the  mind : 
And  those,  the  fiends  who,  near  allied, 
O^er  Kature^s  wounds  and  wi«dcs  preside ; 
Whilst  Yenffeance,  in  the  lurid  air, 
liifls  her  red  arm,  exposed  and  bare : 
On  whom  that  raving  brood  of  Fate, 
Who  lap  the  blood  of  sorrow,  wait: 
Who,  Fear,  this  ghastly  train  can  see, 
And  look  not  nu^y  wild,  like  thee ! 

WiUiam  OoUifu, 

ini.  FEAB,  Tdnnontbg. 

Persuade  them  then, 
Fearless  to  be  resolved  to  die  like  men ; 
For  want  of  sudi  a  resolution  stings, 
At  point  of  death,  and  dreadful  horror  brings 
Er'n  to  the  soul ;  cause,  wanting  preparation. 
She  dies,  despairing  of  her  own  Ovation. 
Tea,  and  moreoycr  this  full  weU  know  I, 
He  that's  at  any  time  afraid  to  die, 
la  in  weak  case,  and,  wliatsoe'er  ho  saith, 
Hath  but  a  wayering  and  a  feeble  faith. 

George  Wither.  • 

1S19.  FEAST,  LesBon  fbr  %, 

Five  hundred  princely  guests  before 

Haronn  Al  Roschid  sate : 
Fiye  hundred  princely  guests  or  more 

Admired  his  royal  state ; 

For  never  had  tho  glory  been 

So  royally  displayed, 
Kor  ever  such  a  gorgeous  scene 

Had  eye  of  man  surveyed. 

He,  most  times  meek  of  heart,  yet  now 

Of  spirit' too  elate, 
Exclaimed,  ''Before  me  Csesars  bow, 

On  me  two  empires  wait 

**  Yet  an  our  glories  something  lack. 
We  do  our  triumphs  wrong. 
Until  to  us  rcflectea  back 
In  mirrors  dear  of  song. 

*'  Can  him,  then,  unto  whom  this  power 
Is  given,  this  skill  sublime — 
Kow  win  from  us  some  splendid  dower 
With  song  that  fits  the  time.'^ 

"  Hy  Ejng,  as  I  behold  thee  now,     ^ 
May  I  behold  thee  still, 


While  prostrate  worlds  before  thee  bow. 
And  wait  upon  thy  will ! 

"  Hay  evermore  this  clear,  pure  heaven. 
Whence  every  speck  and  stain 
Of  trouble  far  away  is  driven. 
Above  thy  head  remain  I  " 

The  caliplv  cried :  ''  Thou  wishest  well. 
There  waits  thee  golden  store 

For  this— but,  oh  I  resume  the  speU, 
I  fain  would  listen' more.** 

«  Drink  thou  life's  sweetest  goblet  up, 
O  King,  and  may  its  wine, 
For  others*  lips  a  mingled  cup, 
Be  all  unmixed  for  thine. 

'*  Live  long>~the  shadow  of  no  grief 
Come  ever  near  to  thee : 
As  thou  in  hdght  of  place  art  chief. 
So  chief  in  gladness  be.** 

Haroun  Al  Rasdiid  cried  again, 
''I  thank  thee — ^but  proceed. 
And  now  take  up  a  higher  strain. 
And  win  a  higher  meed.*' 

Around  that  high,  magnific  hall 

One  glance  the  poet  threw 
On  courtiers,  king,  and  festival. 

And  did  the  strain  renew : 

«  And  yet,  and  yet — shalt  thou  at  last 
Lie  stretched  on  bed  of  death : 
Then,  when  thou  drawest  thick  and  fast 
With  sobs  thy  painful  breath, 

"  When  Azrael  glides  through  guarded  gate. 
Through  hosts  that  camp  around 
Their  lord  in  vain — and  will  not  wait. 
When  thou  art  sadly  bound 

''  Unto  thine  house  of  dust  alone, 
O  King,  when  thou  must  die, 
This  pomp  a  shadow  thou  shalt  own. 
This  glory  all  a  lie.** 

Then  darkness  on  aU  faces  hung, 
And  through  the  banquet  went 

Low  sounds  the  murmuring  guests  among 
Of  angry  discontent ; 

And  him  anon  they  fiercely  urge— 
'*  What  guerdon  shall  be  thine  ? 

What  does  it,  this  untimdy  dirge, 
*Mid  feasts,  and  flowers,  and  wine  f 

*'  Our  lord  demanded  in  his  mirth 
A  strain  to  heighten  glee ; 
But  lo !  at  thine  his  tears  came  forth 
In  current  swift  and  free.*' 

"  Peace !  not  to  him  rebukes  belong. 
But  rather  highest  erace ; 
He  gave  me  what  I  oSaed — a  song 
To  fit  the  time  and  place.* 

All  voices  at  that  voice  were  stilled ; 
Again  tho  caliph  cried. 
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**  He  saw  our  moaths  with  laughter  filled, 
He  saw  us  drank  with  pride ; 

*'  And  bade  us  know  that  every  road, 
By  monarch  trod  or  slave, 
Thidc  set  with  thorns,  with  roses  strewed. 
Must  issue  in  the  grave." 

Oriental,  tr.  hyR  0.  Trench. 

1313.  FEAST,  The  Beit 

'Tis  not  the  food,  but  the  content, 
That  makes  the  table's  merriment. 
Where  trouble  serves  the  board,  we  eat 
The  platters  there  as  soon  as  meat. 
A  little  pipkin,  with  a  bit 
Of  mutton  or  of  veal  in  it. 
Set  on  my  table  trouble-free. 
More  than  a  feast  contenteth  me.  ' 

Bobert  JSifrrioL 

1814.  rSLLOWBHIP,  Bond  ofi 

One  sole  baptismal  sign, 
One  Lord  below,  above, 
^        One  faith,  one  hope  divine. 

One  only  watchword — ^Love : 
From  different  temples  though  it  rise, 
One  song  ascendeth  to  the  daes. 

Our  sacrifice  is  one — 

One  Priest  before  the  throne^ 
The  slain,  the  risen  S<m, 
Redeemer,  Lord  alone  I 
And  sighs  from  contrite  hearts  that  spring 
Our  chie^  our  choicest  offering. 

Bobert  Rdlnnson, 

1815.  FELL0W8HIF,  Ohiiftian. 

How  blest  the  sacred  tie  that  binds, 

In  union  sweet,  according  minds  t 

How  swift  the  heavenly  oouTBe  they  run  [one  I 

Whose  hearts,  whose  faith  ,  whose  hopes,  are 

To  each  the  soul  of  each  how  dear ! 
What  jealous  love  I  what  holy  feart 
How  doth  the  generous  flame  within 
Beflne  from  earth,  and  cleanse  from  sin  I 

Their  streaming  tears  together  flow 
For  human  guilt  and  mortal  woe ; 
Their  ardent  prayers  together  rise 
Like  mingling  flames  in  sacrifice. 

Together  both  they  seek  the  place 
Where  Oo^  reveals  His  awful  face : 
How  high,  how  stranff,  their  raptures  swell, 
There^s  none  but  kin£ed  souls  can  telL 

Nor  shall  the  glowing  flame  expire 
When  Nature  droops  her  sickening  fire ; 
Then  shall  they  meet  in  realms  above — 
A  heaven  of  joy,  a  heaven  of  love. 

Anna  Lalitia  Barbavld, 

1316.  FELL0W9Hir,  EeaTenly. 

^Tis  heaven  begun  below 

To  hear  Ohrist's  praises  flow 
In  Zion,  where  His  name  is  known : 

What  will  it  be  above 

To  sing  redeeming  love, 
And  cast  our  crowns  bfcf  ore  His  throne  I 


When  we  adore  Him  there, 

We  shall  be  void  of  fear, 
Nor  faith,  nor  hope,  nor  patience  need : 

Love  will  absorb  us  quite, 

Love  in  the  midst  of  light,  . 
On  God's  eternal  love  shall  feed. 

Oh  t  what  sweet  company  ^ 

We  then  shall  hear  and  see  1 
What  harmony  will  there  abound  I 

When  souls  unnumbered  sing 

The  praise  of  Zion*s  King, 
Nor  one  dissenting  voice  is  found ! 

With  everlasting  joy, 

Such  as  will  never  cloy. 
We  shall  be  fiU'd,  nor  wish  for  more ; 

Bright  as  meridian  day. 

Calm  as  the  evening  ray. 
Full  as  a  sea  without  a  shore. 

Till  that  blest  period  come, 

Zion  shall  be  my  home ; 
And  may  I  never  thence  remove. 

Till  from  the  Church  below 

To  heaven  at  once  I  go, 
And  there  commune  in  perfect  love  I 

JoBephSwiML 

1817.  FELLOWSHIP,  Inoenae  O. 

More  sweet  than  odors  caught  by  him  who 
Near  spicy  shores  of  Araby  the  blest —  [sails 
A  thousand  times  more  exquisitely  sweet 
The  freight  of  holy  feeling  which  we  meet, 
In  thoughtful  moments,  wafted  by  the  gales 
From  fields  where  good  men  walk. 
Or  bowers  wherein  they  rest 

William  Wardewarth. 

1319.  FELLOWSHIP,  Sympatiwtie. 

The  heart — ^theheartl  oh  I  let  it  spare 

A  sigh  for  other's  pain ; 
The  breath  that  soothes  a  brother's  care 

Is  never  spent  in  vain. 
And  though  it  throb  at  gentlest  toudi. 

Or  Sorrow's  faintest  (Sw, 
'Twere  better  it  should  ache  too  mndi, 

Tlian  never  ache  at  alL 
No  ray  of  glory  lights  the  breast 

That  beats  for  self  alone.   EUwa  Cooh 

1819.  FIDEUTT,  OhristiaB. 

But  if  there  be  who  follow  Paul, 

As  Paul  his  Lord,  in  life  and  death. 
Where'er  an  asking  heart  may  call. 

Beady  to  speed  and  take  no  breath ; 
Who  makes  the  Saviour  all  his  theme, 

The  gospel  all  his  pride  and  praise, — 
Approach  1  for  thou  canst  feel  the  gleam 

'niat  round  the  martyr's  death-bed  plays : 
Thou  haet  an  ear  for  angels'  sonos, 

A  breath  the  Gospel  trump  to  fill ; 
And  taught  by  thee  the  Church  prolongs 

Her  l^mns  of  high  thanksgiving  stilL 

JoUEdiU. 
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1890.  nDELTTT,  Sxu&pb  of: 

Caaablanoa,  •  boj  of  thirtesn.  soo  of  the  Adminl  of  tlio 
Ofient,  roDAixwd  at  hte  post  (In  the  Battle  of  the  NUe)Kfter 
ttw  ship  had  taken  fire  and  all  the  gnna  had  heen 
H^n^^  and  perished  with  the 


The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck, 
Whence  all  but  him  had  fled; 

The  flame  that  lit  the  battle's  wreck 
Shone  round  him  o'er  the  dead. 

Yet  beautiful  and  bright  he  stood, 

As  bom  to  rule  the  storm ; 
A  creature  of  heroic  blood, 

A  proud  though  child-like  form. 

Hie  flames  rolled  on ;  he  would  not  go 

Without  his  father's  word ; 
Tliat  father,  faint  in  death  below, 

His  Toice  no  longer  heard. 

He  called  aloud,  *'  Say,  father,  say, 

If  yet  my  task  be  done  ? " 
He  knew  not  that  the  chieftain  lay 

Unconscious  of  his  son. 


c« 


l^>eak,  father  I  *'  once  again  he  cried, 
**  If  I  may  yet  be  gone  I  ** 
And  but  the  booming  shots  replied. 
And  fast  the  flames  rolled  on. 

Upon  his  brow  he  felt  their  breath. 

And  in  his  waying  hair. 
And  looked  from  that  lone  post  of  death 

In  still  yet  brave  despair ; 

And  shouted  but  once  more  aloud, 

"My  father  1  must  I  stay?" 
While  o'er  him  &st,  through  sail  and  shroud, 

The  wreathing  fires  made  way. 

They  wrapt  the  ship  in  splendor  wild. 

They  caught  the  flag  on  high. 
And  streamed  above  the  gaJlant  child, 

lake  banners  in  the  sky. 

There  came  a  burst  of  thunder  sound ; 

The  boy, — Oh  1  where  was  Ite  f 
Ask  of  the  winds,  that  far  around 

With  fragments  strewed  the  sea ; 

With  shroud  and  mast  and  pennon  fair, 
That  well  had  borne  their  part ; 

But  the  noblest  thing  that  perished  there 
Was  that  young,  faithful  heart. 

Mrt»  Felicia  JD,  Eemam, 

laai.  FIDELmr,  mnioBazy. 

Away  from  his  home  and  the  friends  of  his 

youth 
He  hasted,  the  herald  of  mercy  and  truth : 
For  the  love  of  his  Lord,  and  to  seek  for  the 

lost ;  [post 

Soon,  alas  I  was  his  fall — ^but  he  died  at  his 

The  stranger's  eye  wept,  that,  in  life's  bright- 
est bloom, 
One  gifted  so  highly  should  sink  to  the  tomb ; 
For  in  ardor  he  led  in  the  van  of  the  host. 
And  he  fdl  like  a  soldier— he  died  at  his  post ; 


He  wept  not  himself  that  his  warfare  was 

done; 
The  battle  was  fought,  and  the  victory  won : 
But  he  whisper'd  of  those  whom  his  heart 

clung  to  most,  [post." 

'^Tell  my  brethren  for  me  that  I  died  at  my 

He  ask'd  not  a  stone  to  be  sculptured  with 
verse;  [hearse; 

He  ask'd  not  that  fame  should  his  merits  re- 

But  he  ask'd  as  a  boon,  when  he  gave  up  the 
ghost,  [his  post. 

That  hu  brethren  might  know  that  he  died  at 

Victorious  his  fall — ^f or  he  rose  as  he  fell. 
With  Jesus  his  Master,  in  glory  to  dwell ; 
He  has  pass'd  o'er  the  stream,  and  has  reached 

the  bright  coast, 
For  he  fell  like  a  martjrr— he  died  at  his  post 

And  can  we  the  words  of  his  exit  forget  ? 
Oh,  no  I  they  are  fresh  in  our  memory  yet: 
An  example  so  brilliant  shall  never  be  lost, 
We  will  fall  in  the  work — ^we  will  die  at  ou^ 
post  WiUiam  Hunter. 

1399.  FTTOffiTTY,  FrolMiion  ut 

Were  I  as  base  as  is  the  lowly  plain, 

Ajid  you,  my  Love,  as  high  as  heaven  above. 

Yet  should  the  thoughts  of  me,  your  humble 

swain, 
Ascend  to  heaven,  in  honor  of  my  Lova 

Were  I  as  high  as  heaven  above  the  plain. 
And  you,  my  Love,  as  humble  and  as  low 
As  are  the  deepest  bottoms  of  the  main, 
Wheresoe'er  you  were,  with  you,  my  Love, 
should  go. 

Were  you  the  earth,  dear  Love,  and  I  the  skies, 
My  love  should  shine  on  you  like  to  the  sun. 
And  look  upon  you  with  ten  thousand  eyes 
Till  heaven  waxed  blind,  and  till  the  world 
were  done. 

Wheresoe'er  I  am,  below,  or  else  above  you, 
Wheresoe'er  you  are,  my  heart  shall  truly  love 
you.  Joshua  Sylvester. 

1393.  nDELTTT,  Teitofi 

£Qs  courtiers  of  the  caliph  crave — 

'*  Oh,  say  how  this  may  be. 
That  of  thy  slaves,  this  Ethiop  slave 
Is  best  beloved  by  ^hee  9 

*'  For  he  is  hideous  as  the  night : 
Yet  when  has  ever  chose 
A  nightingale  for  its  delight 
A  hueless,  scentless  rose?" 

The  caliph  then,  ''No  features  fair, 

No  comelv  mien  are  his ; 
Love  is  the  beauty  he  doth  wear, 

And  love  his  glory  is. 

"  Once  when  a  camel  of  my  train 
There  fell  in  narrow  street, 
From  broken  casket  rolled  amain 
Bich  pearls  before  my  feet 
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,  '*  I  nodOing  to  my  slaves  that  I 
Wotild  freely  give  them  these. 
At  once  upon  the  spoil  they  fly, 
The  costly  boon  to  seize. 

"  One  only  at  my  side  remained — 
Beside  this  Ethiop,  none : 
He  moveless  as  the  steed  he  reined. 
Behind  me  sat  alone. 

**  *What  will  thy  gain,  good  fellow,  be, 

Thus  lingering  at  mv  side  ? ' 
*My  king,  that  I  shall  faithfully 
Have  guarded  thee,'  he  cried. 

*'  True  servant's  title  he  may  wear. 
He  only,  who  has  not, 
For  his  lord^s  gifts,  how  rich  soe'er, 
His  lord  hio^elf  forgot  1 " 

So  thou  alone  dost  walk  before 
•    Thy  God  with  perfect  aim, 
From  Him  desiring  nothing  more 
Beside  Himself  to  claim. 

For  if  thou  not  to  Him  aspire, 

But  to  His  gifts  idone. 
Not  love,  but  covetous  desire. 

Has  brought  thee  to  His  throne. 

While  such  thy  prayer,  it  climbs  above 

In  vain — ^the  golden  key 
Of  God's  rich  treasure-house  of  love 

Thine  ovm  will  never  be. 

Oriental,  tr.  by  B,  (7.  I^eneh. 

18d4.  naHT,  TlM  Good. 

I  came  and  saw,  and  hoped  to  conquer, 
As  the  great  Roman  once  had  done ; 

His  was  the  one  hour's  torrent  shock  of  battle. 
My  field  was  harder  to  be  won. 

I  came  and  saw,  but  did  not  conquer. 
The  foes  were  fierce,  their  weapons  strong ; 

I  came,  I  saw,  but  yet  I  did  not  conquer. 
For  mo  the  fight  was  sore  and  long. 

They  said  the  war  was  brief  and  easy, 
A  word,  a  look,  would  crush  the  thronff; 

To  some  it  may  have  been  a  moment's  confdct, 
To  me  it  has  been  sore  and  long. 

They  said  the  threats  were  coward  bluster, 

To  brave  men  they  could  work  no  wrong ; 
So  some  may  boast  of  swift  and  easy  battle. 

To  me  it  has  been  sore  and  long. 

• 

And  yet  I  know  that  I  shall  conquer. 
Though  sore  and  hard  the  fight  may  be ; 

I  know,  I  know  I  shall  be  more  than  victor, 
Through  Him  who  won  the  fight  for  me. 

I  fight,  not  fearful  of  the  issue, 
My  victory  is  sure  and  near ;  [ful, 

Yet,  not  the  less  with  hand  and  eye  all  watch- 
Grasp  I  my  buckler  and  my  spear. 

For  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  conquer, 
'Tis  not  by  fiight  that  fields  are  won ; 

And  I  must  conquer,  if  I  would  inherit. 
The  victor's  joy,  and  crown,  and  throne. 

Soratiua  Bonar. 


13d5.  FXEMHESS,  Poww  ot 

Be  firm !  one  constant  element  in  luck 
Is  genuine,  solid,  old  Teutonic  pluck;  [thxill. 
See  yon  tall  shaft;  it  felt  the  earthquake's 
Clung  to  its  base,  and  greets  the  sunrise  stilL 

Oliver  WendeU  Holmei, 

13M.  FLATTBRTi  Oomaoditj  ot 

I  have  seen  the  objects  of  a  flatterer  minorad 
clearly  on  the  surface. 

Where  self-love  scattereth  praise  to  gather 
praise  again.  [put  out  at  interest; 

This  is  a  commodity  of  merchandise,  words 

A  scheme  for  canvassing  opinions,  and  ting- 
ing them  all  with  partiality. 

He  is  but  a  harmless  fool ;  humor  bim  with 
pitiful  good-nature :        [to  his  poem : 

If  a  poetaster  quote  thy  song,  be  thou  tender 

Did  the  painter  praise  thy  sketch)  be  kind, 
commend  his  picture, 

He  looketh  for  a  like  return,  then  thank  him 
with  thy  praise.  J£,  F.  Tupper. 

1397.  FLATTEBT,  FoodoU 

A  man  I  knew  who  lived  upon  a  smile,  [fair. 
And  well  it  fed  him ;  he  look'd  plump  and 
While  rankest  venom  foamed  through  every 
Living,  he  fawn'd  on  every  fool  alive ;  [vein ; 
And,  dyinff,  cursed  the  friend  on  whom  he 
Uvea.  Edward  Young» 

133§.  FLATTEBT,  Inoooilsteiioj  ot 

O  thou  world,  great  nurse  of  flattery. 

Why  dost  thou  tip  men's  tongues  with  golden 

words,  [lead, 

And  poise  their  deeds  with  weight  of  heavy 
That  fair  performance  cannot  follow  promise  f 
O  that  a  man  might  hold  the  heart's  close 

book  [utter 

And  choke  the  lavish  tonffue,  when  it  doth 
The   breath    of   fabehood,  not  characlcr'd 

there. 

1899.  FLATTEBT,  jBinoiiMof; 
All-potent  Flattery,  universal  lord  I 
Reviled,  yet  courted ;  censured,  yet  adored ! 
How  thy  strong  spell  eadi  human  bosom 

draws, 
The  very  echo  to  our  self-applausw !  [Pique, 
'Tis  thine  to  smooth  the  furrowed  brow  of 
Wrinkle  with  smiles  the  sour,  reluctant  dieck, 
Silence  the  wrathful,  make  the  sullen  speak, 
Disarm  a  tyrant,  tame  a  father's  curse,  [purse, 
Wring  the  slow  farthing  from  the  miser's 
Subdue  Lucretia,  even  when  gold  shall  fail, 
And  make  Apidus  smile  o'er  cheese  and  ale. 

Alexander  I^pe. 

13M.  FLATTEBT,  Lots  6L 

Flattery  sticketh  like  a  burr,  holding  to  the 

soil  with  anchors, 
A  vital,    natural,    subtle   seed,  everywhere 

hardy  and  indigenous. 
Gk)  to  the  storehouse  of  thy  memory,  and 

take  what  is  readiest  to  thy  hand,-- 
The  noble  deed,  the  clever  phrase,  for  which 

thy  pride  was  flattered ; 
O,  it  hath  been  dwelt  upon  in  solitude,  and 

comforted  thy  heart  in  crowds ; 


IFTiOOiy. 
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It  bftUi  made  thee  walk  as  in  a  dream,  and 

lifted  thy  head  aboye  thy  fellows ; 
It  hath  compensated  months  of  gloom,  that 

minute  of  sweet  sunshine,  * 
Drying  up  the  pools  of  apathy,  and  kindling 

the  fire  of  ambition ;  [cup  of  life. 

Tea,  the  flavor  of  that  spice,  mingled  in  the 
Shall  linger  even  to  the  dregs,  and  still  be 

tasted  with  a  welcome ; 
The  dame  shall  tell  her  grandchild  of  her  coy 

and  courted  youth. 
And  the  gray-beard  prateth  of  a  stranger  that 

praised  his  task  at  school 

M.  F,  Tupper. 

M31.  PL^TTBBT,  Xizrar  oC 

A  beggar  of  Shiraz  once  had  a  lookin^-ff lass 
That  by  his  magic  power  all  oilers  did  sur- 
pass,—  [too  could  share — 
Which  many  dames  would  wish  their  minrors 
To  show  an  ugly  face  as  if  it  were  most  &ir  I 
The  beggar  held  this  glass  in  front  of  every 
one                       '  [dons  thus  he  won. 
From  whom  he  b^ged ;  and  copious  guer- 
For  each  with  ghuSiess  gave  who  saw  him- 
self so  fair :  [looking  there. 
The  gay  young  lord,  the  foul  old  hag,  both 
At  last  the  beggar,  lying  nick,  gave  to  his  son 
The  glass,  and  said,  *'  Mcke  use  of  it  as  I  have 
donc.^^  [he  back: 
But  with  the  glass  at  night  all  empty  came 
For  he  had  made  a  difforent  use  of  it,  alack  I 
Ho  hdd  not  up  the  glass  before  each  passing 
wight,                                   [the  sight 
But  saw  his  own  face  there  and  Imgercd  on 
The  faOier  said,  ''The  foolish  fruits  of  idle 

pride, 
My  son,  no  human  heart  has  ever  satisfied. 
Who  shows  the  world  in  Flattery's  glass,  is 

one  shrewd  elf; 
He  is  a  fool  who  looks  therein  to  see  him- 
self." Oriental 

1833.  FLATTEBTi  Mookeiy  o£ 

Oh!  it  is  worse  than  mockery  to  Ust  to  the 

flatterer's  tone ;  [must  blush  to  own ; 
To  lend  a  ready  ear  to  thoughts  the  cheek 
To  hear  the  red  lip  whispered  of,  and  the 

flowing  curl  and  eye  [and  high ; 

Made  constant  theme  of  eulogy  extravagant 
And  the  charm  of  person  worshipped  in  an 

homage  offered  not 
To  the  perfect  charm  of  virtue,   and  the 

majesty  of  thought  J.  G.  Wkittier. 

1383.  FLESH,  LesBon  of  the. 

Oh,  if  we  are  not  bitterly  deceived — 
If  this  familiar  spirit  that  communes  [search 
'tV'ith  yours  this  hour — that  has  the  power  to 
AU  things  but  its  own  compass— is  a  spark 
Struck  from  the  burning  essence  of  its  €k>d ; 
If,  as  we  dream,  in  every  radiant  star 
We  sec  a  shining  gate  through  which  the  soul. 
In  its  degrees  of  being,  will  ascend — 
If,  when  these  weary  organs  drop  away. 
We  shall  forget  their  uses,  and  commune 
With  angels  and  each  other,  as  the  stars 
Mingle  their  light,  in  silence  and  in  love— 


What  is  this  fieslily  fetter  of  a  day 
That  we  should  bind  it  with  immortal  flowcn  t 
How  do  we  ever  gaze  upon  the  sky. 
And  watch  the  lark  soar  up  till  he  is  lost, 
And  turn  to  our  poor  perishing  dreams  away, 
Without  one  tear  for  our  impnson'd  wings  I 

jr.  R  WiUu. 

1334.  FLESH,  TateuolA  of  tho. 

How  meanly  dwells  the  immortal  mind  I 

How  vile  these  bodies  are  I 
Why  was  a  dod  of  earth  designed 

To  endose  a  heavenly  star  ? 

Weak  cottage  where  our  souls  reside  1 

This  flesh  a  tottering  wall, 
With  frightful  breaches  gaping  wide. 

The  bmlding  bends  to  fall. 

All  round  it  stonns  of  trouble  blow 

And  waves  of  sorrow  roll ; 
Cold  winds  and  winter  storms  beat  through, 

And  pain  the  tenant-souL 

"Alas  I  how  frail  our  state  I  "  said  I, 

And  thus  went  mourning  on. 
Till  sudden  from  the  clearing  sky 

A  gleam  of  glory  shone. 

My  soul  felt  all  the  glory  come, 

And  breathed  her  native  air ; 
Then  she  remembered  heaven  her  home, 

And  she  a  prisoner  here. 

Straight,  she  began  to  change  her  key, 

And  joyful  in  her  pains, 
She  sung  the  frailty  of  her  day 

In  pl^urable  strains. 

How  weak  the  prison  where  I  dwell  I 

Flesh  but  a  tottering  wall ; 
The  breaches  dieerfully  foretell 

The  house  must  shortly  fall. 

No  more,  my  friends,  shall  I  complain, 
Though  all  my  heart-strings  adie ; 

Welcome  disease  and  every  pain 
That  makes  the  cottage  shake ! 

Now  let  the  tempest  blow  around. 

Now  swell  the  surges  high. 
And  beat  this  house  of  bondage  down, 

To  let  the  stranger  fly ! 

I  have  a  mansion  built  above 

By  the  Eternal  Hand ; 
And  should  the  earth's  old  basis  move. 

My  heavenly  house  must  stand. 

Isaao  Watts. 

1335.  FLOODi  Doioription  of  the. 

The  ark  received  her  freightage,  Noah  last; 
Then  God  shut  to  the  door;  and   massive 
From  treasure-houses  inexhaustible     [clouds 
Mantled  the  firmament  in  black,  and  burst 
In  torrent  floods  on  the  soon  sated  plains. 
The  rivers  spurn'd  their  custom''d  banks.   The 
sea  [foam, 

Roar'd,  and  enormous  waves,  crestea  with 
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Broke  with  inoessant  flow  o*er  sands  and 

Vain  barriers  1  Whether  now  the  odtan  beds, 
By  snbterranean  fires  upheaved  and  raised, 
Disgorged  the  secrets  of  their  pathless  depths ;. 
Or  whether,  as  the  moon's  cabn  influence 

draws 
The  refluent  tides  in  daily  ebb  and  flow, 
So  now  she  or  some  planetary  orb 
Displaced,  or  in  malign  conjunction  set, 
Drew  more  than  half  their  wateift  from  those 

seas  [globe, 

Which  more  than  half  submerse  thy  native 
Charging  the  heaven  with  clouds,  and  wrap- 

pmg  earth 
From  pole  to  pole  in  one  unbroken  flood, 
A  dreaiT  waste  of  ocean  without  shore. 
And  only  by  the  solitary  ark 
Believed,  the  second  cradle  of  mankind. 

Edward  Henry  Biekervteth. 

18M.  FLOOD,  Esrtli  befbre  thai 

Earth  fainted  at  her  children's  deeds.    And 

God, 
With  whose  unalterable  attributes  [man 

Grief  jars  not,  srieved  within  His  heart,  that 
Was  made  for  disobedience  to  unmake,    [eye 
Judgment  awoke,  and  watch'd  with  tearful 
Hie  cup  of  crime  fast  rising  to  the  brim, 
And  trembling  on  the  very  edge.    Meanwhile 
At  His  command  the  ponderous  ark  was  built, 
That  jest  of  scoffers,  on  the  wooded  plains 
Of  Aashur.    Little  leck'd  the  sons  oi  men  ; 
The    shipwrights    lightly   jested    as    they 

wrought. 
And  ask'd  if  that  huge  vessel  were  to  mount 
The  hills  or  navigate  the  sandy  wastes  % 
They  ate,  they  drank,  they  wooed  them  wives 

and  won, 
They  builded  palaces,  they  planted  trees, 
Rich  with  far  distant  promise.    Drop  by  drop 
The  measure  of  unffoaliness  was  flll'd. 

Eawixrd  Emry  BUJeertiteth. 

1337.  FLOWEBS,  Osm  fat  tlu. 

Observe  the  rising  lily's  snowy  grace, 
Observe  the  various  vegetable  race  ; 
They  neither  toil,  nor  spin,  but  careless  grow, 
Tet  see,  how  warm  they  blush  1  how  bright 
they  glow  I  [pare  I 

What  regal  vestments  can  with  them  com- 
What  king  so  shining  t  or  what  queen  so  fair  I 
If  ceaseless  thus  the  rowls  of  heaven  He  feeds. 
If  o'er  the  earth  such  lucid  robes  He  spreads ; 
Will  He  not  care  for  you,  ye  faithless,  say? 
1^  He  unwise  ?  or  are  ye  less  than  they  ? 

James  Thomson. 

1338.  FLOWEBS,  Doaih  of  the. 

The  melancholy  days  are  come,  the  saddest 
of  the  year, 

Of  wailing  winds,  and  naked  woods,  and 
meadows  brown  and  sear. 

Heaped  in  the  hollows  of  the  grove,  the  au- 
tumn leaves  lie  dead ;   [robbit^s  tread. 

They  rustle  to  the  eddying  gust,  and  to  the 


The  robin  and  the  wren  are  flown,  and  from 

the  shrubs  the  jay, 
And  from    the   wood-top   calls   the   crow 

through  all  the  gloomy  day. 

Where  are  the  flowers,  the  fair  young  flowers, 

that  lately  sprang  and  stood 
In  brighter  light  and  softer  airs,  a  beauteous 

sisterhood  I  [race  of  flowers 

Alas  I  they  all  are  in  their  graves ;  the  gentle 
Are  lying  in  their  lowly  beds  with  the  fair 

and  good  of  ours. 
The  rain  is  falling  where  they  lie  ;  bat  the 

cold  November  rain 
Calls  not  from  out  the  gloomy  earth  the 

lovely  ones  again. 

The  wind-flower  and  the  violet,  they  per- 
ished long  ago,  [the  summer  glow ; 
And  the  brier-rose  and  the  orchis  dieaamid 
But  on  the  hill  the  golden-rod,  and  the  aster 
in  the  wood;  [autumn  beauty  stood, 
And  the  yellow  sun-flower  by  the  brook  in 
Till  fell  the  frost  from  the  dear  cold  heaven, 

as  falls  the  plague  on  men, 
And  the  brightness  of  their  smUe  was  gone 
from  upland,  glade,  and  glen. 

And  now,  when  comes  the  calm  mild  day, 

as  still  such  days  will  come, 
To  call  the  squirrel  and  the  bee  from  oat 

their  winter  home ; 
When  the  sound  of  dropping  nuts  is  heard, 

though  all  the  trees  are  still. 
And  twinkle  in  the  smoky  light  the  waten 

of  the  rill,  [fragrance  late  he  bore, 
The  south-wind  searches  for  the  flowers  whose 
And  sighs  to  find  them  in  the  wood  and  by 

the  stream  no  more. 

And  then  I  think  of  one  who  in  her  youth- 
ful beauty  died,      [faded  by  my  side. 

The  fair  meek  blossom  that  grew  up  and 

In  the  cold  moist  earth  we  laid  her,  when 
the  forests  cast  the  leaf. 

And  we  wept  that  one  so  lovely  should  have  a 
life  so  brief; 

Yet  not  unmeet  it  was  that  one,  like  that 
young  friend  of  ours,        [the  flowerB. 

So  gentieandso  beautiful,  should  perish  with 

WiUi^am  CuUen  Bryant, 

1339.  FL0WEB8,  Emblems. 

Spake  full  well,  in  language  quaint  and  oldeo, 
One  who  dwelleth  by  t£e  castled  Rhine, 

Whenhe called  the  flowers,  so  blueand golden, 
Stars,  that  in  earth^s  firmament  do  shine. 

Stars  they  are,  wherein  we  read  our  history, 
As  astrologers  and  seers  of  eld ; 

Tet  not  wrapped  about  with  awful  mystery, 
Like  the  burning  stars,  which  they  beheld. 

Wondrous  trutlis,  and  manifold  as  wondroiB, 
G^  hatb  written  in  those  stars  above ; 

But  not  less  in  the  bright  flowerets  under  ns 
Stands  the  revelation  of  His  love. 
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Bngjit  and  glorioiis  la  that  rereloiioii,  , 
Written  aU  over  this  great  world  of  oon ; 

Making  eyident  our  own  creation. 

In  these  stars  of  earth,  these  golden  flowers. 

And  the  poet,  faithful  and  far-seeing, 
Sees,  alike  in  stars  and  flowers,  a  part 

Of  the  self -same,  universal  being 

Which  is  throbbing  in  his  brain  and  heart. 

Gorgeous  flowerets  in  the  sunlig^it  shining, 
Blo6S(Hn8  flaunting  in  the  eye  of  day. 

Tremulous  leayes  with  soft  and  silver  lining. 
Buds  that  open  only  to  decay ; 

Brilliant  hopes  all  woven  in  gorgeous  tissues. 
Flaunting  gayly  in  the  golden  light; 

Large  desires,  with  most  uncertain  issues, 
Tender  wishes,  blossoming  at  night  1 

Hiese  in  flowers  and  men  are  more  than  seem- 
ing; 

Workings  are  they  of  the  self-same  powers, 
Which  the  poet,  in  no  idle  dreaming, 

Seeth  in  himself  and  in  the  flowers. 

Everywhere  about  us  they  are  glowing. 
Some  like  stars,  to  tell  us  spring  is  bom ; 

Others,  their  blue  eyes  with  tears  o^erflowiog 
Stand  like  Ruth  amid  the  golden  com ; 

In  all  places,  then,  and  in  all  seasons,  [wings. 
Flowers  expand  their  light  and  soul-lu:e 

Teaching  us,  by  most  persuasive  reasons. 
How  akin  they  are  to  human  things. 

And  with  childlike,  credulous  afiEection 
We  behold  their  tender  buds  expand ; 

Emblems  of  ourpwu  great  resurrection, 
Emblems  of  the  bright  and  better  land. 

K  F.  LannfeUow. 

IMO.  FL0WEB8,  Faith  of  the. 

The  sickliest  leaf, 
The  feeblest  efflorescence  of  the  moss. 
That  drinks  Thy  dew  reproves  our  unbeliel 
The  frail  field-Hly,  which  no  florist^s  eye 
Begards,  doth  win  a  garniture  from  Thee 
To  kings  denied.    So  while  to  dust  we  bow, 
Keedy  and  poor,  O  bid  us  learn  the  lore 
Graved  on  the  lily^s  leaf,  as  fair  and  clear 
As  on  you  disk  of  fire— to  trust  in  Thee. 

Mrs.  L»  H,  8igoumey, 

1341.  FL0WEB8,  Hymn  to  the. 

Day-stars!    that  ope  your  eyes  at  mom  to 
twinkle 
From  rainbow  galaxies  of  earth's  creation ; 
And  dew-drops  on  her  lovely  altars  sprinkle 

As  a  libation. 

Ye  matin  worshippers,  who  bending  lowly 
Before  the  uprisen  sun,  God^s  lidless  eye, 
Pour  from  youi*  chalices  a  sweet  and  holy 

Incense  on  high. 

Ye  bright  mosaics,  that  with  storied  beauty 

The  floor  of  nature's  temple  tesselate — 
What  niunerous  lessons  of  instractive  duty 

Your  forms  create  ? 


*Neath  doister'd  bough  eadi  floral  bell  that 
swingeth. 
And  tolU  its  perfkime'on  tha  pasdng  air^ 
Makes  Sabbath  in  the  fields,  and  ever  ringeth 

A  call  to  prayer 

Not  to  those  domes  where  crumbling  arch  and 
column 
Attest  the  feebleness  of  mortal  hand, 
But  to  that  fane  most  catholic  and  solcnm. 

Which  God  hath  planned. 

To  that  cathedral  boundless  aa  our  wonder, 
Whose  quenchLeflB  lamps  the  sun  and  moon 
supply;  [thunder; 

Its  choir,  the  wind  and  waves;  its  organ. 

Its  dome,  the  sky. 

There,  as  in  solitude  and  shade  I  wander. 
Through  the  lone  aisles,  or  stretched  upon 
the  sod ; 
Awed  by  the  silence,  reverently  ponder 

The  ways  of  GJod. 

Not  useless  are  ye,  flowers,  though  made  for 

pleasure,  [night ; 

Blooming  o'er  hill  and  dale,  by  day  and 

On  every  side  your  sanction  bids  me  treasure 

Harmless  delight 

Your  voiceless  lij^s,   O  flowers,  are  living 
preachen ; 
Each  cup  a  pulpit,  and  each  leaf  a  book ; 
Supplying  to  my  fancj  numerous  teachers. 

In  loneliest  nook. 

Floral  apostles,  that  with  dewy  splendor 
Blush  without  sin,  and  weep  without  a 
crime; 
O I  may  I  deeply  learn,  and  ne'er  surrender 

Your  lore  divine. 


(( 


Thou  wert  not,  Solomon,  in  all  thy  glory, 
Array'd,"  the  lilies  cry,  **in  rob^  like 
ours; 
How  vain  your  glory — O I  how  transitory 

Are  human  flowers." 

In  the  sweet-scented  pictures,  heavenly  artist. 
With  which  thou  paintest  nature's  wide- 
spread hall 
What  a  delightful  lesson  thou  impartest 

Of  love  to  all  1 

Posthumous  glories — angel-like  collection, 

Upraised  from  seed  and  bulb  interr'd  in 
Ye  are  to  me  a  type  of  resurrection     [earth : 

And  second  birth* 

Ephemeral  sages — ^what  instractors  hoary 

To  such  a  world  of  thought  could  furnish 
Each  fading  calyx  a  memmto  maH,     [scope  I 

Yet  fount  of  hope. 

Were  I,  O  God,  in  churchless  lands  remaining, 

Far  from  the  voice  of  teachers  and  divines. 

My  soul  would  find  in  flowers  of  thy  ordain- 

'^'  Priest,  Bcnnon.  shrines. 

HorOfCe  Smiih, 
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1349.  FLOWBBSi  Llfe'i. 

^Twas  a  lovely  thou^t  to  mark  the  hoars 

As  they  floated  in  light  away, 
By  the  opening  and  the  folding  flowers 

That  laugh  to  the  summer's  day ; 
Oh !  let  us  live,  so  that  flower  by  flower, 

Shutting  in  turn,  may  leave 
A  lingerer  still  for  the  sunset  hour, 

A  cliarm  for  the  shaded  eve. 

Jfr«.  F,  D,  Effmans, 

134UI«  FL0WEB8,  Uw  of  the. 

God  might  have  made  the  earth  br^g  forth 

Enough  for  great  and  small, 
The  oak  tree  and  the  cedar  tree, 

Without  a  flower  at  alL 

He  might  have  made  enough,  enough 

For  every  want  of  ours, 
For  luxury,  medicine,  and  toil, 

And  yet  have  made  no  flowers. 

The  clouds  might  give  abundant  rain. 

The  nightly  dews  might  fall. 
And  the  herb  that  keepeth  life  in  man 

Might  yet  have  drunk  them  alL 

Then  wherefore,  wherefore,  were  they  made. 

And  dyed  with  rainbow  light, 
All  fashioned  with  supremest  grace, 

Upspringing  day  and  night  ? 

Springing  in  valleys  green  and  low, 

And  on  the  mountains  high ; 
And  in  the  silent  wilderness. 

Where  no  man  passes  by  9 

Our  outward  life  requires  them  not. 
Then,  wherefore  had  they  birth  f 

To  minister  delight  to  man ; 
To  beautify  the  earth  : 

To  comfort  man — ^to  whisper  hope, 

Whene'er  his  faith  is  dim ; 
For  who  so  careth  for  the  flower 

Will  much  more  care  for  Him  I 

Mary  EowUL 

1344.  FL0WEB8,  Voice  of  the. 

Yes — ^flowers  have  tones — God  gave  to  each 

A  language  of  its  own ; 
And  bade  the  simple  blossom  teach 

Where'er  its  seeds  are  sown ; 
His  voice  is  on  the  mountain's  height. 

And  by  the  river's  side. 
Where  flowers  blush  in  slowing  light, 

In  lowliness,  or  pride; 
We  feel,  all  o*er  the  blooming  sod. 

It  is  the  language  of  our  God. 

Mr».  BSsling. 

1345.  FOES,  A  Ohriftiaa'8. 

Awake,  my  soul !  lift  up  thine  eyes, 
See  where  thy  foes  against  thee  rise. 
In  long  array,  a  numerous  host ; 
Awake,  my  soul  I  or  thou  art  lost. 

Here  giant  Danger  threatening  stands. 
Mustering  his  pale  terriflc  bands ; 


There  jplcasnre^s  silken  banners  spread. 
And  willing  souls  are  captive  led. 

See  where  rebellions  passions  rage. 
And  fierce  desires  and  lusts  ensage ; 
The  meanest  foe  of  all  the  tram 
Has  thousands  and  ten  thousands  slain. 

Thou  tread'st  upon  enchanted  ground. 
Perils  and  snares  beset  Ihee  round ; 
Beware  of  all,  guard  every  part^ 
But  most,  the  traitor  in  thy  hea^ 

Come  then,  my  soul,  now  leam  to  wield 
The  weight  of  thine  immortal  shield; 
Put  on  the  armor  from  above 
Of  heavenly  truth  and  heavenly  love. 

The  terror  and  the  charm  repel. 
And  powers  of  earth,  and  powers  of  hell; 
The  Man  of  Calvary  triumphed  here : 
Why  should  His  faithful  followers  fear  f 

Anna  Latitia  BarbauUL 

1346.  FOOD,  Daily. 

O  King  of  eartlu  and  air,  and  sea  I 
The  hungry  ravens  cry  to  Thee ; 
To  Thee  the  scaly  tribes,  that  sweep 
The  bosom  of  the  boundless  deep : 
To  Thee  the  lions  roaring  call ; 
The  common  Father,  kind  to  ftll : 
Then  grant  Thy  servants.  Lord,  we  pray,    • 
Our  daily  bread  from  day  to  day. 

The  fishes  may  for  food  complain. 
The  ravens  spread  their  wings  in  vain, 
The  roaring  lions  lack  and  pine ; 
But  God,  Thou  carest  still  for  Thine ; 
Thy  bounteous  hand  with  food  can  bless 
The  bleak  and  loneiy  wilderness ; 
And  Thou  hast  taught  us,  Lord,  to  pray, 
For  daily  bread  from  day  to  day. 

And  oh  I  when  through  the  wilds  we  roam 
That  part  us  from  our  heavenly  home ; 
When,  lost  in  danger,  want,  and  woe, 
Our  faithless  tears  begin  to  fiow ; 
Do  Thou  the  gracious  comfort  give. 
By  which  alone  the  soul  may  live ; 
And  grant  Thy  servants,  Lord,  we  pray. 
The  bread  of  Ufe  from  day  to  day ! 

BisJiop  BegincM  Bieber, 

1347*  FOOD,  Foisonoas. 

Death  in  the  pot  I  'tis  always  there, 

The  bane  of  all  our  food, 
When  we  partake  it  without  fear. 

Without  an  eye  to  God. 

Unless  He  sanctify  the  meat. 

And  bless  us  from  the  sky. 
Unless  we  to  His  glory  eat, 

Our  souls  by  eating  die. 

Charle$  Wedey. 

134§*  FOOD,  Fnriibn  ofl 

By  the  poor  widow^s  oil  and  meal 

Elijah  was  sustained ; 
Though  small  the  stock,  it  lasted  well. 

For  God  the  store  maintained. 
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It  seemed  as  if  from  day  to  day 

They. were  to  eat  and  die ; 
But  still,  though  m  a  secret  way, 

He  sent  a  fresh  supply. 

Thus  to  His  poor  He  still  will  giye 

Just  for  the  present  hour ; 
But  for  to-morrow  they  must  lire 

Upon  His  word  and  power. 

"No  bam  nor  stc^ehouse  they  pooocas 

On  which  they  can  depend ; 
Yet  have  no  cause  to  fear  distress, 

For  Jesos  is  their  Friend. 

JohnHreutan* 

1840.  FOOIk  Difloomj  of  ft. 

Soon  as  himself  man  knows. 
He  Imows  himself  a  fool : 

Yet,  ah  I  how  mad  he  grows 
If  one  but  ecUl  him  fool. 

Oriental,  tr.  hj  W.  J^  Alger. 

1850«  rOOL,  A  Leaned. 

NoDft  are  so  surely  caught  when  they  are 

catch'd, 
Aa  wit  tum*d  fool ;  folly,  in  wisdom  hatched. 
Hath  wisdom*s  warrant,  and  the  help   of 

school ; 
And  wit's  own  grace,  to  grace  a  learned  f  ooL 
The  blood  of  ^outh  bums  not  with  such  ex- 
As  gravity^s  revolt  to  wantonness.  [oess, 

Fol^  in  fools  bears  not  so  strong  a  note. 
As  foolery  in  the  wise,  when  wit  doth  dote ; 
Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply, 
To  prove  by  wit,  worth  in  simplicity. 

Shaliipeare, 

1351.  FOOIt  Wifldom  of  s. 

Jaqtie»,    A  fool,  a  fool  I — ^I  met  a  fool  i'  the 

forest, 
A  motley  fool; — a  miserable  world  I — 
As  I  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool ;        [sun. 
Who  laid  him  down  and  bask'd  him  in  the 
And  ndl'd  on  lady  Fortune  in  good  terms. 
In  good  set  terms — and  yet  a  motley  fool. 
"Good-morrow,  fool,"  quoth  I:  "No,  sir," 

quoth  he,  [fortune." 

"  Call  me  not  fool,  till  Heaven  hath  sent  me 
And  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poke, 
And  looking  on  it  with  a  lack-lustre  eye, 
Says  very  wisely,  **  It  is  ten  o'clock  t 
Thus  may  we  see,"  quoth  he,    '*how  the 

world  wags: 
Tis  but  an  hour  ago,  since  it  was  nine ; 
And  after  an  hour  more,  'twill  be  eleven ; 
And  so,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe  and  ripe, 
And  then  from  hour  to  hour  wo  rot  and  rot, 
And  thereby  hangs  a  tale."   When  I  did  hear 
The  motley  fool  thus  moral  on  the  time, 
My  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer, 
That  fools  should  be  90  deep  contemplative. 

ShaJtetpeare, 

195%.  FOBBEARAVOE,  Divfaie. 

In  days  of  old,  when  holy  prophets  trod 
This  earth,  the  living  oracles  of  Qod, 
What  time  one  such  his  mission  did  fulfil, 
There  lived  a  youth,  a  prodigy  of  ill: 
21 


So  foul  the  tablets  of  his  heart  and  blade, 
That  Satan's  self  from  them  had  started  back ; 
Him,  as  the  plague,  sought  every  soul  to 

shun. 
At  him  in  horror  pointed  every  one. 
And  in  the  city  where  this  sinful  youth 
All  bosoms  filled  with  horror  or  with  ruth. 
In  the  same  city  dwelt  a  Monk  as  well,  [cell ; 
Round  whom  all  crowded  when  he  left  his 
And  those  who  only  touched  his  garment's 

hem. 
Counted  that  heaven  was  nearer  unto  them — 
Such  name  for  prayer  and  penance  he  had 

gained: 
And  he  one  day  that  Prophet  entertained : 
When  in  their  sight  this  sinner  did  appear, 
Who  yet  for  awe  presumed  not  to  draw  near. 
But  falling  back,  like  moth  from  stunning 

light. 
Lay  on  the  ground,  as  blinded  by  their  sight 
And  as  in  spring  relents  the  frozen  ground. 
Even  so  it  seemed  as  though  his  heart  un- 
bound; 
Streamed  firom  his  eyes,  like  loosened  floods, 

the  tears : 
"Woe's  me,"  he  cried,  "for  thirty  guilty 

years 
My  life's  best  treasure  have  I  spent  in  vain. 
And  death  and  hell  are  now  my  only  gain. 
I  totter  on  a  dark  chasm's  dreadful  brink. 
Hell's  jaws  are  yawning  for  me,  and  I  sink : 
Yet  since  none  ever  Thou  didst  from  Thee 

cast,  [fast." 

I  stretch  my  hands  to  Thee ;  Lord,  hold  them 

But  here  the  Monk  with  lifted  eyebrows — 

"Peace, 
Blasphemer ;  from  thy  useless  clamors  cease : 
And  darest  thou,  thus  steeped  ii^  sin,  make 

free 
With  him,  (Jod's  holy  Prophet,  and  with  me  ? 
My  Qody  this  one  thing  grant  me,  that  I  may 
Stand  far  from  this  man  on  the  judgment 

day." 
More  he  said,  but  on  the  Prophet  broke 
Swift  inspiration,  and  he  straightway  spoke : 
"Two  here  have  prayed — diverse  have  been 

their  prayers, 
Yet  granted  both  their  supplications  are. 
He  who  in  mire  of  sin  now  thirty  years 
Has  rolled,  f  or^veness  asks  with  many  tears : 
Ne'er  yet  has  head  of  contrite  sinner  lain 
Upon  tlie  threshold  of  God's  throne  in  vain. 
All  he  has  sinned  to  him  shall  be  forgiven ; 
Him  Gk>d  has  chosen  a  denizen  of  heaven. 
That  Monk  has  prayed,  upon  the  other  hand. 
That  he  may  never  near  this  sinner  stand ; 
That  this  may  be  so,  hell  his  place  must  be, 
Where  nevermore  this  sinner  ho  shall  see. 
Whose  robe  is  white,  but  heart  is  black  with 

pride. 
He  for  himself  hell's  gate  has  opened  wide, 
For,  weighed  in  God  the  all-sumcient's  scale, 
Not  claims  nor  righteousness  of  man  avail ; 
But  these  are  costly  in  His  sight  indeed, — 
Repentance,  contrite  shame,  and  sense  of  need. 
Oriental^  tr.  hy  i?.  C,  Trench, 
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1853.  FOBBEAAAVOB  Tatted. 

Hagt  thoa  named  all  the  birds  without  a  gun  ? 
Loyed  the  wood-rose,  and  left  it  on  its  stalk  ? 
At  rich  men's  tables  eaten  bread  and  pulse  ? 
Unarmed,  faced  dangers  with  a  heart  of 
And  loved  so  well  a  high  behavior,  [trust  ? 
In  man  or  maid,  that  thou  from  speech  re- 
Nobility  more  noble  to  repay  ?  [f  rained, 
O,  be  my  friend,  and  teach  me  to  be  thine  I 

B,  W.  Bm&raon, 

13M.  FOBBOBDIHATIOV,  OoiiideiuM  in. 

Sovereign  Ruler  of  the  skies, 
Ever  gracioijs,  ever  wise. 
All  my  times  are  in  Thy  hand. 
All  events  at  Thy  command. 

His  decree,  who  formed  the  earth, 
Fix'd  my  first  and  second  birth ; 
Parents,  native  place,  and  time, 
All  appointed  were  by  Him. 

He  that  formed  mo  in  the  womb. 
He  shall  guide  me  to  the  tomb ; 
All  my  times  shall  ever  be 
Ordered  by  His  wise  decree ; 

Times  of  sickness,  times  of  health. 
Times  of  penury  and  wealth ; 
Times  of  trial  and  of  grief, 
Times  of  triumph  and  relief ; 

Times  the  Tempter's  power  to  prove, 
Times  to  taste  a  Saviour's  love ; 
All  must  come,  and  last,  and  end, 
As  shall  please  my  heavenly  Friend. 

Plagues  and  deaths  around  me  fiy ; 
Till  He  bids,  I  cannot  die : 
Not  a  single  shaft  can  hit 
Till  the  God  of  love  sees  fit 

0  Thou  Gracious,  Wise,  and  Just  I 
In  Thy  hands  my  life  I  trust : 
Have  I  something  dearer  still  ? 

1  resign  it  to  Thy  wilL 

May  I  always  own  Thy  hand ; 
Still  to  the  surrender  stand ; 
Enow,  that  Thou  art  God  alone ; 
I  and  mine  are  all  Thy  own. 

Thee  at  all  times  will  I  bless ; 
Having  Thee,  I  all  possess ; 
How  can  I  bereavM  be. 
Since  I  cannot  part  with  Thee? 

JoJin  Byland, 

1355.  F0SE8T,  Hymn  of  tlia. 

The  groves  were  God's  first  temples.    Ere 

man  learned 
To  hew  the  shaft,  and  lay  the  architrave. 
And  spread  the  roof  above  them,— «re  he 

framed 
The  lofty  vault,  to  gather  and  roll  back 
The  sound  of  anthems ;  in  the  darkling  wood, 
Amidst  the  cool  and  silence,  he  knelt  down, 
And  offered  to  the  Mightiest  solemn  thanks 
And  supplication.    For  his  simple  heart 


Might  not  resist  the  sacred  influences 
WMch,  from  the  stilly  twilight  of  tho  place. 
And  from  the  gray  old  trunks  that  high  in 

heaven  [sound 

Mingled  their  mossy  boughs,  and  from  the 
Of  the  invisible  breath  that  swayed  at  once 
All  theii'  green  tops, '  stole  over  him,  and 

bowed  [power 

His  spirit  with  the  thought  of   boundless 
And  inaccessible  majesty.    Ah,  why 
Should  we,  in  the  world's  riper  years,  neglect 
God's  ancient  sanctuaries,  and  adore 
Only  among  the  crowd,  and  under  roofs 
That  our  frail  hands  have  raised  ?    Let  me, 

at  least. 
Here,  in  the  shadow  of  this  aged  wood. 
Offer  one  hymn, — thrice  happy  if  it  find 
Acceptance  in  His  ear. 

Father,  Thy  hand 
Hath  reared  these  venerable  columns,  Thou 
Didst  weave  this  verdant  roof.     Thou  didst 

look  down 
Upon  the  naked  earth,  and  forthwith  rose 
All  these  fair  ranks  of  trees.    They  in  Thy 

sun  [breeze. 

Budded,  and  shook  their  green  leaves  in  Thy 
And  shot  towards  heaven.  The  century-liv- 
ing crow,  [died 
Whose  birth  was  in  their  tops,  grew  old  and 
Among  their  branches,  till  at  last  they  stood. 
As  now  they  stand,  massy  and  tall  and  dark, 
Fit  shrine  for  humble  worshipper  to  hold 
Communion  with  his  Maker.      These  dim 

vaults. 
These  windii^^  aisles,  of  human  pomp  or  pride 
Report  not.    No  fantastic  carvings  show 
The  boast  of  our  vain  race  to  change  the  f  onn 
Of  Thy  fair  works.     But  Thou  art  here,— 

Thou  fiU'st 
The  solitude.    Thou  art  in  the  soft  winds 
That  run  along  the  summit  of  these  trees 
In  music ;  thou  art  in  the  cooler  breath 
That  from  the  inmost  darkness  of  the  place 
Comes,  scarcely  felt ;  the  barky  trunks,  the 

ground,  [thee. 

The  fresh  moist  ground,  are  all  instinct  with 
Here  is  continual  worship :  nature,  here, 
In  the  tranquillity  that  Thou  dost  love. 
Enjoys  Thy  presence.     Noiselessly  around, 
From  perch  to  perch,  the  solitary  bird' 
Passes ;  and  yon  dear  spring,  that,  midst  its 

herbs,  [roote 

Wells  softly  forth  and  wandering  steeps  the 
Of  half  the  mighty  forest,  tells  no  tale 
Of  all  the  good  it  does.     Thou  hast  not  left 
Thyself  without  a  witness,  in  these  shades, 
Of  Thy  perfections.    Grandeur,  strength,  and 

grace  [oak, — 

Are  here  to  speak  of  Thee.     Tliis  mighty 
By  whose  immovable  stem  I  stand  and  seem 
Almost  annihilated, — ^not  a  prince, 
In  all  that  proud  old  world  Ix^yond  the  deep, 
E^er  wore  his  crown  as  loftily  as  he 
Wears  the  green  coronal  of  leaves  with  whidi 
Thy  hand  has  graced  him.    Nestled  at  his 

root 
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Is  beauty,  such  as  blooms  not  in  the  glare 
Of  the  broad   son.     That   delicate   forest 
flower  [smile, 

With  scented  breath,  and  look  so  like   a 
Seems,  as  it  issues  from  the  shapeless  mould. 
An  emanation  of  the  indwelling  Life, 
A  yisiblo  token  of  the  upholding  Lore, 
lliat  are  the  soul  of  this  wide  uniyerse. 

My  heart  is  awed  within  me  when  I  think 
Of  the  great  miracle  that  stQl  goes  on. 
In  silence,  round  me, — ^the  perpetual  work 
Of  Thy  creation,  finished,  yet  renewed 
IV)reTer.    Written  on  Thy  works  I  read 
The  lesson  of  Thy  own  eternity. 
Lo  I  all  grow  old  and  die ;  but  see  again. 
How  on  the  faltering  footsteps  of  decay 
Youth  presses,— ever  gay  and  beautiful  youth 
In  all  its  beautiful  forms.     These  lofty  trees 
Wave  not  less  proudly  than  their  ancestors 
Moulder  beneath  them.     O,  there  is  not  lost 
One  of  Earth^s  charms  I  upon  her  bosom  yet^ 
After  the  flight  of  untold  centuries, 
The  freshness  of  her  far  beginning  lies. 
And  yet  shall  lie.    Life  mocks  the  idle  hate 
Of  his  arch-enemy  Death, — ^yea,  scats  himself 
Upon  the  tyrant's  throne,  the  sepulchre, 
And  of  the  triumphs  of  his  ghastly  foe 
Makes  his  own  nourishment    For  he  came 
forth  [end. 

From  Tliine  own  bosom,  and  shall  hare  no 

There  have  been  holy  men  who  hid  them- 
selves 
Deep  in  the  woody  wilderness,  and  gave 
Their  lives  to  thought  and  prayer,  till  they 

outlived 
The  generation  bom  with  them,  nor  seemed 
Less  aged  than  the  hoary  trees  and  rocks 
Around  them;   and  there  have  been  holy 

men 
Who  deemed  it  were  not  well  to  pass  life  thus. 
But  let  me  often  to  these  solitudes 
Retire,  and  in  Thy  presence  reassure 
My  feeble  virtue.    Here  its  enemies, 
The  passions,  at  Thy  plainer  footsteps  shrink 
And  tremble,  and  are  still.     O  God  I  when 
Thou  [fire 

Dost  scare  the  world  with  tempests,  set  on 
The  heavens  with  falling  thunderbolts,  or  fill. 
With  all  the  waters  of  the  firmament, 
The  swift  dark  whirlwind  that  uproots  the 

woods 
And  drowns  the  villages ;  when,  at  Thy  call. 
Uprises  the  great  deep,  and  throws  himself 
Upon  the  continent,  and  overwhelms 
Its  cities — who  forgets  not,  at  the  sight 
Of  these  tremendous  tokens  of  Thy  power, 
His  pride,  and  lays  his  strifes  and  follies  by  ? 
O,  from  these  sterner  aspects  of  Thy  face 
Spare  mc  and  mine,  nor  let  us  need  the  wrath 
Ck  the  mad  unchained  elements  to  teach 
Who  rules  them.    Be  it  ours  to  meditate. 
In  these  calm  shades,  Thy  milder  majesty, 
And  to  the  beautiful  order  of  Thy  works 
Learn  to  conform  the  order  of  our  lives. 

William  CulUn  Bryant 


1  we.  F0BB8T,  Xittio  of  the. 

My  soul  is  growing  sick — ^I  will  away 
And  gather  balm  from  a  sweet  forest  walk  I 
There,  as  the  breezes  through  the  branches 
Is  heard  aerial  minstrelsy,  like  harps  [sweep, 
Untouched,  unseen,  that  on  the  spirit's  car 
Pour  out  their  numbers  till  they  lull  in  peace 
The  tumult  of  the  bosom.     There's  a  voice 
Of  music  in  the  rustling  of  the  leaves :  [lutes. 
And  the  green  Itoughs  are  hung  with  living 
Whose  strings  will  only  vibrate  to  His  hand 
Who  made  them,  while  they  sound  His  un- 
taught praise  I 
The  whole  wild  wood  is  one  vast  instrument 
Of  thousand,  thousand  keys ;  and  all  its  notes 
Come  in  sweet  harmony,  while  Nature  plays 
To  celebrate  the  presence  of  her  God. 

Ednnah  F,  Oould. 

1357.  FOBGIVlBISfiS,  AltamatiTe  o£ 

O  €k>d!  my  sins  are  manifold;  against  my 
life  Uiey  cry,  [temple  fiy. 

And  all  my  guilty  deeds  foregone  up  to  Thy 

Wilt  thou  rmease  my  trembling  soul,  that  to 
despair  is  driven : 

**  Forgive  1  "  a  blessdd  voice  replied,  "  and 
thou  shalt  be  forgiven." 

My  foemen.  Lord,  are  fierce  and  fell;  they 
spurn  me  in  their  pride    [they  deride ; 

They  render  evil  for  my  good ;  my  patience 

Arise  I  my  King  I  and  be  the  proud  in  right-, 
ecus  ruin  driven ! 

"Forgive!"  the  awful  answer  came,  **as 
thou  wouldst  be  forgiven !  " 

Seven  times,  O  Lord,  Pve  pardoned  them; 
seven  times  they  Ve  sinned  again ; 

They  practise  still  to  work  me  woe,  and  tri- 
umph in  my  pain ; 

But  let  them  dread  my  vengeance  now,  to 
just  resentment  driven  t 

"  Forgive  I "  the  voice  in  thunder  spake, 
"  or  never  be  forgiven  1 " 

2^.  Heber. 

1359.  FOSaiVENESS,  Blln  o£ 

Trembling  before  Thine  awful  throne, 
O  Lord  1  m  dust  my  sins  I  own : 
Justice  and  Mercy  for  my  life 
Contend  I — O  smile,  and  heal  the  strife  t 

The  Saviour  smiles  1     Upon  my  soul 
New  tides  of  hope  tumultuous  roll : 
His  voice  proclaims  my  pardon  found. 
Seraphic  transport  wings  the  sound  I 

Earth  has  a  joy  unknown  in  heaven — 
The  new-bom  peace  of  sin  forgiven  I 
Tears  of  such  pure  and  deep  delight, 
Ye  angels  I  never  dimmed  your  sight. 

Te  saw  of  old  on  chaos  rise 
The  beauteous  pillars  of  the  skies ; 
Ye  know  where  mom  exulting  springs. 
And  evening  folds  her  drooping  wings. 

Bright  heralds  of  the  Eternal  Will, 
Abroad  His  errands  ye  fulfil ; 


324 


B'ORGt-rVTBSNTESSS. 


B^ORTIXXJI^BJ. 


Or,  throned  in  floods  of  beamy  day, 
Symphonions  in  His  presence  play. 

Load  is  the  song, — ^tbe  heavenly  plain 
Is  shaken  with  &e  choral  strain ; 
And  dying  echoes,  floating  far, 
Draw  mnsic  from  each  chiming  star. 

But  I  amid  your  choirs  shall  shine, 
And  all  your  knowledge  shall  be  mine : 
Ye  on  your  harps  must  lean  to  hear 
A  secret  chord  that  mine  will  bear  I 

Aufftuttis  L,  HiUhouse. 

1359.  FCmaiVEHESa,  Fraiti  oft 

Oh  what  stupendous  mercy  shines 
Around  the  Majesty  of  heaven  1 

Rebels  He  deigns  to  call  His  sons, 
Their  souls  renewed,  their  sins  forgiven. 

Go,  imitate  the  grace  divine, 
The  grace  that  blazes  like  a  sun ; 

Hold  forth  your  fair  though  feeble  light ; 
Through  all  your  lives  kt  mercy  run. 

Upon  your  bounty's  willing  wings 
Swift  fly  your  gifts  and  charity ; 

The  hungry  feed,  the  naked  clothe, 
To  pain  and  sickness  health  apply. 

Pity  the  weeping  widow's  woe, 
And  be  her  counsellor  and  stay ; 

Adopt  the  fatherless,  and  smooth 
To  useful,  happy  life,  his  way. 

When  all  is  done,  renounce  your  deeds. 
Renounce  self -righteousness  with  scorn ; 

Thus  will  y<m  glonfy  your  Qod, 
And  thus  tibe  Christian  name  adorn. 

ISdO.  F0EQIVEHE8S,  Eunsa. 

When  on  the  fragrant  sandal  tree 

The  woodman's  axe  descends. 

And  she,  who  bloomed  so  bcauteously. 

Beneath  the  weapon  bends — 

E'en  on  the  edge  that  wrought  her  death, 

Dying  she  breathes  her  sweetest  breath. 

As  if  to  token  in  her  fall 

Peace  to  her  foes,  and  love  to  alL 

How  hardly  man  this  lesson  learns. 

To  smile,  and  bless  the  hand  that  spurns ; 

To  see  the  blow,  to  feel  the  pain, 

And  render  only  love  again  1 

One  had  it — but  He  came  from  heaven, 

Reviled,  rejected,  and  betrayed ; 

No  curse  He  breathed,  no  plaint  He  made. 

But  when  in  death's  dark  pang  He  sighed, 

Prayed  for  His  murderers,  and  died. 

J.  Edmeston, 

1361.  F0BOIVEIB8S,  Fleanre  o£ 

Have  you  never  felt  the  pleasure  of  forgiv- 
ing fraud  or  wrong 

Rippling  through  your  soul  like  measure 
sweet  of  sweetest  poet's  song  ?    . 

Have  you  never  felt  that  beauty  lies  in  pain 
for  others  borne  ? 


That  the  sacredness  of  duty  bids  yon  offer 

love  for  scorn  ? 
'Tis  the  Christian,  not  the  Stoic,  that  best 

triumphs  over  pain. 

1369.  FOBICAUTT,  Obvidb 

A  man  may  cry  church  I  church  1  at  eveiy  word. 
With  no  more  piety  than  other  people, — 
A  daw's  not  reckoned  a  religious  bird 
Because  it  keeps  a-cawing  from  a  steeple ; 
The  Temple  is  a  good,  a  holy  place. 
But  qnacKing  only  gives  it  an  ill  savor, 
While  saintly  mountebanks  the  porch  dis- 
grace. 
And  brmg  religion's  self  into  disfavor ! 

Thomas  Ebod. 

1363.  FOETrrUDE,  AdTutagv  oL 

Wise  men  ne'er  sit  and  wail  their  loss, 
But  cheerly  seek  how  to  redress  their  harms. 
What  though  the  mast  be  now  blown  over- 
board. 
The  cable  broke,  the  holding  anchor  lost. 
And  half  our  sailors  swallow'd  in  the  flood  f 
Yet  lives  our  Pilot  still :  is  it  meet  that  he 
Should  leave  the  helm,  and  like  a  fearful  lad. 
With  tearful  eyes  add  water  to  the  sea, 
And  give  more  strength  to  that  whidi  hath 
too  much ;  [rock. 

Whiles,  in  his  moan,  the  ship  splits  on  a 
Which  industry  and  courage   might   have 
saved  ?  Shakespears. 

1364.  FOKTITUBBi  (hltifitiiigk 

Existence  may  be  borne,  and  the  deep  root 
Of  life  and  sufferance  make  its  firm  abode 
In  base  and  desolate  bosoms :  mute 
The  camel  labors  with  the  heaviest  load. 
And  the  wolf  dies  in  silence :  not  bestow'd 
In  vain  should  such  example  be ;  if  they, 
Things  of  ignoble  or  of  savage  mood, 
Endure  and  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  clay 
May  temper  it  to  bear — ^it  is  but  for  a  day. 

Lord  Bj/ron* 

13W.  FOBTHUDE,  IncmtlYe  t& 

O,  never  from  thy  tempted  heart 
Let  thine  integrity  depart  I 
When  disappointment  fills  the  cup, 
Undaunted,  nobly  drink  it  up ; 
Truth  will  prevaU,  and  justice  show 
Her  tardy  honors,  sure  though  slow. 
Bear  on — ^bear  bravely  on  I 

Bear  on  I  Our  life  is  not  a  dream. 
Though  often  such  its  mazes  seem ;     , 
Wc  were  not  bom  for  lives  of ^ease, 
Ourselves  alone  to  aid  and  please. 
To  each  a  daily  task  is  given, 
A  labor  which  shall  fit  for  heaven ; 
When  duty  calls,  let  love  grow  warm ; 
Amid  the  sunshine  and  the  storm. 
With  faith  life's  trials  boldly  breast, 
And  come  a  conqueror  to  thy  rest 
Bear  on — bear  bravely  on  I 

1366*  FOBTTTUDE,  Fhiloeophia 

Tet  well  thy  soul  hath  brook'd  the  taming  tide 
With  that  untaught  innate  philosophy,    • 
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Which,  be  it  wisdom,  coldness,  or  deep  pride, 
Is  gall  and  wormwood  to  an  enemy. 
When  the  whole  host  of  hatred  stood  hard  by, 
To  watch  and  mock  the  shrinking,  thou  hast 
With  a  sedate  and  all-enduring  eye ;  [smiled 
When  Fortune  fled  her  spoil'd  and  carorite 
child,  [piled. 

He  stood  unbowed  beneath  the  ills  upon  him 

Lord  B^oii, 

1367.  FOBTUBEi  Chaogo  oil 

When  Fortune  smiles  and  looks  serene, 
"Hs  "  Pray,  sir,  how  d*ye  do, 

Your  jhmily  are  well,  I  hope ; 
Can  I  send  them  or  you  ? " 

But  if,  perchance,  her  scale  should  turn. 
And  with  it  change  your  plight, 

"Us  then,  '*  Tm  sorry  for  your  fate. 
But  times  are  hard — ^good-night.'' 

1968.  FOBTOVE,  Ooantarpoba  o£ 

Will  Fortune  never  come  with  both  hands 
full,  [letters  f 

But  write  her   fair  words  still  in   foulest 
She  cither  gives  a  stomach  and  no  food, — 
Such  are  the  \mot  in  health ;  or  elss  a  feast. 
And  takes  away  the  stomach,  — such  the  rich. 
That  have  abundance  and  enjoy  it  not. 

Shakespeare, 

1309.  FQ&IXniS,  Tk&XDM  A 

Tumble  mc  down,  and  I  will  sit 
Upon  my  ruins,  smiling  yet : 
•    Tear  me  to  tatters,  yet  Til  be 
Patient  in  my  necessity : 
Laugh  at  my  scraps  of  clothes,  and  shun 
Me  as  a  feared  infection : 
Yet  scare-crow  like  Til  walk,  as  one 
Neglecting  thy  derision. 

Bobert  Serriek, 

1370,  FOBTUSSy  Diveniij  cl 

What  different  dooms  our  birthdays  bring ! 
For  instance,  one  little  manikin  thing 

Survives  to  wear  many  a  wrinkle ; 
While  death  forbids  another  to  wake. 
And  a  son  that  it  took  nine  moons  to  make 

Expires  without  even  a  twinkle : 

Into  this  world  we  come  like  ships. 
Launched  from  the  docks,  and  stocks,  and 

For  fortune  fair  or  fatal ;  [slips. 

And  one  little  craft  is  cast  away 
In  its  very  first  trip  in  Babbicome  Bay, 

While  another  ndes  safe  at  Port  NataL 

What  different  lots  our  stars  accord ! 

Tins  babe  to  be  hailed  and  wooed  as  a  lord  ? 

And  that  to  be  shunned  like  a  leper  ? 
One,  to  the  world's  wine,  honey,  and  com ; 
Another,  like  Colchester  native,  bom 

To  its  vin^ar  only,  and  pepper. 

One  is  littered  under  a  roof 
Neither  wind  nor  water  proof ; 

That's  the  prose  of  Love  in  a  cottage : 
A  puny,  nak^  shivering  wretch. 


The  whole  of  whose  birthright  would  not 

fetch, 
Though  Robins  himself  drew  up  the  sketch, 

The  bid  of  '*  a  mess  of  pottage." 

» 

Bom  of  Fortunatus's  kin. 
Another  comes  tenderly  ushered  in 

To  a  prospect  all  bright  and  burnished : 
No  tenant  he  for  life's  book  slums ; 
He  comes  to  the  world  as  a  gentleman  oomes^ 

To  a  lodging  ready  furnished. 

And  the  other  sex — ^the  tender — ^the  fair — 
What  wide  reverses  of  fate  are  there  I 
Whilst  Margaret,  charmed  by  the  Bulbul  rare, 

In  a  garden  of  Gul  reposes,  [street 

Poor  Pegffy  hawks  nosegays  &om  street  to 
Till — ^think  of  that,  who  find  life  so  sweet  1 — 

She  hates  the  smell  of  roses  I 

Thomas  Hood, 

1371.  FOBTUIE,  Eadomaeiiti  «£ 

Fortune,  the  great  commandress  of  the  world. 
Hath  diverse  ways  to  enrich  her  followers : 
To  some  she  honor  gives  without  deserving ; 
To  other  some,  deserving,  without  honor ; 
Some  wit,  some  wealth,  and  some  wit  with- 
out wealth ;  [wealth, 
Some  wealth  without  wit ;  some  nor  wit  nor 
But  good  smock  faces,  or  some  qualities 
By    nature,   without   judgment;    with    the 
They  live  in  sensual  acceptation,  [which 
And  miake  show  only  without  touch  of  sub- 
stance.                   George  Ohapmaiu 

1379.  FOBTUHEi  Qifti  oC 

See,  high  in  air  the  sportive  goddess  hangs. 
Unlocks  her  casket,  spreads  her  glittering 

ware. 
And  calls  the  giddy  winds  to  puff  abroad 
Her  random  bounties  o'er  the  gaping  throng. 
AU  rush  rapacious;    friends   o'er   trodden 

friends,  [kings. 

Sons  o'er  their  fathers,  subjects  o'er  their 
Priests  o'er  their  gods,  and  lovers  o'er  the  fair, 
To  snatch  (still  more  adored)  the  golden 

shower. 

Gold  glitters  most  where  virtue  shines  no 

more. 
As  stars  from  absent  suns  have  leave  to  shine. 
O  what  a  precious  pack  of  votaries, 
Unkennelled  from  the  prisons  and  the  stews, 
Pour  in,  all  openins  in  their  idol's  praise  t 
All,  ardent,  eye  each  wafture  of  her  bond, 
And«  wide-expanding  their  voracious  jaws, 
Morsel  on  morsel  swallow  down  unchewed, 
Untosted,  through  mad  appetite  for  more ; 
€k)rged  to  the  throat,  yet  lean  and  ravenous 
Sagacious  all  to  trace  the  smallest  game,  [still: 
And  bold  to  seize  the  greatest     If  (blest 

chance  I)  [they  fly 

Court-zephyrs  sweetly  breathe,  they  launch. 
O'er  just,  o'er  sacred,  all-forbidden  ground. 
Drunk  with  the  burning  scent  of  place  or 

power, 
Stanch  to  the  foot  of  Lucre  till  they  die. 
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Or  if  for  men  yon  take  them,  as  I  mark 
Their  manners,  thou  their  various  fates  survey. 
With  aim  mismeasured,  and  impetuous  speed, 
Some,  darting,  strike  their  ardent  'wish  far  off, 
Through  fury  to  possess  it :  some  succeed. 
But  stumble  and  let  fall  the  taken  prize. 
From  some,  by  sudden  blasts  'tis  whirled 
away,  [of  gain. 

And  lodged  in  bosoms  that  ne'er  dreamed 
To  some  it  sticks  so  close,  that  when  torn  off, 
Tom  is  the  man,  and  mortal  is  the  wound. 
Some,  o'er-enamored  of  their  bags,  run  mad, 
Groan  under  gold,  yet  weep  for  want  of 

bread. 
Together,  some  (unhappy  rivals !)  seize. 
And  rend  abundance  into  poverty : 
Loud  croaks  the  raven  of  the  law,  and  smiles ; 
Smiles  too  the  goddess ;  but  smiles  most  at 
(Just  victims  of  exorbitant  desire !)       [those 
Who  perish  at  their  own  request,  and  whelm'd 
Beneath  her  load  of  lavish  grants,  expire. 
Fortune  is  famous  for  her  numbers  slain : 
The  number  small  which  happiness  can  bear. 
Though  various  for  awhile  their  fates,  at  last 
One  curse  involves  them  all ;  at  death's  ap- 
proach 
All  read  their  riches  backward  into  loss, 
And  mourn  in  just  proportion  to  their  store. 

Sdward  Ttntng. 

1373.  FOBTinrE,  Gkiddeif  o£ 

On  high,  where  no  hoarse  winds  nor  clouds 
resort,  [court, 

Tlie  hoodwink'd  goddess  keeps  her  partial 
Upon  a  wheel  of  amethyst  she  sits,         [fits : 
Gives  and  resumes,  and  smiles  and  frowns  by 
In  this  still  labyrinth  around  her  lie 
Spells,    philters,    globes,    and   schemes   of 

palmistry; 
A  sigil  in  this  hand  the  gypsy  bears, 
In  toother  a  prophetic  sieve,  and  shears. 

Samuel  Garth, 

1374.  FOBTinrE,  Piipp«t  ofl 

The  wheel  of  fortune,  rapid  in  its  flight, 
Lags  not  for  man,  when  on  its  swift  routine  ; 
Nor  does  the  goddess  ponder  unresolved; 
She  wafts  at  once,  and  on  her  lofty  car 
Lifts  up  her  puppet — amounts  lum  to  the  skies. 
Or  from  the  pinnacle  hurls  headlong  down 
The  steep  abyss  of  disappointed  hope. 

Meretf  Warren, 

1376.  FOBTUHB,  BeTdutioa  ot 

Heav'n  has  to  all  allotted,  soon  or  late, 
Some  lucky  revolution  of  their  fate ;     [skill. 
Whose  motions,  if  we  catch  and  g^de  with 
(For  human  good  depends  on  human  will) 
Our  fortune  rolls  as  from  a  smooth  descent, 
And  from  the  first  impression  takes  its  bent ; 
But  if  unseized,  she  gUdes  away  like  wind. 
And  leaves  repenting  folly  far  behind ;  [prize. 
Now,  now  she  meets  you  with  a  glorious 
And  spreads  her  locks  before  her  as  she  flies. 

JoJin  Dryden, 
1976.  lOBTUBE,  Seisiag. 

The  old  Scythians        [wings, 
Painted  blind  Fortune's  powerful  hands  with 


To  show  her  gpfts  come  swift  and  suddenly 
Which,  if  her  favorite  be  not  swift  to  take, 
Ho  loses  them  forever.      George  Chapman. 

1377.  FOBTUHE,  Winning. 

Fortunes  are  made,  if  I  the  facts  may  state — 
Though  poor  myself,  I  know  the  fortunate : 
First,  thero*s  a  knowledge  of  the  way  from 
whence  [sense : 

Good  fortune  comes — and  this  is   steriing 
Then  perseverance,  never  to  decline 
The  chase  of  riches  till  the  prey  is  thine ; 
And  firmness  never  to  be  drawn  away 
By  any  passion  from  that  noble  prey — 
By  love,  ambition,  study,  travel,  fame, 
Or  the  vain  hope  that  lives  upon  a  name. 

George  Crcitbe, 

1378.  FOITHDATIONS,  Bwp. 

Let  them  that  would  build  castles  in  the  air, 
Vault  thither,  without  step  or  stair. 

Instead  of  feet  to  dimb,  take  wings  to  fly. 
And  think  their  turrets  top  the  sky. 

But  let  me  lav  all  my  foundations  deep. 
And  learn  before  I  run,  to  creep. 

Who  digs  through  rocks,  to  lay  bis  ground- 
work low,  [though  slow. 

May  in  good  time  build  high,  and  sure, 

Christopher  Earuy. 

137II.  FOimATIOHS,  Unnft. 

Build'st  thou  on  Wealth  f — ^Lts  wings  are  ever 

spread 

Its  trusting  votaries  to  elude  and  jbil ; 

On  Science  ? — see !  his  favorite  sons  have  fled 

Like  the  pale  lamp  that  lit  their  midniglit 

toil,  [vernal  soil 

Forgotten  as  the  flower  that  deck'd  the 

Build'st  thou  on  Love? — ^the  simple  heait  it 

cheers 

When  high  in  health,  and  all  around  is  gay, 

Tet  leads  to  folly,  vanity,  and  tears ; 

Build'st   thou    on   Famet — ^the   dandsg 

meteor*s  ray  [away. 

'Glides  not  more  swift,  more  unperodved 

Ah!  whyonsandslikethese  thy  temple  rear? 
How  shall  its  base  the  storms  and  billows 
shun  I 
Seek  the  Eternal  Rock  with  humble  fear, 
And  on  the  tablet  of  eadi  setting  sun 
Grave  with  a  diamond's  point  some  deed 
of  duty  done. 

1390.  FOURAnr  OF  UFE,  8«tioh  fbr  tiNi 

Thee  have  thousands  sought  in  vain 
Over  land  and  barren  mam, 
Chidher's  well-— of  which  men  say. 
That  thou  makest  young  again ; 
Fountain  of  eternal  youth. 
Washing  free  from  every  stain. 
To  thy  waves  the  aged  moons 
Aye  betake  them  when  they  wane ; 
And  the  suns  their  golden  light, 
While  they  bathe  in  thoe,  retain. 
From  that  fountain  drops  are  flungi 
Mingling  with  the  vernal  rain. 


And  the  old  earth  clothes  itself 
In  its  young  attire  a^in. 
Thitherwara  the  freoded  tront 
Up  the  water-courses  strain. 
And  the  timid  wild  gazelles 
Seek  it  through  the  desert  plain. 
Great  Iskander,  mighty  lonl, 
Sought  that  fountain,  but  in  Tain ; 
Through  the  land  of  darkness  went 
In  its  quest  with  fruitless  pain, 
When  by  wealth  of  conquered  worldi 
Did  his  thirst  unslaked  remain. 
Many  more  with  parch^  lip 
Must  lie  down,  and  dizzy  brain, 
And  of  that,  a  fountain  sealed 
Unto  them,  in  death  complain. 
If  its  springs  to  thee  are  known. 
Weary  wanderer,  teU  me  plain. 
From  beneath  the  throne  of  Gk>d 
It  must  well,  a  lucid  vein. 

Richard  Chenetix  Trench, 

1381.  FBAILT7,  Eirthly. 

Lord,  in  my  silence  how  do  I  despise 

What  upon  trust 
Is  styled  honor,  riches,  or  fair  eyes ; 
But  is — ^fair  dust  I 
I  surname  them  gilded  clay, 
Dear  earth,  fine  ff rass  or  hay ; 
In  all,  I  think  my  foot  doth  ever  tread 
Upon  their  head. 

But  when  I  view  abroad  both  re^ments, 

The  world^s  and  Thine ; 
Thine  dad  with  simpleness,  and  sad  eyents ; 
l^e  other  fine. 
Full  of  glory  and  gay  weeds. 
Brave  language,  braver  deeds : 
That  which  was  dust  before  doth  quickly 
rise, 

And  prick  mine  eyes. 

■ 

O  brook  not  this,  lest  if  what  even  now 

My  foot  did  tread 
AfEront  those  joys  wherewith  Thou  didst  en- 
dow. 

And  long  since  wed. 
My  x)oor  soul,  e^en  sick  of  lore ; 
It  may  a  Babel  prove, 
Commodious  to  conquer  heaven  and  Thee, 
Planted  in  me. 

George  Herbert, 

1389.  FBAILTT,  OradeBof. 

FraH  creatures  are  we  all !    To  be  the  best, 
Is  but  the  fewest  faults  to  have : 

Look  thou  then  to  thyself,  and  leave  the  rest 
To  God,  thy  consdence,  and  the  mve. 

B.  T.  Coleridge. 

1383.  FSAILTY,  Himuui. 

Weak  and  irresolute  is  man ; 

The  purpose  of  to-day, 
Woven  with  pains  into  his  plan, 

To-morrow  rends  away. 

The  bow  well  bent,  and  smart  the  spring, 
Vice  seems  already  slain ; 
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But  passion  rudely  snaps  the  string, 
And  it  revives  again. 

Some  foe  to  his  upright  intent 

Finds  out  his  weaker  part ; 
Virtue  engages  his  assent, 

But  pleasure  wins  his  heart 

'Tis  hero  the  folly  of  the  wise 

Through  all  his  art  we  view ; 
And  whue  his  tongue  the  charge  denies, 

His  consdence  owns  it  true. 

Bound  on  a  voyage  of  awful  length 

And  dangers  little  known, 
A  stranger  to  superior  strength, 

Man  vainly  trusts  his  own. 

*  But  oars  alone  can  ne^er  prevail 

To  reach  the  distant  coast ; 
The  breath  of  Heaven  must  swell  the  sail, 
Or  all  the  toil  is  lost.     WUliam  Qowper, 

13§4.  FSAILTT,  Lift*i. 

My  life  is  like  the  summer  rose 

That  opens  to  the  morning  sky. 
But,  ere  the  shades  of  evening  dose, 

Is  scattered  on  the  ground — ^to  die  I 
Yet,  on  the  rose^s  humble  bed 
The  sweetest  dews  of  night  are  shed. 
As  if  she  wept  the  waste  to  see — 
But  none  shall  weep  a  tear  for  me  I 

My  life  is  like  the  autumn  leaf 

That  trembles  in  the  moon^s  pale  ray ; 
Its  hold  is  frail — ^its  date  is  brief. 

Restless — and  soon  to  pass  away  t 
Yet,  ere  that  leaf  shall  fall  and  fade, 
The  parent  tree  will  mourn  its  shade, 
The  winds  bewail  the  leafless  tree-~ 
But  none  shaJl  breathe  a  sigh  for  me ! 

My  life  is  Uke  the  prints  which  feet 

Have  left  on  Tampans  desert  strand ; 
Soon  as  the  rising  tide  shall  beat, 

All  trace  will  vanish  from  the  sand ; 
Yet,  as  if  grieving  to  efface 
AU  vestige  of  the  human  race. 
On  that  lone  shore  loud  moans  the  sea — 
But  none,  alas !  shall  mourn  for  me  I 

JHehard  Henry  Wilde. 

13M.  F&ATERUTT,  Oibnoe  againit 

'Tis  the  sublime  of  man. 
Our  noontide  majesty,  to  know  ourselves 
Parts  and  proportions  of  one  wondrous  whole! 
This  fraternizes  man,  this  constitutes 
Our  charities  and  bearings.     But  'tis  God 
Diffused  through  all  that  doth  make  all  one 

whole ; 
This  the  worst  superstition,  Him  except. 
Aught  to  desire,  Supreme  Reality  I 
The  plenitude  and  permanence  of  bliss  I 
O  fiends  of  superstition !  not  that  oft 
The  erring  priest  hath  stained  with  brother's 

blood 
Your  grisly  idols,  not  for  this  may  wrath 
Thimaer  against  you  from  the  Holy  One  I 
But  o'er  some  plain  that  steameth  to  the  son, 
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Peopled  with  death ;  or  where  more  hideous 
trade  [guish ; 

Loud-laughing  packs  his  bales  of  human  an- 
I  will  raise  up  a  mourning,  O  ye  fiends ! 
And  curse  your  spells  that  film  the  eye  of 

faith, 
Hiding  the  present  God ;  whose  presence  lost, 
The  moral  world's  cohesion,  we  become 
An  anarchy  of  spirits  I    Toy-bewitched^ 
Made  blind  by  lusts,  disherited  of  soul, 
Ko  common  centre  man,  no  common  sire 
Enoweth  I     A  sordid,  solitary  thing, 
'Mid  countless  brethren  with  a  lonely  heart, 
Through  courts  and  cities  the  smooth  savage 

roams, 
Feelinff  himself,  his  own  low  self,  the  whole ; 
When  he  by  sacred  sympathy  might  make 
The  whole  one  self  I  self  that  no  alien  knows  I 
Self  far  diffused  as  angel's  wing  can  travel  I 
Self  spreading  still  I    Oblivious  of  its  own, 
Yet  alLof  all  possessing !  This  is  faith  I 
This  the  Messiah's  destined  victory ! 

8.  T.  CoUridge. 

13§6.  F&ATESVIT7,  Triumph  ofi 

'Tis  coming  up  the  steep  of  time. 

And  this  old  world  is  growing  brighter ; 
We  may  not  see  its  dawn  sublime,     [lighter. 

Tet  high   hopes   make  the    heart  throb 
We  may  be  sleeping  in  the  ground 

When  it  awakes  the  world  in  wonder ; 
But  we  have  felt  it  gathering  round. 

And  heard  its  voice  in  livm^  thunder — 
'Tis  coming  I  yes,  His  coming  I 

'Tis  coming  now,  the  glorious  time 

Foretold  by  seers  and  sung  in  stoiy : 
For  which,  when  thinking  was  a  crime. 

Souls  leapt  to  heaven  from  scaffolds  gory ! 
They  passea,  nor  see  the  work  they  wrought ; 

Now  the  crowned  hopes  of  centuries  blo»- 
But  the  live  lightning  of  their  thought    [som  I 

And  daring  deeds  doth  pi^lse  earth's  bo- 
'Tis  coming  I  yes,  ^tis  coming  I  [som — 

Creeds,  empires,  systems  rot  with  age, 

But  the  great  people's  ever  youthful  I 
And  it  shall  write  the  future's  page 

To  our  humanity  more  truthful  t 
Tlie  gnarliest  heart  hath  tender  chords, 

To  waken  at  the  name  of  "  brother ;  " 
And  time  comes  when  brain-scorpion  words 

We  shall  not  speak  to  sting  each  other — 
'Tis  coming  I  yes,  'tis  coming  I 

FroCtemity !  Lovers  other  name ! 

Dear,  heaven-connecting  link  of  being  I 
Then  shall  we  grasp  thy  golden  dream. 

As  souls,  f uU-statured,  grow  Jbr-seeing ; 
Then  shall  unfold  our  better  part, 

And  in  our  life-cup  yield  more  honey ; 
light  up  with  Joy  the  poor  man's  heart 

And  Lovers  own  world  with  smiles  more 
sunny — 

"lis  coming  I  yes,  'tis  coming  I 

Aye,  it  must  come  I    The  tyrant's  throne 
Ifl  crumbling,  witb  our  hot  tears  rusted : 


The  sword  earth's  mighty  ones  have  leant  <m 
Is  cankered,  with  our  heart's  blood  crusted. 
Room  I  for  the  men  of  mind  make  way ! 

Te  robber  rulers,  pause  no  longer, 
Te  cannot  stay  the  opening  day ! 
The   world    rolls    on,    the    light   grows 
stronger — 
The  people^s  advent's  coming ! 

Cferald  MaMey. 

1387.  FREEDOM,  BsttU  of. 

Clime  of  the  unf  orgotten  brave  t 
Whose  land  from  plain  to  mountain-caTe 
Was  freedom's  home  or  gloiy's  grave  I 
Shrine  of  the  mighty  I  can  it  be, 
That  this  is  all  remains  of  thee  ? 
Approach  I  thou  craven,  croudiing  slaTe, 

Say,  is  not  this  ThermopylsB  ? 
These  waters  blue  that  round  you  lave. 

Oh  servile  offspring  of  the  free — 
Pronounce  what  sea,  what  shore  is  this  ? 
The  gulf,  the  rock  of  Salamis  I 
These  scenes,  their  story  not  unknown. 
Arise,  and  make  again  your  own ; 
Snatch  from  the  ashes  of  your  sires 
The  embers  of  their  former  fires ; 
And  he  who  in  the  strife  expires. 
Will  add  to  theirs  a  name  of  fear 
That  tyranny  shall  quake  to  hear> 
And  leave  his  sons  a  hope,  a  fame 
They  too  will  rather  die  than  shame. 
For  freedom's  battle  once  begun. 
Bequeathed  by  bleeding  sire  to  son. 
Though  baffled  oft,  is  ever  won. 
Bear  witness,  Greece,  thy  living  page. 
Attest  it  many  a  deathless  age ! 
While  kings  in  dusty  darkness  hid. 
Have  left  a  nameless  pyramid. 
Thy  heroes,  though  the  general  doom 
Hath  swept  the  column  &om  their  tomb, 
A  mightier  monument  command, 
The  mountains  of  their  native  land ! 
There  points  thy  muse  to  stranger's  eye 
The  graves  of  those  that  cannot  die ! 

Jjord  JByrotim 

13§§.  FREEDOM,  Ohristiu. 

He  is  the  freeman  whom  the  truth  makes  free, 
And  all  are  slaves  beside.    There's  not  a 

chain 
That  hellish  foes  confederate  for  his  harm 
Can  wind  around  him,  but  he  casts  it  off 
With  as  much    ease  as  Samson   his  green 

withes. 
He  looks  abroad  into  the  varied  field    [pared 
Of  nature ;  and  though  poor,  perhaps,  com- 
With  those  whose  mansions  glitter  in  his 
Calls  the  delightful  scenery  all  his  own.  [sight, 
His  are  the  mountains,  and  the  valley  his. 
And  the  resplendent  rivers.    His  to  enjoy 
With  a  propriety  that  none  can  feel. 
But  who,  with  filial  confidence  inspired. 
Can  lift  to  heaven  an  unpresumptuous  eye. 
And  smiling  say,   ''My  Father  made  them 
Are  they  not  his  by  a  peculiar  right,     [all  1  " 
And  by  an  emphasis  of  interest  his. 
Whose  eyes  they  fill  with  tears  of  holy  joy. 
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Whose  heart  with  praise,  and  whose  exalted 

mind 
With  worthy  thoughts  of  that  unwearied  lore 
That  {Planned  and  built,  and  still  upholds,  a 

world 
So  clothed  with  beauty  for  rebellious  man  f 
Yes,  ye  may  fill  your  gamers,  ye  that  reap 
The  loaded  soil,  and  ye  may  waste  much  good 
In  senseless  riot ;  but  yo  wUl  not  find 
In  feast,  or  in  the  chose,  in  song  or  dance, 
A  liberty  like  his,  who,  unimpeached 
Of  nsurpation,  and  to  no  man's  wrong. 
Appropriates  nature  as  his  Father's  work, 
And  has  a  richer  use  of  yours  than  you. 
He  is  indeed  a  freeman.    Free  by  birth 
Of  no  mean  city,  planned  or  e'er  the  hills 
Were  built,  the  fountains  opened,  or  the  sea 
With  all  his  roaring  multitude  of  waves. 
Hjs  freedom  is  the  same  in  every  state ; 
And  no  condition  of  this  changeful  Hfe, 
So  mftoif old  in  cares,  whose  every  day 
Brings  its  own  evil  with  it,  makes  it  less. 
For  he  has  wings  that  neither  sickness^  pain, 
Nor  penury  can  cripple  or  confine ; 
No  nook  so  narrow  but  he  spreads  them  there 
With  ease,  and  is  at  large.    The  oppressor 

holds 
£Gs  body  bound ;  but  knows  not  what  a  range 
ffis  spirit  takes,  unconscious  of  a  chain ; 
And  that  to  bind  him  is  a  vain  attempt. 
Whom  God  delights  in,   and  in. whom  he 

dwells.  William  Cotoper. 

18§9.  FBEEDOII,  Beoreo  o£ 

The  word  of  the  Lord  by  night 
To  the  watching  I^ilgrims  came, 

As  they  sat  by  the  seaside, 
And  filled  thair  heaits  with  fiame. 

To-day  unbind  the  captive. 

Bo  only  arc  ye  un1x>und; 
Lift  up  a  people  from  the  dust, 

Trump  of  their  rescue,  sound  I . 

O  North  I  give  him  beauty  for  rags. 
And  honor,  O  South  I  for  his  ^hamo ; 

Nevada!  coin  thy  golden  crags 
With  Freedom's  image  and  name. 

Up  I  and  the  dusky  race 

Tliat  sat  in  darkness  long. 
Be  swift  their  feet  as  antelopes, 

And  as  behemoth  strong. 

Come,  JBast  and  West  and  North, 

"Bj  races,  as  snow-flakes. 
And  carry  my  i>uipose  forth, 

Which  neither  halts  nor  shakes. 

My  wiU  fulfiUcd  shaU  be. 

For,  in  daylight  or  in  dark, . 
.  My  thunder1x)lt  has  eyes  to  see 
Wa  way  home  to  the  mark. 

Balph  Waldo  Emenon. 

1300.  FREEDOM,  Foee  oi 

And  Freedom  thus,  of  old,  so  often  fell 
Before  Ambition,  when  the  herd,  that  crawls 


Within  the  crowded  haunt,  the  sordid  hell 
Where  luxury  and  lust  have  built  their 
walls. 
Sunk  in  each  vice  that  deadens  and  enthralls, 
Bartered  their  unprized  liberty  for  gold ; — 
As  the  pure  stream  upon  the  palate  palls, 
When  wine  has  fired  the  senses,  so  they  sold 
The  rights,  that  prouder  hearts  than  being 
dearer  hold.      James  Gates  BsrciuU, 

1391.  FBEEDOII,  Fsnoniflntioii  o& 

0  FreedoiQ ! — thou  art  not  as  poets  dream — 
A  fair  young  girl,  with  light  and  delicate 

limbs, 
And  wavy  tresses  gushing  from  the  cap 
With  which  the  Roman  master  crowned  his 

slave 
When  he  took  oft  the  gyves.  A  bearded  man. 
Armed  to  the  teeth,  art  thou;  one  mailed 

hand  [thy  brow. 

Grasps  the  broad  shield,  and  one  the  sword; 
Glorious  in  bmuty  though  it  be,  is  scarred 
With  tokens  of  old  wars ;  thy  massive  limbs 
Are  strong  with  struggling.    Power  at  thee 

has  launched  [thee; 

His  bolts,  and  with  his  lightnings  smitten 
They  could  not  quench  the  life  thou  hast 

from  heav'n ; 
Merciless  Power  has  dug  thy  dungeon  deep. 
And  his  swart  armorers,  by  a  thousand  fires. 
Have  forged  thy  chain ;  yet  while  he  deems 

thee  bound. 
The  links  are  shivered,  and  the  prison-walls 
Fal>  outward ;  terribly  thou  sprmgest  forth^ 
As  springs  the  flame  above  a  burning  pile. 
And  shoutest  to  the  nations,  who  return 
Thy  shoutings,  while  the  pale  oppressor  flies. 

WiUiam  CuUen  BryanU 

1399*  .FSEEDOVi  Prognss  o£ 

1  watch  the  drcle  of  the  eternal  years. 

And  read  f oreverin  the  storied  page  [tears — 

One  lengthened  roll  of  blood,  and  wrong  and 

One  onward  step  of  truth  from  age  to  age. 

The  poor  are  crushed,  the  tyrants  link  their 
chain;  [grates; 

The  poet  sings  through  narrow  dungeon- 
Man's  hope  lies  quenched ; — and,  lo  I  with 
steadfast  gain  [fates. 

Freedom  doth  forge  her  mail  of  adverse 

Men  slay  the  prophets;  faggot,   rack,  and 
cross 
Makes  up  the  groaning  record  of  the  past ; 
But  evil^s  triumphs  arc  her  endless  loss. 
And  sovereign  Beauty  wins  the  soul  at  last. 

J,  B,  JjamEL 

1393.  FBEEDOM,  VirtaofOf. 

What !  since  the  prsBtor  did  my  fetters  loose. 
And  left  me  freely  at  my  own  dispose. 
May  I  not  live  without  control  and  awe. 
Excepting  still  the  letter  of  the  law  ? 
Hear  me  with  patience,  while  thy  mind  I  free 
From  those  fond  notions  of  false  liberty : 
'Tis  not  the  prsetor's  province  to  bestow 
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True  freedom  *  nor  teach  mankind  to  know 
What  to  ourselves,  or  to  our  fiiends,  we  owe. 
He  could  not  set  thee  free  from  cares  and  strife, 
Nor  give  the  reins  to  a  lewd,  vicious  life : 
As  well  he  for  an  ass  a  harp  might  string, 
Which  is  against  the  reason  of  the  thing ; 
For  reason  still  is  whispering  in  your  ear, 
Where  you  are  sure  to  fail,  the  attempt  forbear. 
No  need  of  public  sanctions  this  to  bind. 
Which  Nature  has  implanted  in  the  mind: 
Not  to  pursue  the  work,  to  which  we^re  not 

aesign'd. 
Unskiird  in  hellebore,  if  thou  shouldst  try 
To  mix  it,  and  mistake  the  quantity. 
The  rules  of  physic  would  against  thee  cry. 
The  high-shoed  ploughman,  should  he  quit 

the  land. 
To  take  the  pilot^s  rudder  in  his  hand. 
Artless  of  stars,  and  of  the  moving  sand. 
The  gods  would  leave  him  to  the  waves  and 

•  wind. 
And  think  all  shame  was  lost  in  humankind. 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  from  whence  had^st  thou 

the  skill 
80  nicely  to  distinguish  good  from  ill  ? 
Or  by  the  sound  to  judge  of  gold  and  brass, 
What  piece  is  tinker's  metal,  what  will  pass  ? 
And  what  thou  art  to  follow,  what  to  fly, 
This  to  condemn,  and  that  to  ratify  ? 
When  to  be  bountiful,  and  when  to  spare, 
But  never  craving,  or  oppressed  with  care  t 
The  baits  of  gifts,  and  money  to  despise, 
And  look  on  wealth  with  undesiring  eyes  ? 
When  thou   canst  truly  call  these  virtues 

^  thine,  [mine. 

Be  wise  and  free,  by  Heaven^s  consent  and 

J^rsitu,  tr,  hy  John  Drydau 

1394.  FBEEDOH,  Ww  ofi 
We  wait  beneath  the  furnace-blast 
The  pangs  of  transformation ; 
Not  painlessly  doth  Ckxl  recast 
And  mould  anew  the  nation. 
Hot  bums  the  fire 
Where  wrongs  expire ; 
Nor  spares  the  hand 
That  from  the  land 
Uproots  the  ancient  eviL 

The  handbreadth  cloud  the  sages  feared 

Its  bloody  rain  is  dropping ; 
The  poison-plant  the  fathers  spared 
All  else  is  overtopping. 

East,  West,  South,  North, 
It  corses  the  earth ;  * 

AU  justice  dies. 
And  fraud  and  lies 
live  only  in  its  shadow. 

What  gives  the  wheat-fields  blades  of  steel? 

What  points  the  rebel  cannon  ? 
What  sets  the  roaring  rabble's  heel 
On  the  old  star-spangled  pennon  ? 
What  breaks  the  oath 
Of  the  mei>  of  the  South  7 
What  whets  the  knife 
For  the  Union^s  life  ? — 
Hark  to  the  answer :  Slavery  I 


Then  waste  no  blows  on  lesser  foes 

In  strife  unworthy  freemen. 
God  lifts  to-day  the  veil,  and  shows 
The  features  of  the  demon ! 
O  North  and  South, 
It  victims  both, 
Can  ye  not  cry, 
*«  Let  Slavery  die  I" 
And  union  find  in  freedom  t 

What  though  the  cast-out  spirit  tear 

The  nation  in  its  going  ? 
We  who  have  shared  the  guilt  must  share 
The  pang  of  his  overthrowing  I 
Whatever  the  loss. 
Whatever  the  cross. 
Shall  they  complain 
Of  present  pain 
Who  trust  in  GKkL's  hereafter? 

For  who  that  leans  on  His  right  aim 

Was  ever  yet  forsaken  ? 
What  righteous  cause  can  suffer  harm 
If  He  its  part  has  taken  ? 
Though  wild  and  loud 
And  dark  the  cloud. 
Behind  its  folds. 
His  hand  upholds 
The  calm  sky  of  to-moirow  I 

Above  the  maddening  cry  for  blood. 
Above  the  wild  warndrumming. 
Let  Freedom^s  voice  be  heard,  with  good 
The  evil  overcoming. 

Give  prayer  and  purse 
To  stay  the  curse 
Whose  wrong  we  share. 
Whose  shame  we  bear. 
Whose  end  shall  gladden  Hearea  I 

In  Tain  the  bells  of  war  shall  ring 

Of  triumphs  and  revenges. 
While  still  is  spared  the  evil  thing 
That  severs  and  estranges. 
But  blest  the  ear 
That  yet  shall  hear 
The  jubilant  bell 
That  rings  the  knell 
Of  Slavery  forever  1 

Then  let  the  selfish  lip  be  dumb, 

And  hushed  the  breath  of  sighiog ; 
Before  the  joy  of  peace  must  come 
The  pains  of  purifying. 
Gk>d  give  us  grace 
Each  in  his  place 
To  bear  his  lot. 
And,  murmuring  not, 
Endure  and  wait  and  labor 

John  GreenUaf  WMUiat. 

1395.  FSEE  GRAOB,  Ketaage  <>£ 

I  say  to  thee,  do  thou  repeat 

To  the  first  man  thou  mayest  meet 

In  lane,  highway,  or  open  street — 

That  he  and  we  and  all  men  move 

Under  a  canopy  of  love. 

As  broad  as  the  blue  sky  above ; 
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That  doubt  and  trouble,  fear  and  pain 
And  angnishy  all  are  shadows  vain, 
That  death  itself  shall  not  remain ; 

That  weary  deserts  we  may  tread, 
A  dreary  labyrinth  may  ti^read. 
Through  dark  ways  undeiground  be  led ; 

Yet,  if  we  will  one  Guide  obey. 
The  dreariest  path,  the  darkest  way 
Shall  issue  out  in  heavenly  day ; 

And  we,  on  divers  shores  now  cast, 
Shall  meet,  our  perilous  voyage  past. 
All  in  our  Father's  house  at  last. 

And  ere  thou  leave  him,  say  thou  this, 
Yet  one  word  more  they  oxily  miss, 
The  winning  of  that  final  bliss, 

Who  will  not  count  it  true,  that  Love, 
-  Blessing,  not  cursing,  rules  above, 
And  that  in  it  we  live  and  move. 

And  one  thing  further  make  him  knoW| 
That  to  believe  these  things  are  so. 
This  firm  faith  never  to  forego, 

Despite  of  all  which  seems  at  strife 
With  blessing,  all  with  curses  rife, 
That  this  is  blessing,  this  is  life. 

Rithard  Chenevix  Trench, 

1306.  FREE  WILLi  FonknowlAdga  sad. 

Man  (ingenious  to  contrive  his  woe. 
And  rob  himself  of  all  that  makes  this  vale 
Of  tears  bloom  comfort)  cries  if  God  foresees 
Our  future  actings,  then  the  objects  known 
Must  be  determined,  or  the  knowledge  fail ; 
Thus  liberty's  destroyed,  and  all  we  do 
Or  suffer,  by  a  fatal  thread  is  spun. 
Say,  fool,  with  too  much  subtilty  misled, 
Who  reasonest  but  to  err,  does  Prescience 

change 
The  property  of  things  ?    Is  au^ht  thou  seest 
Caused  by  thy  vision,  not  thy  vision  caused 
By  forms  that  previously  exist  ?    To  Qod 
This  mode  of  seeing  future  deeds  extends. 
And  freedom  with  foreknowledge  may  exist 

George  Bally. 

m7»  FBEE  "WILLi  lafaranoe  ol 

We  drive  the  furrow  with  the  share  of  faith 
Tlirough  the  waste  fields  of  Uf  e,  and  our  own 
hands  [flowers ; 

Sow  thick  the  seeds  that  spring  to  weeds  or 
And  never  strong  necessity  nor  fate 
Trammels  the  soul  that  finnly  says  I  toill ! 
Else  are  we  playthings,  and  His  Satan^s  mock 
To  preach  to  us  repentance  and  belief. 

Alice  Carey. 

1M9.  FBEE  Wm;  IMMS  nl 

So  from  the  heights  of  will 
Lifers  parting  stream  descends, 
And,  as  a  moment  tunis  its  slender  rill. 
Each  widening  torrent  bends. 
From  the  same  cradle's  side. 
From  the  same  mother's  knee, 


One  to  long  darkness  and  the  frozen  tide^ 
One  to  the  peaceful  sea  I 

0.  W.  Holmea. 

1S99.  FSETFU£HE88,  Tnits  ot 

Some  fretful  tempers  wince  at  every  touch. 
You  always  do  too  little  or  too  much : 
You  speak  with  life,  in  hopes  to  entertain. 
Your  elevated  voice  goes  through  the  brain ; 
You  fall  at  once  into  a  lower  key,  [bee. 

That's  worse — ^the  drone-pipe  of  an  humble- 
The  southern  sash  admits  too  strong  a  light. 
You  rise  and  drop  the  curtain — ^now  'tis  night. 
He  shakes  with  cold — ^you  stir  the  fire  and 

strive 
To  make  a  blaze — that's  roasting  him  alive. 
Serve  him  with  venison,  and  he  chooses  fish : 
What,  sole  I — that's  just  the  sort  ho  would 

not  wish. 
He  takes  what  he  at  first  profess'd  to  loathe, 
And  in  due  time  feeds  heartily  on  both ; 
Yet  still,  o'erclouded  with  a  constant  frown. 
He  does  not  swallow,  but  he  gulps  it  down. 
Your  hope  to  please  him  vain  on  every  plan. 
Himself  shoula  work  that  wonder  if  ho  can-* 
Alas  I  his  efforts  double  his  distress. 
He  likes  yours  little,  and  his  own  still  less. 
Thus  always  teasing  others,  always  teased, 
His  only  pleasure  is  to  be  displeased. 

WiUiam  Cowper. 

1400.  FfflDBHI)^  Oonfldenoe  b  a. 

« 

Reserve  will  wound  it ;  and  distrust  destroy. 
Deliberate  on  all  things  with  thy  friend. 
But  since  friends  grow  not  thick  on  every 

bough. 
Nor  every  friend  unrotten  at  the  core. 
First,  on  thy  friend,  deliberate  with  thyself: 
Pause,  ponder,  sift ;  not  eager  in  the  choice, 
Nor  jealous  of  the  chosen ;  fixing,  fix : 
Judge  before  friendship,  then  confide  till 

death. 
Well,  for  thy  friend ;  but  nobler  far  for  thee : 
How  gallant  danger  for  earth's  liighcst  prize  I 
A  friend  is  worth  all  hazards  we  can  run. 
'*  Poor  is  the  friendless  master  of  a  world : 
A  world  in  purchase  for  a  friend  is  gain." 

Edward  Y(mng. 

1401.  FBIEHB,  A  Ckmstaat 

When  adversities  flow. 
Then  love  ebbs:    but  friendship  standeth 

stiffly 
In  storms.    Time  draweth  wrinkles  in  a  fair 
Face,  but  addeth  fresh  colors  to  a  fast 
Friend,  which  neither  heat,  nor  cold,  nor 
Nor  place,  nor  destiny,  can  alter  or  [misery, 
Diminish.     O  friend^ip !  of  all  thiols  the 
Most  rare,  and  therefore  most  rare  because 
Excellent ;  whose  comforts  in  misery    [most 
Are  always  sweet,  and  whose  counsels  in 
Prosperity  are  ever  fortunate.  [ship 

Vain  love  I  that  only  coming  near  to  friend- 
In  name,  would  seem  to  be  the  same,  or 
In  nature.  [better, 

JohnldUy. 
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1409.  FBISHDi  A  Daputad. 

Another  hand  is  beckoning  us, 

Another  call  is  given ; 
And  glows  once  more  with  angel-steps 

The  path  which  reaches  heaven. 

Our  young  and  gentle  friend,  whose  smile 

Made  brighter  summer  hours. 
Amid  the  frosts  of  autumn  timo 

Has  left  us  with  the  flowers. 

No  paling  of  the  cheek  of  bloom 

Forewarned  us  of  decay ; 
No  shadow  from  the  silent  land 

Fell  round  our  sister^s  way. 

The  light  of  her  young  life  went  down, 

As  sinks  behind  the  hill 
The  glory  of  a  setting  star — 

Clear  suddenly,  and  stilL 

As  pure  and  sweet,  her  fair  brow  seemed 

Eternal  as  the  sky ; 
And  like  the  brook^s  low  song,  her  voice — 

A  sound  which  could  not  £e. 

And  half  we  deemed  she  needed  not 

The  changing  of  her  sphere, 
To  give  to  heaven  a  shimng  one 

Who  walked  an  angel  here. 

The  blessing  of  her  quiet  life 

Fell  on  us  like  the  dew ; 
And  good  thoughts,   where   her  footsteps 

Like  fairy  blossoms  grew.  [pressed, 

Sweet  promptings  unto  kindest  deeds 

Were  in  her  very  look ; 
We  read  her  face,  as  one  who  reads 

A  true  and  holy  book : 

The  measure  of  a  blessed  hymn, 
To  which  our  hearts^  could  move ; 

The  breathing  of  an  inward  psalm ; 
A  canticle  of  love. 

We  miss  her  in  the  place  of  prayer, 

And  by  the  hearth-fire's  light ; 
We  pause  beside  her  door  to  hear 

Once  more  her  sweet  **  Good-night  I  ** 

There  seems  a  shadow  on  the  day, 

Her  smile  no  longer  cheers ; 
A  dimness  on  the  stars  of  night, 

like  eyes  that  look  throu^  tears. 

Alone  unto  our  Father's  will 

One  thought  hath  recondlod ; 
That  He  whose  love  exceedeth  ours 

Hath  taken  home  His  child. 

Fold  her,  O  Father !  in  Thine  arms. 

And  let  her  henceforth  be 
A  messenger  of  love  between 

Our  human  hearts  and  Thee. 

Still  let  her  mild  rebuking  stand 

Between  us  and  the  wrong, 
And  her  dear  memory  serve  to  make 

Our  faith  in  goodness  strong. 


And  grant  that  she  who,  trembling,  here 

Distrusted  all  her  powers. 
May  welcome  to  her  holier  home 

The  well-beloved  of  ours. 

J,Q.  Whittiar. 

14M>3.  FEIEHD,  The  'Lrw, 

The  true  friend  is  not  he  who  holds  up  Flat- 
tery's mirror, 

In  which  the  face  to  thy  conceit  most  pleas- 
ing hovers;  [Surah  I 

But  he  who  kindly  shows  thee  all  thy  vices. 

And  helps  thee  mend  them  ere  an  enemy  dis- 
covers. 

Oriental,  tr.  hy  TT.  R,  Alger, 

14M.  FBIEHDB,  Beit 

Let  others  boast  them  as  they  may. 

Of  spirits  kind  and  true, 
Whose  gentle  words  and  loving  smiles 

Have  cheered  them  on  life  through ; 
And  though  they  count  of  friends  a  host. 

To  bless  the  paths  they've  trod. 
These  are  the  ones  have  lov'd  me  most, 

My  mother,  wife,  and  God  I 

Richard  Coe,  Jr, 
140ff.  FRIEHDS,  Dying. 

Wc  tread  one  path  to  glory. 

Are  guided  by  One  hand, 
And  led  in  faith  and  patience 

Unto  one  Fatherland ! 
Then  let  this  hour  of  pardng 

No  bitter  grief  record. 
But  be  an  hour  of  union 

More  blessed  with  our  Lord  I 
With  Him  to  guide  and  save  us, 

Ko  changes  that  await, 
No  earthly  separations, 

Can  leave  us  desolate  t        BfitUu 

1400.  FBIEHDB,  Enterlaiiiment  oC 

They  tell  me  I  am  shrewd  with  other  men ; 

With  thee  Pm  slow,  and  difficult  of  speech 
With  others  I  may  guide  the  car  of  talk : 

Thou  wing'st  it  oft  to  realms  beyond  my 
reach. 

If  other  guests  should  come,  Td  deck  my 

hair,  [shelf; 

And  choose  my  newest  garment  from  the 

When  thou  art  bidden,  I  would  clothe  my 
heart 

With  holiest  purpose,  as  for  God  Himself. 

For  them  I  while  the  hours  with  talc  or  song, 
Or  web  of  fimcy,  fringed  with  careless 
rhyme; 

But  how  to  find  a  fitting  lay  for  thee, 
Who  hast  the  harmonies  of  every  time  t 

O  friend  beloved  1  I  sit  apart  and  dumb. 
Sometimes  in  sorrow,  oft  in  joy  divine ; 

My  lip  will  falter,  but  my  prisoned  heart 
Springs  forth  to  measure  its  £unt  pulse 
with  thine. 

Thou  art  to  me  most  like  a  royal  guest, 
Whose  travels  bring  him  to  some  lowly 
roof, 
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Where  simple  rustics  spread  their  festal  fare. 
And,  blushing,  own  it  is  not  good  enough. 

Bethink  thee,  then,  whenever  thou  com*st  to 

me. 

Prom  high  emprise  and  noble  toil  to  rest, 

Hy  thoughts  are  weak  and  trivial,  matched 

with  thine ; 

But  the  poor  mansion  offers  thee  its  best. 

Julia  Ward  Howe, 

14m.  FSIEHDe^  Ptithftil. 

Much  beautiful,  and  exceltent,  and  fdir 
Was  seen  beneath  the  sun ;  but  naught  was 

seen 
More  beautiful,  or  excellent,  or  fair       [seen 
Than  face  of  faithful  friend;   fairest  when 
In  darkest  day.    And   many  sounds  were 

sweet, 
Most  ravishing,  and  pleasant  to  the  ear ; 
But  sweeter  none  than  voice  of  faithful  friend ; 
Sweet  always,  sweetest  heard  in  loudest  storm. 
Some  I  remember,  and  will  ne^er  forget ; 
My  early  friends,  friends  of  my  evil  day ; 
Friends  in  my  mirth,  friends  in  my  misery  too ; 
Friends  given  by  God  in  mercy  and  in  love ; 
My  counsellors,  my  copif orters,  and  guides ; 
My  joy  in  grief,  my  second  bliss  in  joy ; 
Companions  of  my  young  desires ;  in  doubt 
My  oracles ;  my  wings  in  high  pursuit. 
O,  I  remember,  and  will  ne'er  forget. 
Our  meeting  spots,  our  chosen  sacred  hours ; 
Our  burning  words,  that  uttered  all  the  soul ; 
Our  faces  beaming  with  unearthly  love ; 
Sorrow  with  sorrow  sighing,  hope  with  hope 
Exulting,  heart  embracing  neart  entire. 

Bobert  IbUoh 

14M«  FRDSHBSi  FsIm  and  Tns. 

False  friends,  like  insects  in  a  summer's  day. 
Bask  in  the  sunshine,  butavoid  the  shower ; 

Uncertain  visitants,  they  fly  away,  [lower. 
E'en  when  misfortune's  doud  begins  to 

Into  life's  bitter  cup  true  friendship  drops 
Balsamic  sweets  to  overpower  the  gall; 

True  friends,  like  ivy  and  the  wall  it  props, 
^th  stand  together,* or  together  faU. 

1409.  FBIEFDS,  Look  oL 

A  rare  thing  is  faith,  and  friendship  is  a 

marvel  among  men, 
Yet  strange  faces  call  they  friends,  and  say 

they  believe  when  they  doubt 
Those  hours  are  not  lost  that  are  spent  in 

cementing  affection,  * 

For  a  Mend  is  above  gold,  precious  as  the 

stores  of  the  min£ 
Be  sparing  of  advice  by  words,  but  teach  thy 

lesson  by  example ; 
For  the  vanity  of  man  may  be  wounded,  and 

retort  unkindly  upon  thee. 
There  be  some  that  never  had  a  friend,  because 

they  were  gross  and  selfish : 
WorldUness,  and  apathy,  and  pride  leave 
.    not  ulany  that  are  worthy,    [a  friend ; 
Bat  one  who  meriteth  esteem  need  never  lack 


For  as  thistle-down  flieth  abroad,  andcasteth 

its  anchor  in  the  soil. 
So  philanthropy  yeameth  for  a  heart  where  it 

may  take  root  and  blossom. 
For  alast  how  few  be  friends,   of  whom 

charity  hath  hoped  well  1 
How  few  there  bo  among  men  who  forget 

themselves  for  others  I 
Eadi  one  seeketh  his  own,  and  looketh  on 

his  brethren  as  rivals,  [secret  ends. 
Masking  envy  with  friendship,  to  serve  his 
And  the  world,  that  coirupteth  all  good,  hath 

wronged  that  sacred  name. 
For  it  calleth  any  man  friend  who  is  not 

known  for  an  enemy ; 
And  such  be  as  the  flies  of  summer,  while 

plenty  sitteth  at  thy  board ; 
But  who  can  wonder  at  their  flight  from  the 

cold  denials  of  want  ? 
Such  be  as  vultures  round  a  carcass,  assembled 

together  for  the  feast : 
But  a  sudden  noise  scarcth  them,  and  forth- 
with are  they  specks  among  the  douds. 
There  be  few,  O  child  of  sensibility,  who 

deserve  to  have  thy  confidence ; 
Yet  weep  not,  for  there  are  some,  and  such 

some  live  for  thee :  [barren  scene, 
To  them  is  the  chilling  world  a  drear  and 
And  gladly  seek  they  such  as  thou  art,  for 

seldom  find  they  the  occasion. 
For,  though  no  man  exdudeth  himself  from 

the  high  capability  of  friendship. 
Yet  verily  is  the  man  a  marvel  whom  truth 

can  write  a  friend.     M.  F,  Tupper, 

1410L  FBIEBDBi  Meiwniiy. 

As  we  do  turn  our  backs 
From  our  companion,  thrown  into  his  grave : 
So  his  familiars  to  his  buried  fortunes  [him. 
Slink  all  away :  leave  their  false  vows  with 
Like  empty  purses  pick'd ;  and  his  poor  self, 
A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air. 
With  his  disease  of  all-shmm'd  poverty, 
Walks,  like  contempt,  alone.  Shakespeare, 

1411.  FSIEIBe,  OU. 

'  Old  friends  and  true  friends. 
Don't  talk  to  me  of  new  friends. 

The  old  are  best, 

Who  stand  the  test. 
Who  book  their  names  as  through  friends; 
Who  started  on  truth's  burning  line, 
And  suffer  fining  like  good  wme. 

Old  hands  and  true  hands. 

That  better  work  than  new  hands, 

With  right  good  wiU, 

And  cunning  skiU, 
On  life's  good  ship  the  crew-hands ; 
That  work  and  wear,  in  weal  or  woe, 
That  bless  and  bind  up  as  they  go. 

Old  heads  and  sound  heads. 

Love's  legssX  band  of  crowned  heads. 

The  few,  the  true 

Who  dare  to  do. 
Persistent,  conscience-bound  heads ; 
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The  stars  that  shimmer  all  more  bright 
In  deeper  peace  on  darkest  night. 

Old  hearts  and  tme  hearts, 
The  old  yet  ever  new  hearts, 

The  choice  old  wine, 

The  Ophir  mine, 
Sunlight  and  evening  dew  hearts ; 
The  braised  amid  earth's  stormy  strife. 
The  perfome  on  the  air  of  life. 

E,  Serantam, 

1419.  FRIEHDSf  Fartiag  oL 

Friend  after  friend  departs : 

Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend? 
There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts 

That  finds  not  here  an  end : 
Were  this  frail  world  our  only  rest, 
Idying  or  dying,  none  were  blest 

Beyond  the  flight  of  time. 

Beyond  this  vale  of  death. 
There  surely  is  some  blessed  clime 

Where  life  is  not  a  breath, 
Kor  lifers  affection  transient  firo. 
Whose  sparks  fly  upward  to  expire. 

There  is  a  world  above, 

Where  parting  is  unknown ; 
A  whole  eternity  of  love, 

Formed  for  the  good  alone : 
And  faith  beholds  the  dying  here 
Translated  to  that  happier  sphere. 

'    Thus  star  by  star  declines. 

Till  all  are  passed  away. 
As  morning  high  and  higher  shines, 
To  pure  and  perfect  day ; 
Nor  sink  those  stm  in  empty  night — 
They  hide  themselves  in  heaven's  own  light. 

JcMies  Montgomery, 

1413.  FBIEHBS,  Prsyer  for. 

Father,  who  to  us  hast  given 
Love  and  friends  as  summer  flowers. 

Who  hath  brought  the  once  sad-hearted 
To  the  joys  of  many  hours. 

Hear  us,  Friend  of  love  divine. 

Let  the  friends  we  love  be  Thine. 

Lol  they  gather  at  the  fireside— 
Happy  hearts,  and  shininff  eyes ; 

And  they  walk  along  the  viQleys, 
Cheeiinff  us  with  sympathies ; 

But  we  ask  Thee  evermore, 

Let  them  all  Thy  Name  adore. 

Look  upon  the  merry  children. 
Look  upon  the  happy  young ; 

And  by  their  sweet,  ringing  voices. 
Let  Thy  words  of  praise  oe  sung, 

That  their  happy  lives  may  bo 

Given  alone,  O  Lord,  to  Thee. 

T^Tien  shall  fall  the  evening  shadows, 
And  the  sunset  dyes  are  deep. 

And  Thy  children,  safely  sheltered. 
Calm  and  happy,  fall  asleep, 

And  hands  uncling  that  held  us  fast, 

Let  not  that  parting  be  the  last 


Let  us  meet  again  in  heaven, 

Undivided  families ; 
Heart  to  heart  in  happy  greeting. 

And  unbroken  sympathies, 
In  Thy  home  and  near  to  Thee, 
Let  us  with  our  dear  ones  be. 

Marianjie  Farmingham, 

1414.  FBIEHDB,  QuAlitj  o£ 

Essential  honor  must  be  in  a  friend. 

Not  such  as  every  breath  fans  to  and  fro ; 
But  bom  within,  is  its  own  judge  and  end. 
And  dares  not  sin,  though  sure  that  none 
should  know.  [stood; 

Where  friendsliip  speaks,  honesty's  undei^ 
For  none  can  be  a  fnend  that  is  not  good. 

Catherine  PhUlipB, 

1415.  FSIEHD8,  Qiuurreli  o£ 

O  world,  thy  slippery  turns  I     Friends  now 

fast  sworn. 
Whose  double  bosoms  seem  to  wear  one  heart, 
Whose  hours,  whose  bed,  whose  meal  and  ex- 
ercise [love 
Are  still  together,  who  twin,  as  'twere  in 
XJnseparable,  shall  within  this  hour. 
On  a  dissension  of  a  doit,  break  out 
To  bitterest  enmity.                   Shakespeare. 

1416.  PSIEHDB,  B«taiA  thy. 

Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue. 
Nor  any  unproportioned  thought  his  act 
Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar. 
The  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption 

tried. 
Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hook  of  steel ; 
But  ao  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 
Of  each  new-hatch'd,  unfledged  comrade. 

Shakeepeare, 

1417.  FBIEHD6HIP,  Boon  of. 

Hail,  friendship ;  since  the  world  began. 
Heaven's  kindest,  noblest  boon  for  man; 
All  other  joys  with  meteor  fire 
Quench'd  in  the  mists  of  time  expire ; 
But  thou,  unhurt  by  fortune's  blast, 
Shin'st  brightest,  dearest,  at  the  last ! 
The  dreary  heart,  unwarmed  by  thee. 
Broods  o'er  a  sullen  Aestiny ; 
Heaven's  fairest  g^ft  would  fail  to  bless 
That  cold  and  wintry  haunt  of  cheerless  self- 
ishness. MiM  Holford, 

1418.  FfilEHDSHIF,  Brokon. 

Alas  I  they  had  been  Mends  in  youth : 
But  wlUspering  tongues  can  poison  troth ; 
And  constancy  lives  in  realms  above ; 

And  life  is  thorny ;  and  youth  is  vain ; 
And  to  be  wroth  with  one  we  love 

Doth  work  like  madness  in  the  bndn. 
And  thus  it  chanced  as  I  divine. 
With  Roland  and  Sir  Leolinc ! 
Each  spoke  words  of  high  disdain 

And  insult  to  his  heart's  best  brother; 
They  paited, — ^ne'er  to  meet  asain! 

But  never  either  found  another 
To  free  the  hollow  heart  from  paining. 
They  stood  aloo^  the  scan  remaining, 
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like  diffo  which  had  been  rent  asunder; 
A  dreary  sea  now  flows  between. 

But  neither  heat,  nor  frost,  nor  thunder 
Shall  wholly  do  away,  I  ween. 
The  marks  of  that  which  once  hath  been. 

A  r.  CoUridge. 

1419.  FBlKJIDtUUP,  Ooone  ofi 

Two  barks  met  on  the  deep  mid-sea. 
When  calms  had  stiUed  the  tide ; ' 

A  few  bright  days  of  summer  glee 
There  found  them  side  by  side. 

And  yoioes  of  the  fair  and  braye 
Rose  mingling  thence  in  mirth ; 

And  sweetly  floated  o*cr  the  wave 
Tlie  melodies  of  earth. 

Hoonliffht  on  that  lone  Indian  main 

Cloucuess  and  lovely  slept ; 
While  dancing  step  and  festive  strain 

Each  deck  in  triumph  swept. 

And  hands  were  linked,  and  answering  eyes 

With  kindly  meaning  shone ; 
O,  brief  and  passing  sympathies. 

Like  leaves  together  blown ! 

A  little  while  such  joy  was  cast 

Over  the  deep's  repose, 
Till  the  loud  singing  winds  at  last 

lake  trumpet  music  rose. 

And  proudly,  freely  on  their  way 

The  parting  veseels  bore ; 
In  calm  or  storm,  by  rock  or  bay, 

To  meet — O,  nevermore  I 

Never  to  blend  in  victory's  cheer. 

To  aid  in  hours  of  woe ; 
And  thus  bright  spirits  mingle  here. 

Such  ties  are  formed  below. 

Mrs,  F,  D,  Semam. 

1490.  FRIEISSHIP,  Qrowth  oil 

Friendship  is  no  plant  of  hasty  growth ; 
Though  planted  in  esteem's  deep  fixdd  soil, 
The  gradual  culture  of  kind  intercourse 
Must  bring  it  to  perfection. 

Joanna  BaiUie. 

1431.  FSIEIB6HIF,  Intimate. 

Is  all  the  counsel  that  we  two  have  shared. 
The  rister's  vows,  the  hours  that  we  have 

spent, 
When  we  have  chid  the  hasty-footed  time 
For  parting  us, — Oh,  and  is  all  forgot  f 
All  school-days'  friendship,  childhood  inno- 
cence ? 
We,  Hermia,  like  two  artificial  gods. 
Have  with  our  needles  created  both  one  flower, 
Both  on  one  sampler,  sitting  on  one  cushion, 
Both  warbling  of  one  song,  1x)th  in  one  key ; 
As  if  our  hands,  our  sides,  voices,  and  minds. 
Had  been  incorporate.     So  we  grew  together 
Like  a  double  cherry,  seeming  parted ; 
But  yet  a  union  in  partition. 
Two  lovely  berries  moulded  on  one  stem : 
So,  with  two  seeming  bodies,  but  one  heart ; 


Two  of  the  first,  like  coats  in  heraldry. 
Due  but  to  one«  and  crown'd  with  one  crest 
And  will  you  rend  our  ancient  love  asunder  ? 

Shakespeare, 

1499.  FBIEHD6EZP,  FhUoiopliy  of. 

As  frost  to  the  bud,  and  blight  to  the  blossom, 
even  such  is  self-interest  to  friendship : 

For  confidence  cannot  dwell  where  selfishness 
is  porter  at  the  gate. 

If  thou  see  thy  friend  to  be  selfish,  thou  canst 
not  be  sure  of  his  honesty ; 

And  in  seeking  thine  own  weal,  thou  hast 
WTonoed  the  reliance  of  thy  friend. 

Flattery  hideth   her   varnished   face  when 
friendship  sitteth  at  his  board ; 

And  the  door  is  shut  upon  suspicion,  but  can- 
dor is  bid  glad  welcome ; 

For  friendship  abhorreth  doubt,  its  life  is  in 
mutual  trust. 

And  perisheth,  when  artful  praise  proveth  it 
is  sought  for  a  purpose. 

A  man  may  be  good  to  thee  at  times,  and 
render  thee  mighty  service, 

Whom  yet  thy  secret  soul  could  not  desire  as 
a  friend; 

For  the  sum  of  life  is  in  trifles,  and  though, 
in  the  weightier  masses, 

A  man  refuse  thee  not  his  purse,  nay,  his  all 
in  thine  utmost  need, 

Tet  if  thou  canst  not  feel  that  his  character 
agreeth  with  thine  own. 

Thou  never  wilt  call  him  friend,  though  thou 
render  him  a  heart  full  of  gratitude. 

A  coarse  man  mndeth  harshly  the  finer  feel- 
ings of  his  brother ; 

A  common  mind  will  soon  depart  from  the 
dull  companionship  of  wisdom. 

A  weak  soul  dareth  not  to  follow  in  the  track 
of  vigor  and  decision ; 

And  the  worldly  resardeth  with  scorn  the 
seeming  foolishness  of  faith. 

A  mountain  is  made  up  of  atoms,  and  friend- 
ship of  little  matters. 

And  if  the  atoms  hold  not  together,  the 
mountain  is  crumbled  into  dust. 

If,  F.  Tupper. 

1498,  FRIBHDSEIP,  Pover  of. 

What  might  be  done  if  men  were  wise — 
What  glorious  deeds,  my  suffering  brother, 

Would  they  unite 

In  love  and  right, 
And  cease  their  scorn  of  one  another  ? 

Oppression's  heart  might  be  imbued 
With  kindling  drops  of  loving-kindness ; 
And  knowledge  pour. 
From  shore  to  shore. 
Light  on  the  eyes  of  mental  blindn^s. 

All  slavery,  warfare,  lies,  and  wrcngs. 
All  vice  and  crime,  might  die  together ; 

And  wine  and  com, 

To  each  man  bom, 
Be  free  as  warmth  in  summer  weather. 
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The  meanest  wretch  that  ever  trod. 
The  deepest  sunk  in  guilt  and  sorrow, 

Might  stand  ereot 

In  self-respect, 
And  share  the  teeming  world  to-morrow. 

What  might  bo  done  ?    This  might  be  done, 
And  more  than  this — my  suffering  brother, 
More  than  the  tongue 
E*cr  said  or  sung, 
If  men  were  wise  and  loved  each  other. 

Charles  Mackay. 

*    1494.  FRIEHDSHIPi  T«ted. 

Sheik  Schubli,  taken  sick,  was  borne  one  day 
Unto  the  hospital.     A  host  the  way 
Behind  him  thronged.     '^Who  are  you?" 

Schubli  cried ; 
**  We  are  your  friends,"  the  multitude  replied. 
Sheik  Schubli  threw  a  stone  at  them;  they 

fled.  [said ; 

"Come  back,  ye  false  pretenders  I  '*  then  he 
"A  friend  is  one  who,  ranked  amonff  his  foes 
By  him  he  loves,  and  stoned,  and  b^t  with 

blows, 
Will  still  remain  as  friendly  as  before. 
And  to  his  friendship  only  add  the  more.'* 
Oriental^  tr.  by  W.  JR.  Alger. 

14M.  FitlEHBSHIP,  Unity  o& 

I  had  a  friend  that  lov^d  me : 
I  was  his  soul :  he  liv^d  not  but  in  me : 
Wo  were  so  close  within  each  other's  breast. 
The  rivets  were  not  found  that  joined  us  first 
That  does  not  reach  us  yet :  we  were  so  mix'd. 
As  meeting  streams — ^both  to  ourselves  were 

lost. 
We  were  one  mass;  we  could  not  give  or  take. 
But  from  the  same :  for  he  was  I ;  I,  he : 
Return,  my  better-half,  and  give  me  all  my- 
For  thou  art  all  I  [sel^ 

If  I  have  any  joy  when  thou  art  absent, 
I  grudge  it  to  myself :  methinks  I  rob 
Thee  of  thy  part  John  Dry  den. 

1496.  FSIEHB8HIP,  Wreath  oft 

Green  be  the  turf  above  thee. 

Friend  of  my  better  days ! 
None  knew  thee  but  to  love  thee^ 

Nor  named  thee  but  to  praise. 

Tears  fell,  when  thou  wert  dying, 

From  eyes  unused  to  weep, 
And  long,  where  thou  art  lying. 

Will  tears  the  cold  turf  ste^. 

When  hearts,  whose  truth  was  proven, 

Like  thine,  arc  laid  in  earth, 
There  should  a  wreath  be  woven 

To  tell  the  world  their  worth. 

Fit^Greene  ftaOeek. 

1497.  FBUaALITT,  Sole  ot 

By  no  means  run  in  debt:  take  thine  own 

measure. 
Who  cannot  live  on  twenty  pound  a  year, 
Cannot  on  forty :  he*s  a  man  of  pleasure, 


A  kind  of  thing  that*s  for  itself  too  dear. 

The  curious  unthrif  t  makes  his  clothes  too 

wide,  [chide. 

And  spares  himself,  but  would  his  tailor 

Spend  not  on  hopes.    They  that  by  pleading 

clothes 

Do  fortunes  seek,  when  worth  and  serviee  £ail. 

Would  have  their  tale  believed  for  their  oaths, 

And  are  like  empty  vessels  under  saiL        [so 

Old  courtiers  Know  this;  therefore  set  out 

As  all  the  day  thou  mayst  hold  out  to  go. 

In  clothes,  cheap  handsomeness  doth  bear  the 

belL  [gave. 

Wisdom's  a  trimmer  thing  than  shop  e*er 

Say  not,  then,  this  with  tiiat  lace  will  do 

well; 
But,  this  with  my  discretion  will  be  brave. 
Much  curiousness  is  a  perpetual  wooing, 
Nothing  with  labor,  folly  long  a  doing. 

George  Herbert, 

1499.  FBUirFULHESS,  MoraL 

By  nature  peccable  and  frail  are  we. 
Easily  beguiled ;  to  vice,  to  error  prone ; 
But  apt  for  virtue  too.     Uumanity 
Is  not  a  field  where  tares  and  thorns  alone 
Are  left  to  spring ;  good  seed  hath  there  been 
sown  [shoot 

With  no  unsparing  hand.  Sometimes  the 
Is  choked  with  we^s,  or  withers  on  a  stone ; 
But  in  a  kindly  soil  it  strikes  its  root,  [fruit 
And  flourisheth,  and  bringcth  forth  abundant 

Bobert  Southey. 

1499.  FRUITFULNEaS,  Pny«r  fo. 

Lord,  I  have  lain 
Barren  too  long,  and  fain 
I  would  redeem  the  time,  that  I  may  be 

Fruitful  to  Thee ; 
Fruitful  in  knowledge,  faith,  obedience, 

Ere  I  go  lience : 

That  when  I  come 
At  harvest  to  be  reaped,  and  brought  home^ 

Thine  angels  may 
My  soul  in  Thy  celestial  gamer  lay. 
Where  perfect  joy  and  bliss 

Eternal  is. 

If  to  entreat 
A  crop  of  purest  wheat 
A  blessing  too  transcendent  should  appear 

For  me  to  hear,  [take 

Lord,  make  me  what  thou  wilt,  so  thou  wilt 

What  thou  dost  make. 

And  not  disdain  [grain : 

To  house  me,  though  among  thy  coarsest 

So  I  may  be 
Laid  with  the  gleanings  gatherdd  by  Thee ; 
When  the  full  sheaves  are  spent, 

I  am  content    FraneU  Quarles. 

1430.  FUHE&AL,  Hymn  for  a. 

Come  forth  I  come  on,  with  solemn  song  I 
The  road  is  short,  the  rest  is  long  I 
The  Lord  brought  here.  He  calls  away  I 

>Iake  no  delay ; 
TTiis  home  was  for  a  passing  day. 
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Here  iu  an  inn  a  stranger  dwelt ; 
Here  joy  and  grief  by  turns  he  felt ; 
Poor  dwelling,  now  we  close  thy  door  I 

The  task  is  o'er, 
The  sojourner  returns  no  more. 

Now  of  a  lasting  home  possessed. 
He  goes  to  seek  a  deeper  rest ; 
Good-night  1  the  day  was  sultry  here, 

In  toil  and  fear ; 
€k>od-n]ght !  the  niglit  is  cool  and  clear. 

Chime  on,  ye  bells  I  Again  begin. 
And  ring  the  Sabbath  morning  in  ; 
The  laborer  s  week-day  work  is  done, 

The  rest  begun, 
Which  Christ  has  for  His  people  won ! 

Bach, 
14S1.  FUTURE,  Blindnesa  to  the. 

Heaven  from  all  creatures  hides  the  book 
of  fate,  [state ; 

All  but  the  page  prescribed,  their  present 
From  brutes  what  men,  from  men  what  spir- 
its know : 
Or  who  could  suffer  being  here  below  ? 
The  lamb  thy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to-day. 
Had  he  thy  reason,  would  he  skip  and  play  ? 
Pleased  to  the  last,  he  crops  the  flowery  food. 
And  licks  the  hand  just  raised  to  shed  his 

blood. 
O  blindness  to  the  future !  kindly  given, 
That  each  may  fill  the  circle  marked  by 

Heaven  : 
Who  sees  with  equal  eye,  as  God  of  all, 
A  hero  perish,  or  a  sparrow  fall ; 
Atoms  or  systems  into  ruin  hurled. 
And  now  a  Imbble  burst,  and  nov**  a  world. 
Hope  humbly  then ;  with  trembling  pinions 
soar; 
Wait  the  great  teacher  Death,  and  God  adore. 
What  future  bliss,  He  gives  not  the?  to  know. 
But  gives  that  hope  to  be  thy  blcssin'j^  now. 
Hope  spi-ings  eternal  in  the  human  breast : 
3Ian  never  is,  but  always  to  bs  blost. 
The  soul,  uneasy  and  confined  f  ron\  homo. 
Rests  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come. 

Alexander  Ihpe, 

1439.  FUTUBE,  Hope  for  the. 
Foiled  by  our  fellow-men,  deprossed,  outworn. 
We  leave  the  brutal  world  to  take  its  way, 
And,  patieiice!  in  another  life,  vre  say,  [I*onie/ 
Hie  world  shall  hs  thrust  dowiiy  wut  los  ajt- 

And  "will  not,   then,   thy   immortal  armies 


scorn 
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The  world's  poor,  routed  leavings;    or  vrill 
Who  failed  under  the  heat  of  this  life's  day, 
Support  the  fervoi-s  of  the  lieavcnly  mom  i 

No,  no  I  the  energy  of  life  may  be 
Kept  on  after  the  grave,  but  not  begun ; 
And  be  who  flagged  not  in  tha  earthly  strife, 

From  strength  to  strength  advancing — only 

he. 
His  soul  well-knit,  and  all  his  battles  vron. 
Mounts,  and  that  hardly,  to  eternal  life. 

Mattheuo  Arnolds 
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1433.  FUTUSE,  Hne  of  the. 

A  few  days  may — a  few  years  must- 
Repose  us  in  the  silent  dust : 
Then  is  it  wise  to  damp  our  bliss? 
Yes,  all  such  reasonings  are  amiss ! 
The  voice  of  nature  loudly  cries, 
And  many  a  message  from  the  skies. 
That  something  in  us  never  dies ; 
That  on  this  frail,  uncertain  state 
Hang  matters  of  eternal  weight : 
Tliat  future  life,  in  worlds  unknown. 
Must  take  its  hue  from  this  alone. 
Whether  as  heavenly  glory  bright. 
Or  dark  as  misery's  v/oful  night. 

Itohert  Barns. 

1434.  FUTUBE,  Ignoranoo  of  the. 

I  feel  the  mighty  current  sweej)  me  on, 
Yet  know  not  whither.     Man  foretells  afar 
The  courses  of  the  stars ;  the  very  hour 
He  knows  when  they  shall  darken  or  grow 

bright ; 
Yet  doth  the  eclipse  of  sorrow  and  of  death 
Come  unforewamed.     Who  next,  of  those  I 

love, 
Shall  pass  from  life,  or  sadder  yet,  shall  fall 
From  virtue  ?     Strife  with    foes,    or  bitter 

strife  [men — 

With  friends,  or  shame  and  general  seom  of 
Which  who  can  bear  ? — or  the  fierce  rack  of 

pain — 
Lie  they  within  my  path  ?    Or  shall  the  years 
Push  me,  with  soft  and  inoffensive  pace. 
Into  the  stilly  twilight  of  my  age  'if 
Or  do  the  portals  of  an(»tlv?r  life      [strength. 
Even    now,    while    I    am    glorying  in    my 
Impend    around    me  ?    Oh  !    Ixjyond    that 

bourne, 
Li  the  vast  cycle  of  being  which  begins 
At  that  dread  threshold,  Avith  what  fairer 

forms 
Shall  the  great  law  of  change  and  progress 

clothe  [taught — 

Its  workings  ?     Gently— «o  have   good  men 
Gently,  and  \vithout  grief,  the  old  shall  glide 
Into  the  new ;  the  eternal  flow  of  things, 
Like  a  bright  river  of  the  fields  of  heaven, 
Sliall  journey  onward  in  perj^otual  peace. 

William  Cullen  Bryaut, 

1435.  FUTURE,  Obwmrity  of  the. 

Search  starry  mysteries  overhead. 
Where  wondera  gleam ;  yet  bear  in  mind 

That  Gabth's  our  planet,  firm  to  treac\ 
Nor  in  the  star-dance  left  l>ehind. 

For  nothing  is  withheld,  be  sure, 
Our  being  needed  to  have  shown ; 

The  far  was  meant  to  be  obscurov 
The  near  was  placed  so  to  be  known. 

Cast  wo  no  astrologic  scheme 

To  map  the  course  we  mu^t  pureue ; 

But  use  the  lights  w^hene'er  they  beam. 
And  every  trusty  landmark  too. 

Tho  Future  let  us  not  permit 
To  choke  us  in  its  shadow's  dasp  ; 
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It  cannot  touch  us,  nor  we  it; 
The  present  moment^s  in  our  grasp. 

William  AUingham, 

1436.  FUTTTREi  Presoit  and. 

When  those  brief  trial-days  are  spent,  there 

dawns  a  glad  eternity. 
There,  lost  in  measureless  content,  our  tears 
and  sorrows  cease  to  be ; 
Hero  virtue  toils  with  earnest  care ; 
Her  glorious  crown  awaits  her  there  I 

Hers  I  must  seek;  there  I  shall  find;  for 

there  shall  virtue  all  unfold 
Before  my  holier,  purer  mind,  he^  worth  so 
great,  so  muiif old ; 
The  Cod  of  Love,  whom  I  adore, 
I  there  shall  worship  more  and  more. 

There,  in  that  light,  shall  I  discern  what  here 

on  earth  I  dimly  saw ; 
Those  deep  and  wondrous  counsels  learn, 
whose  mystery  illled  me  here  with  awe ; 
There  trace,  with  gratitude  intense, 
The  hidden  links  of  Providence. 

Perchance — ah«  would  that  this  miffht  be  I — 

vrill  some  blest  soul  in  that  Mxyde 
Cry  ''Hail I  for  thou  hast  rescued  me,  and 
won  my  heart  to  heaven  and  Gk)d  1  '* 
O  God !  what  exquisite  delight. 
To  save  a  soul  from  sin  and  night  I 

a  F.  GdUrt. 

143Y*  FUTUBE,  Pmniaes  of  tbe. 

And  there  lives  not  a  victim  pf  Pride  and 

Power 

But  hopes  in  the  Future  to  win  release ; 

But  dreams  of  some  bright  and  golden  hour. 

When  the  reign  of  Oppression  and  Wrong 

shall  cease ;  [might. 

And'  Truth  and  Love,  with  their  beauty  and 

Shall  banish  the  sombre-hued  shadows  of 

night. 
Kot  a  toiler  who  plods  ^neath  a  burden  of  care, 
But  dreams  of  relief  and  liberty  there ; 
Not  a  weary  seeker  for  truth  and  light. 
But  waits  for  a  morning  tranquil  and  bright. 
When  the  shadows  of  Doubt  and  Darkness 

shall  fly. 
And  visions  of  beauty  shall  gladden  his  eye. 

Oh,  who  could  endure  the  burdens  of  life ; 
The  heart-aches  of  Falsehood,  of  Envy,  and 

Strife ;  [grief ; 

The  gloom-laden  years  of  misfortune  and 
^e  iMiffied  schemes  that  are  void  of  relief. 
Who  heard  not  the  joy-notes  of  Hope,  as  she 

sings 
Of  the  benisons  Time  on  his  pathway  flings  ? 
There  is  bread  for  the  hungry,  and  wealth  for 

the  poor,  [pure ; 

And  fountains  of  pleasure  whose  waters  are 
Rest  for  the  weary,  and  sight  for  the  blind. 
And  freedom  from  all  that  overshadows  the 

mind. 
There  is  sokoe  for  Sorrow^s  woe-laden  plaint. 
Truth  for  the  seeker,  and  strength  for  the 

Xaint.  Edward  Hartley  Dewart. 


143§*  FOTUBE,  Shapiiig  thsi 

We  shape  ourselves  the  joy  or  fear 
Of  which  the  coming  life  is  made, 

And  flll  our  future^s  atmosphere 
With  sunshine  or  with  shade. 

The  tissue  of  the  life  to  be 

We  weave  with  colors  all  our  own. 
And  in  the  flcld  of  destiny 

We  reap  as  we  have  sown. 

Still  shall  the  soul  around  it  call 
The  shadows  which  it  gathered  here. 

And,  painted  on  the  eternal  wall, 
The  past  shall  reappear. 

Think  ye  the  notes  of  holy  song 
On  Milton^s  tuneful  ear  have  died  f 

Think  ye  that  RaphaeVs  angel  throng 
Has  vanished  from  his  side  ? 

Oh,  no  I  we  live  our  life  again ; 

Or  warmly  touched,  or  coldly  dim. 
The  pictures  of  the  past  remain — 

Man's  works  shall  follow  him  I 

J.  G.  WhUtier. 

1489.  FUTUBE,  The  OhrirtiAii^s. 

After  the  Christianas  tears, 
After  his  fights  and  fears. 
After  his  weary  cross. 
All  things  below  but  loss — 

What  then? 

Oh!  then — a  holy  calm, 
Resting  on  Jesus*  arm, 
Oh  1  then — a  deeper  love 
For  the  holy  home  above. 

After  this  holy  calm, 
This  rest  on  Jesus^  arm,  . 
After  this  deepened  love 
For  the  pure  home  above-^ 

What  then  f 

Oh !  then — ^work  for  him. 
Perishing  souls  to  win. 
Then  Jbsus'  presence  near, 
Death^s  darkest  hour  will  cheer. 

And  when  the  work  is  done. 
When  the  last  soul  is  won. 
When  Jesus*  love  and  power 
Have  cheered  the  dying  hour — 

What  then  ? 

Oh  I  then — ^the  crown  is  given  I 
Oh  I  then — ^the  rest  in  heaven  1 
Endless  life,  in  endless  day, 
Sin  and  sorrow  pass'd  away. 

1440.  FUTUBE,  The  Worldliiig'i. 

After  the  joys  of  earth, 
After  its  songs  of  mirth, 
After  its  hours  of  light. 
After  its  dreams  so  bright — 

What  then! 

Only  an  empty  name. 
Only  a  wcaiy  frame, 


Only  a  consdons  smart, 
Only  on  aching  heart. 

After  this  empty  name, 
After  this  weary  frame, 
After  this  conscious  smart, 
Aftar  this  aching  heart — 

What  then ! 

After  this  sad  farewell 
To  a  world  loved  too  well, 
After  this  silent  bed 
With  the  forgotten  dead — 
What  then  ? 

Oh !  then — ^the  judgment  throne  I 
Oh !  then — ^thc  last  hope — ^gone  1 
Then,  all  the  woes  that  dwell 
In  an  eternal  helL 

1441.  FDTnSE,  Veil  cmt  the. 

It  was  good,  it  was  kind,  in  the  Wise  One 

abore,  [years, 

To  fling  Destiny's  TeU  o^er  the  face  of  our 

That  we  dread  not  the  blow  that  shall  strike 

at  our  love,  [our  tears. 

And  expect  not  the  beams  that  shall  dry  up 

Did  we  know  that  the  Toices  now  gentle  and 
bland,  [ing  tone ; 

Will  forego  the  fond  word  and  the  whisper- 
Did  we  know  that  the  eager  and  wank-prcss- 
ing  hand  • 

Will  bo  joyfully  forward  in  "  casting  the 
stone;** 

Did  we  know  the  affection  engrossing  our 

breast  [pain ; 

Will  end,  as  it  oft  does,  in  madness  and 

That  the  passionate  soul  will  bui  hazard  its 

rest,  [to  gain ; 

And  be  wrecked  on  the  shore  it  is  panting 

6h  I  did  we  but  know  of  the  shadows  so  nigh. 

The  world  would  indeed  be  a  prison  of 

gloom ;  [quent  eye. 

All  light  would  be  quenched  in  youth^s  elo- 

And  the  pray  er-lispmg  inftmt  would  ask  for 

the  tomb.  Elka  Oook. 

144d.  OAIV,  Orimiiua. 

Your  hoards  are  great,  your  walls  are  strong, 

But  Qod  is  just ; 
The  gilded  chambers  built  by  wrong 

Ihyite  the  rust. 

What  I  know  ye  not  the  gain  of  crime 

Is  dust  and  dross ; 
It  yentures  on  the  waves  of  time, 

Foredoomed  to  loss ! 

John  QreenUaf  WhiUier. 

1443.  GAIV,  True. 

Sometime,  O  Lord  I  at  least  in  show, 
A  thankful  heart  we  do  profess. 

When  Thou  such  blessings  dost  bestow. 
As  outward  riches,  health,  or  peace : 

Bat  for  that  means  which  may  conduce 
Our  souls  to  their  true  bljss  to  raise, 
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We  make  not  very  frequent  use 
Of  thankful  words,  or  hymns  of  praise. 

O  Qod !  forgive  this  crying  sin ; 

More  wise,  more  thankful,  let  us  grow; 
To  mend  this  fault  let  us  begin. 

And  grace  obtain  more  grace  to  show ; 
For  com,  and  wine,  and  oil's  increase, 

A  body  sound,  a  witty  brain, 
A  free  estate,  an  outward  peace. 

Without  this  blessing  were  in  vain. 

Oeorge  Wither. 

1444.  GAXBLnrOi  Objooti  o£ 

Some  play  for  gain ;  to  pass  time  others  play 
For  nothing ;  both  do  play  the  fool,  I  say-; 

Kor  time  or  coin  I'll  lose,  or  idly  spend ; 
Who  gets  by  play  proves  loser  in  the  end. 

Robert  Heath 

1445.  OA1CBLIH0I  Ptulty  o£ 

Immortal  were  we,  or  else  mortal  quite, 
I  less  should  blame  this  criminal  delight ; 
But  since  the  gay  assembly's  gayest  room 
Is  but  an  upper  story  to  some  tomb, 
Methinks  we  need  not  our  short  being  shun, 
And  thought  to  fly,  content  to  bo  undone ; 
We  need  not  buy  our  ruin  with  our  crime, 
And  give  eternity  to  murder  time. 

Edward  Young. 
1440.  GATEXT,  Innooant. 

Whom  caU  we  gay  f  That  honor  has  been  long 
The  boast  of  mere  pretenders  to  the  name. 
The  innocent  are  gay — ^the  lark  is  gay. 
That  dries  his  feathers,  saturate  with  dew. 
Beneath  the  rosy  cloud,  while  yet  the  beams 
Of  day-spring  overshot  his  humble  nest. 
The  peasant,  too,  a  witness  of  his  song, 
Himself  a  songster,  is  as  gay  as  he. 
But  save  me  from  the  gayety  of  those    [bed ; 
Whose  headaches  nail  them  to  a  noonday 
And  save  me  too  from  theirs  whose  haggard 

eyes 
Flash  desperation,  and  betray  their  pangs 
For  property  stripped  off  by  cruel  chance ; 
From  gayety  that  fills  the  bones  with  pain. 
The  mouth  with  blasphemy,  the  heart  with 

woe.  William  Cowper. 

1447.  OEHESOSITT,  ExoenlTa. 

Oh  1  the  world  is  but  a  word ; 

Were  it  all  yours  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 

How  quickly  were  it  gone ; 

Shakespeare's  Tlmon, 

1448*  OENIUS,  Hope  sad. 

Bright  as  the  pillar  rose  at  Heaven's  command, 
When  Israel  march'd  along  the  desert  land, 
Blazed  through  the  night  on  lonely  wilds 

afar. 
And  told  the  path — a  never-setting  star : 
So,  heavenly  Oenius,  in  thy  course  divine, 
Hope  is  the  star,  her  light  is  ever  thine. 

Thomcu  Campbefl. 

11449,  GEHII78,  ImpedimentB  of. 

CkniusI   thou  gift  of   Heaven  I   thou  light 

divine  1 
Amid  what  dangers  art  thou  doomed  to  shine  t 
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Oft   will  the    liody's  weakness    check    thy 

force. 
Oft  clamp  thy  vigor,  and  impede  thy  course  ; 
And  tremblinq;  nen'cs  compel  thes  to  restrain 
Thy  noble  elTorts,  to  contend  with  pain ; 
Or  want  (sad  guest !)  will  in  thy  presence 

come, 
And  breathe  around  her  melancholy  gloom ; 
To  life's  low  cares  will  thy  proud  thought 

confine,  [tliine. 

And  make  her  sufferings — her  impatience — 

George  Crdbbe. 

1450.  QEHIUS,  Lights  of. 

.Uj)heaving  pillars,  on  whose  tops 

The  white  stare  rest  like  capitals, 
Vt'hcnc:)  every  living  spark  that  drops 

Ivindlcs  and  blazes  as  it  falls  I 
And  if  the  arch-fiend  rise  to  pluck, 
.  Or  stoop  to  crush  their  })eauty  down, 
A  thousand  other  sparks  ai'c  struck, 

That  glory  settles  in  her  crown. 
Tiie  huge  ship,  with  its  brassy  share, 

Plouglis  the  blue  sea  to  speed  their  course, 
And  veins  of  iron  cleave  the  air, 

To  wrest  them  from  their  burning  source ! 
All,  from  the  insect's  tiny  wings. 

And  the  small  drop  of  morning  dew, 
To  the  wide  universe  of  things. 

The  light  is  shining,  burning  through. 
Too  deep  for  our  poor  thoughts  to  gauge, 

Lie  their  clear  sources,  briglit  as  truth, 
"Whence  flows  upon  the  locks  of  age 

The  beauty  of  eternal  youth. 
Think,  oh  my  faltering  brother !  think  1 

If  thou  wilt  try,  if  thou  hast  tried 
By  all  the  lights  thou  hast,  to  sink 

The  shaft  of  an  immortal  tide ! 

Alice  Carey, 

1451,  aEiniTS,  Nature  of. 

What  is  genius  ?     'Tis  a  flame 
Kindling  all  the  human  frame ; 
'Tis  a  ray  that  lights  tho  eye. 
Soft  in  love,  in  ])attle  high ; 
'Tis  the  lightning  of  the  mind, 
Unsubdued  and  undefined ; 
'Tis  the  flood  that  pours  along 
The  full  clear  melody  of  song ; 
'Tis  the  sacred  \yoovL  of  heaven, 
Tft  its  choicest  favorites  given. 
They  who  feel  can  paint  it  w^ell. 
What  is  genius  ?    Byron,  tell  I 

1453.  GEinUS,  Piety  and. 

How  beautiful  is  cjenius  when  combined 
With  holiness !     Oh  !  how  divinely  swell 
The  tones  of  cartlily  haq^,  whoso  chords  are 

touched 
By  the  soft  hand  of  pietj',  and  hung 
Upon  religion's  shrine,  there  vibrating 
Witli  solemn  music  in  the  ear  of  God. 

1453.  GENIUS,  VitaUty  of. 

He  sleeps,  forgetful  of  his  once  bright  fame ; 

lie  has  no  feeding  of  tho  glory  gone ; 
He  has  no  eye  to  catch  the  mounting  flame. 

That  once  in  transport  drew  his  spirit  on ; 


lie  lies  in  dull,  oblivious  dreams,  nor  cares 
Who  the  wreathed  laurel  l)ears. 

And  yet  not  all  forgotten  sleeps  he  there ; 

There  are  who  still  remember  how  he  bore 
Upward  his  daring  pinions,  till  the  air 

Seemed  living  with  t\n:  crown  he  wore ; 
There  are  who,  now  his  early  sun  has  set, 
Nor  can,  nor  will  forget. 

He  sleeps — and  yet  around  the  sightless  eye. 
And  the  pressed  lip,  a  darkened  glory  ]>lays  1 

Tliough  the  high  powers  in  dull  oblivion  lie, 
There  hovers  still  the  light  of  other  days ; 

Deep  in  that  soul  a  spirit,  not  of  earth. 

Still  struggles  for  its  birth. 

He  will  not  sleep  forever,  but  will  rise  [now. 

Fresh   to  more  daring  labors — now,  even 
As  tho  close  shrouding  mist  of  moiTiing  flies. 

The   gathered  slumbor  leaves    his    lifted 
brow ; 
From  his  half-opened  eye,  in  fuller  beams, 
His  wakened  spirit  sti-eams. 

Yes,  he  will  break  his  sleep.  The  sjk'U  is  gone, 
Tiie  deadly  charm  departed.     See  him  fling 

Proudly  his  fettei-s  by,  and  hurry  on. 
Run  as  the  famished  eagle  darts  her  wing; 

The  goal  is  still  before  him,  and  the  prize 

Still  woos  his  eager  eyes. 

He  rushes  forth  to  conquer :  shall  they  take, 
They,  who  with  feebler  pace   still  keep 
th?ir  way. 

When  he  forgot  the  contest — shall  thev  take. 
Now  he  renews  the  race,  the  victor\s  bav  I 

Still  let  them  strive — when   he  collects  his 

He  will  assert  his  right.  [might. 

The  spirit  cannot  always  sleep  in  dust, 
Whose  essence  is  ethereal ;  they  may  try 

To  darken  and  degrade  it — it  may  rust 
Dunly  awhile,  but  cannot  wholly  die ; 

And  when  it  wakcnis,  it  will  send  its  fire 

Intenser  f  orth^  and  higher. 

James  Gates  PercitaJ. 

1454.  OENTLEMAN,  Nature's. 

Whom  do  we  dub  as  gentlemen  ?  The  knave, 
the  fool,  the  l>rute, 

If  they  ))Ut  own  full  tithe  of  gold  and  wear 
a  courtlv  suit ! 

Tlic  parchment  scroll  of  titled  line,  the  t\\> 
and  at  the  knee,  [degree : 

Can  still  suffic?  to  ratify  and  grant  such  liigli 

But  nature,  with  a  matchless  hand,  sends 
forth  /d'T  nobly  bom. 

And  laughs  the  paltry  attributes  of  wealth 
and  rank  to  scorn ; 

She  moulds  with  care  a  spirit  rare,  half  hu- 
man, half  divine. 

And  cries  exulting,  "  Wlio  can  make  a  gen- 
tleman like  mine  ? " 

She  may  not  spend  her  common  skill  about 

the  outward  part, 
But  showei-s  beauty,  grace  and  light,  upon 

the  brain  and  heart  ? 
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8he  may  not  choose  ancestral  fame  his  path- 
way to  illume — 

The  sun  that  sheds  the  ])riglitest  day  may  rise 
fj-om  mist  and  gloom. 

Should  fortune  jjour  her  welcome  storo,  and  | 
useful  gokl  at^ound,  I 

He  shares  it  witli  a  bounteous  hand  and  scat- ' 
ters  blessings  round. 

The  treasure  sent  is  rightly  spent,  and  serves 
the  end  designed, 

"When  held  by  nature's  gentleman,  tlie  good, 
the  just,  the  kind. 

He  turns  not  from  the  cheerless  home,  where 

sorrow's  offspring  dwell ; 
He'll  greet  the  peasant  in  his  hut — the  cul- 
prit in  his  cell. 
He  stays  to  hear  the  widow's  i)laint  of  deep 

and  moummg  love, 
He  seeks  to  aid  her  lot  below,  and  prompt 

her  faith  above. 
The  orphan  child,   the  friendless  one,  the 

luckless,  or  the  poor, 
Will  never  meet  his  spuming  frown,  or  leave 

his  bolted  door ; 
His  kindred  circles  all  mankind,  his  country 

all  the  globe — 
An  honest  name  his  jewelled  star,  and  truth 

his  ermine  robe. 

He  wisely  yields  his  passions  up  to  reason's 

firm  control — 
His  pleasures  ore  of    crimeless  kind,    and 

never  taint  the  soul. 
He  may  be  thrown  among  the  gay  and  reck- 
less sons  of  life. 
But  will  not  love  the  revel  scene,  or  head  the 

brawling  strife. 
He  wounds  no  breast  with  jeer  or  jest,  yet 

bears  no  honeyed  tongue ! 
He's  social  with  the  gray-haired  one,  and 

merry  with  the  young ; 
He  gravely  shares  the  council  speech  or  joins 

the  rustic  game. 
And  shines  as  nature's  gentleman,  in  every 

place  the  same. 

Ko  haughty  gesture  marks  his  gait,  no  pomp- 
ous tone  his  word, 

Xo  studied  attitude  is  seen,  no  palling  non- 
sense heard : 

He'll  suit  his  bearing  to  the  hour — ^laugh, 
listen,  learn,  or  teach. 

With  joyous  freedom  in  his  mirth,  and  can- 
dor in  his  speech. 

He  worships  God  with  inward  zeal,  and  serves 
Him  in  each  deed ; 

He  would  not  blame  another's  faith,  nor  have 
one  martyr  bleed ; 

Justice  and  mercy  form  his  code;  he  puts 
his  trust  in  Heaven  ; 

His  prayer  is,  **  If  the  heart  mean  well,  may 
all  else  be  forgiven  I  " 

Though  few  of  such  may  gem  the  earth,  yet 
such  rare  gems  thore  are. 

Each  shining  in  his  hallowed  sphere  as  vir- 
tue's polar  star. 


Though  human  hearts  too  oft  arc  found  all 

gross,  corrupt,  and  dark, 
Yet,  yet  some  bosoms  breathe  and  l)uni ;  lit 

by  Promethean  spark. 
There  arc  some  spirits  nobly  just,  unwari)cd 

by  pelf  or  pride. 
Great  in  the  calm,  but  greater  still  when 

dashed  by  adverse  tide ; 
They  hold  the  rank  no  king  can  give,  no 

station  can  disgrace. 
Nature  puts  forth  Jicr  gentleman,  and  mon- 

archs  must  give  place.     Elisu  Cook. 

14M.  GEVrLEHAK,  Qualities  of  a. 

He  is  a  noble  gentleman ;  withal 
Happy  in  's  endeavors:  the  gen'nd  voice 
Sounds  him  for  courtesy,  behaviour,  language, 
And  ev'ry  fair  demeanor,  an  example  : 
Titles  of  honor  add  not  to  his  worth, 
AVho  is  himself  an  honor  to  his  title. 

Joh/i  Ford. 

1456.  GENTLEITESS,  Words  of. 

Speak  gently !  it  is  better  far 
To  rule  by  love  than  fear ; 
Speak  gently  I  let  not  harsh  words  mar 
The  good  we  might  do  here. 

Speak  gently  !  Love  doth  whisper  low 
The  vows  that  true  hearts  bind, 
And  gently  Friendship's  accents  flow, 
Affection's  voice  is  kind. 

Speak  gently  to  the  little  child ; 
Its  love  1)6  sure  to  gain ; 
Teach  it  in  accents  soft  and  mild ; 
It  may  not  long  remain. 

Speak  gently  to  the  aged  one, 
Grieve  not  the  care-wora  heart ; 
The  sands  of  life  are  nearly  run ; 
Let  such  in  i>eace  depart. 

Speak  gently  to  the  young,  for  they 
Will  have  enough  to  l>ear ; 
Pass  through  this  life  as  best  they  may, 
^Tis  full  of  anxious  care. 

Speak  gently,  kindly,  to  the  j)oor. 
Let  no  harsh  tones  be  heard ; 
They  have  enough  they  must  endure 
Without  an  unkind  woi-d. 

Speak  gently  to  the  erring ;  know 
They  may  have  toiled  in  vain ; 
Perchance  unkindness  made  them  so ; 
Oh  I  win  them  back  again. 

Speak  gently  !     He  who  gave  His  life 
To  bend  man's  8tubl)om  will, 
When  elements  were  in  fierce  strife 
Said  to  them,  *'  Peace,  be  still !  " 

Speak  gently  I  't  is  a  little  thing 
Dropped  in  the  heart's  deep  well, 
The  good,  the  joy,  which  it  may  bring. 
Eternity  shall  telL  D.  Bates. 

1457.  aEOLOGT,  Atheistio. 

Searching  those  edges  of  the  universe, 
AVe  have  the  central  fields,  a  fallow  part ; 
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To  feed  the  eye  more  precious  things  amerce, 
Andg^tarye  the  darkened  heart 

Then  all  goes  wrong;  the  old  fonndations 
rock; 
One  scorns  at  him  of  old  who  gazed  nnshod ; 
One  striking  with  a  pidc-axe  thinks  the  shock 
Shall  more  the  seat  of  Qod. 

Jean  Ingdaw. 

145§«  OETHSEMAHE,  Agenj  ia. 

On  His  pale  brow  the  drops  are  large  and  red 
As  yictim^s  blood  at  votive  altar  shed — 
His  hands  are  clasped.  His  eyes  are  raised  in 

prayer — 
Alas,  and  is  there  strife  He  cannot  bear. 
Who  calmed  the  tempest,  and  who  raised  the 

dead? 
There  is  I  there  is!  for  now  the  powers  of  hell 
Are  straggling  for  the  mastery — *tis  the  hoar 
When  death  exerts  his  last  permitted  power, 
When  the  dead  weight  of  sin,  since  Adam 

fell. 
Is  visited  on  Him  who  deigned  to  dwell  . 
A  man  with  men,  that  He  might  bear  the 

stroke  [yoke — 

Of  wrath  divine,  and  break  the  captives* 
But  O,  of  that  dread  strife  what  words  can 

tell  ?  [a  groan. 

Those,  only  those  which  broke,  with  many 
From  His  full  heart — '*  O  Father,  take  away 
The  cup  of  vengeance  I  must  drihk  to-day ; 
Yet,  Father,  not  My  will,  but  Thine,  be  done  I" 
It  could  not  pass  away — ^for  He  alone 
Was  mighty  to  endure  and  strong  to  save ; 
Nor  would  Jehovah  leave  Him  in  the  grave, 
Nor  could  corruption  taint  His  Holy  <&e. 

Thomas  Dale, 

1459.  aETHBEMAHE,  Christ  ia. 

The  moon  was  shining  yet  The  Orient's  brow, 
Set  with  the  morning-star,  was  not  yet  dim ; 
And   the   deep  silence  which  subdues  the 

breath 
Like  a  strong  feeling,  hung  upon  the  world 
As  sleep  upon  the  pulses  of  a  child. 
'Twas  the  last  watch  of  night     Gkthsemane, 
With  its  bathed  leaves  of  silver,  seemed  dis- 
solved 
In  visible  stillness ;  and  as  Jesus*  voice, 
With  its  bewildering  sweetness,  met  the  ear 
Of  His  disciples,  it  vibrated  on 
Like  the  first  whisper  in  a  silent  world. 
They  came  on  slowly.    Heaviness  oppressed 
The  Saviour's  heart,  and  when  the  kindness 
Of  His  deep  love  was  pour'd,  He  felt  the  need 
Of  near  communion,  for  His  gift  of  strength 
Was  wasted  by  the  spirit's  weariness. 
He  left  them  there,  and  went  a  little  on. 
And  in  the  depth  of  that  hush'd  sllcntness, 
Alone  with  Qod,  He  fell  upon  His  face. 
And  as  His  heart  was  broken  with  the  rush 
Of  His  surpassing  agony,  and  death. 
Wrung  to  Him  from  a  dying  universe, 
Was  mightier  than  the  Son  of  man  could  bear. 
Ho  gave  His  sorrows  way,  and  in  the  deep 
Prostration  of  His  soul,  breathed  out  the 
prayer, 


'^Father,  if  it  be  possible  with  Thee, 

Let  this  cup  pass  from  Me.*^  Oh,  how  a  word,' 

Like  the  forced  drop  before  the  fountain 

breaks, 
Stilleth  the  press  of  hmnan  agony ! 
The  Saviour  felt  its  quiet  in  ffis  soul ; 
And  though  His  strength  was  weakness,  and 

the  light 
Which  led  Him  on  till  now  was  sorely  dim. 
He  breathed  a  new  SEobmissioii — ''Not  my 

will. 
But  Thine,  be  done,  O  Father  1  *'  As  He  spoke^ 
Voices  were  heard  in  heaven,  and  music  stole 
Out  from  the  chambers  of  the  vaulted  sky, 
As  if  the  stars  were  swept  like  instromente. 
No  cloud  was  visible,  but  radiant  wings 
Were  coming  with  a  silvery  rush  to  earth. 
And  as  the  wviour  rose,  a  glorious  one. 
With  an  iUumined  forehead  and  the  li^ii^ 
Whose  fountain  is  the  m3rBtery  of  God, 
Encalm'd  within  His  eye,  bow'd  down  to  Him 
And  nerved  Him  with  a  ministry  of  strength. 
It  was  enough — and  with  His  god-like  brow 
Re-written  of  His  Father's  messenger. 
With  meekness  whose  divinity  is  more 
Than  power  and  glory.  He  returned  again 
To  His  disciples,  and  awaked  their  aleerp, 
For  * '  he  that  should  betray  Him  was  at  hand.'* 

1460.  aETHSBKAHEf  EdoitoiL 

That  Garden,  where  of  old  our  guilt  began 

Wrought  death  and  pain ; 
But  this,  where  Jesus  prays  by  night  for  man. 

Brings  life  and  joy  again. 

Hither,  of  His  own  will,  the  Lord  for  all 

Comes  to  atone ; 
And  stays  the  thunderbolts  about  to  fall        ( 

From  the  dread  Father's  throne. 

1461.  GETHBEKAHE;  Interflitofi 

Jesus,  while  He  dwelt  below. 

As  divine  historians  say. 
To  a  place  would  often  go^ 

Near  to  Kodron's  brook  it  lay; 
In  this  place  He  loved  to  be, 
And  'twas  named  Gkthsemane. 

'Twas  a  garden,  as  we  read. 

At  the  foot  of  Olivet- 
Low,  and  proper  to  be  made 

The  Redeemer's  lone  retreat ; 
When  from  noise  He  would  be  free, 
Then  He  sought  Gethsemane. 

Thither  by  their  Master  brought, 

His  disdples  likewise  came ; 
There  the  heavenly  truths  He  taug^ 

Often  set  their  hearts  on  flame ; 
Therefore  they  as  well  as  He 
Visited  Gethsemane. 

Oft  conversing  here  they  sat. 
Or  might  join  with  Ohrist  in  pn^yer; 

Oh!  what  blest  devotion  that, 
When  the  Lord  Himself  is  ihsn ! 

All  things  thus  did  there  agree 

To  oidear  Gethsemane. 
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-  Full  of  love  to  man^s  lost  race, 
On  the  conflict  much  He  thought ; 

This  He  knew  the  destined  place, 
And  He  loved  the  sacred  dpot ; 

Therefore  Jesus  chose  to  be 

Often  in  Gethsemane. 

Camo  at  length  the  dreadful  night ; 

Vengeance,  with  its  iron  rod, 
Stood,  and  with  collected  might 

Bruised  the  harmless  Lamb  of  Gk>d ; 
See,  my  soul,  thy  Saviour  see, 
Prostrate  in  Gkthsemane ! 

View  Him  in  that  olive  press,        [blood — 
Wrung   with   anguish,    whelmed  with 

Hear  Him  pray  in  His  distress, 

"With  strong  cries  and  tears,  to  €k>d: 

Then  reflect  what  sin  must  bo, 

Gazing  on  Ckthsemane. 

Gloomy  garden,  on  thy  beds, 
Wash^  by  Kedron's  water  pool 

Grow  most  rank  and  bitter  weeds : 
Think  on  these,  my  soul,  my  soul  I 

Wouldst  thou  sin^s  dominion  flee, 

Call  to  mind  Gethsemane. 

£den,  from  each  flowery  bed, 

Did  for  man  short  sweetness  breathe : 

Soon,  by  Satan^s  counsel  led, 

Man  wrought  sin,  and  sin  wrought  death ; 

But  of  life  the  healing  tree 

Grows  in  rich  Gethsemane. 

Hither,  Lord,  Thou  didst  resort 
Ofttimes  with  Thy  little  train ; 

Here  would  keep  Thy  private  court — 
Oh  I  confer  that  grace  again ; 

liOrd,  resort  with  worthless  me, 

Ofttimes  to  Gtethsemane. 

True,  I  can't  deserve  to  share 

In  a  favor  so  divine ; 
But  since  sin  first  fixed  Thee  there. 

None  have  greater  sins  than  mine ; 
And  to  this  my  wof  ul  plea 
Witness  thou,  Gethsemane  I 

Sins  against  a  holy  God, 

Sins  against  His  righteous  laws. 

Sins  against  His  love,  EUs  blood. 
Sins  against  His  name  and  cause, 

Sins  immense  as  in  the  sea — 

Hide  me,  O  Gethsemane  I 

Saviour,  rU  the  stone  remove 
From  my  flinty,  frozen  heart  1 

Thaw  it  with  the  beams  of  love. 
Pierce  it  with  Thy  mercy's  dart  I 

Wound  the  heart  that  wounded  Thee  I 
.  Break  it,  in  Gethsemane  ?     Joseph  Hart, 

f    146SI.  aEIHSElCAHB,  LeMoa  ot 

Wouldst  thou  leam  the  depth  of  sin. 
All  its  bitterness  and  pain  9 
What  it  cost  thy  God  to  win 
Sinners  to  Himself  again  9 
Come,  poor  sinner,  come  with  me; 
Visit  bikL  Gethsemane. 


Wouldst  thou  know  God's  wondrous  love  t 

Seek  it  not  beside  the  throne ; 

List  not  angels*  pndso  above. 

But  come  and  hear  the  heavy  groan 

By  the  Godhead  heaved  for  thee, 

Sinner,  in  Gethsemane. 

When  His  tears  and  bloody  sweat. 
When  His  passion  and  His  prayer, 
When  His  pangs  on  Olivet, 
Wake  withm  thee  thoughts  of  care — 
Remember,  sinner,  'twas  for  thee 
He  suffered  in  Gethsemane  I 

Hate  the  sin  that  cost  so  dear ; 
Love  the  God  that  loved  thee  so ; 
Weep  if  thou  wUt,  but  likewise  fear 
To  bid  that  fountain  freshly  flow, 
That  gushed  so  freely  once  for  thee 
In  sorrowful  Gethsemane. 

John  8,  B,  MoMeU, 

14UI8.  QETESBMAHE,  y lew  o£ 

Bring  the  thrilling  scene 
Home  to  my  inmost  soul : — the  sufferer's  cry. 
*'  Father,  if  it  be  possible,  this  cup  [Thine ', 
Take   thou  away.    Yet  not  My  will,  but 
The  sleeping  friends  who  could  not  watch  one 

hour,  |ldss. 

The  torch,  the  flashing  sword,  the  traitor's 
The  astonished  angel,  with  the  tear  of  Heaven 
Upon  His  cheek,  stiU  striving  to  assuage  [God 
Those  fearful  pauffs  that  bowed  the  Son  of 
Like  a  bruised  reed.    Thou  who  hast  power 

to  look 
Thus  at  Gethsemane,  be  stUl  I  be  still  t 
What  are  thine  insect- woes  compared  to  His 
Who  agonizeth  there  t    Count  thy  brief  pains 
As  the  dust  atom  on  life's  cluiriot- wheels. 
And  in  a  Saviour's  grief  forget  them  all* 

Mn.  L.  H.  84goumey^ 

1464.  aEOSTS,  H»iinti  ol 

Unconflned 
By  shroud  or  coffin,  disembodied  souls. 
Uneasy  spirits,  steal  into  the  air  [tolls 

From  ancient  graveyards  when  the  curfew 
At  the  day's  death.     Pestilence  and  despair 
Fly  with  the  sightless  bats  at  set  of  sun. 
And  wheresoever  murders  have  been  done, 
Li  crowded  palaces  or  lonesome  woods. 
Where'er  a  soul  has  sold  itself  and  lost 
Its  high  inheritance,  there,  hovering,  broods 
Some  sad,  invisible,  accursed  Ghost  1 

Thomoi  Bailey  Aldrieh, 

14M»  0IFTS|  Infinflnoe  ofi 

Policy  counselleth  a  gift,  given  wisely  and  in 

season, 
And  policy  afterwards  approveth  it,  for  great 

is  the  influence  of  gifts. 
The  lover  unsmiled  before,  is  welcomed  for 

his  jewelled  bauble : 
The   righteous   cause  without  a   fee  must 

yield  to  bounteous  guilt : 
How  fair  is  a  man  in  Thine  esteem  whose  lust 

discrimination  seeketh  Thee,      [gifts  I 
And  BO,  discerning  merit,  honoreth  it  with 
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Yea,  let  the  cause  appear  sufficient,  and  the 
motive  clear  and  unsuspicious, 

As  given  unto  one  wlio  cannot  help,  or  prov- 
ing honest  thanks. 

There  livcth  not  one  among  a  million  who  is 
l)roof  against  the  chann  of  liberality, 

And  flattery,  tliat  boon  of  praise,  hath  power 
with  the  v.'isest.  M,  K  Tupijer, 

1466.  QIFT8,  Neglected. 

And  yet,  what  god-like  gifts  neglected  lie 
"Wasting  and  marr'd  in  the  forgotten  soul ! 
The  finest  workmanship  of  God  is  there. 
'Tis  fleeter  than  the  wings  of  light  and  ^\^nd ; 
'Tis  sul^tler  than  the  rarest  shape  of  air ; 
Fire  and  wind  and  water  do  its  will ; 
Earth  hath  no  secret  from  its  delicate  eye ; 
Tlic  air  no  alcliymy  it  solvetli  not ; 
The  star-writ  heavens  are  read  and  under- 
stood. 
And  every  sparry  mineral  hath  a  name. 
And  truth  is  recognized,  and  beauty  felt, 
And  God's  own  image  stamped  upon  its  brow. 

AT.  R  Willis, 

1467.  QIFTBi  Spiritoal. 

Could  I  command  with  voice  or  pen 
The  tongues  of  angels  and  of  men, 
A  tinkling  cymbal,  sounding  brass 
My  speecli  and  preaching  would  suq^ass : 
Vain  were  such  eloquence  to  me 
Without  the  grace  of  charity. 

Could  I  the  martyr's  flame  endure, 
Give  all  my  goods  to  feed  tlie  poor ; 
Had  I  the  faith  from  Alpine  steep 
•  To  hurl  the  mountain  to  the  deep, 
"What  were  such  zeal,  such  power  to  me, 
"Without  the  grace  of  charity  ? 

Could  I  behold  with  prescient  eye 
Things  future  as  tlie  things  gone  by ; 
Could  I  all  earthly  knowledge  scan, 
And  mete  out  heaven  with  a  span, 
Poor  were  the  chief  of  gifts  to  me 
"Without  the  chief  est — charity. 

Charity  suffers  long,  is  kind, 

Charity  bears  a  humble  mind, 

Rejoices  not  when  ills  befall, 

But  glories  in  the  weal  of  all. 

She  hopes,  believes,  and  envies  not, 

Kor  vaunts,  nor  murmurs  o'er  her  lot. 

The  tongues  of  tcacliers  shall  be  dumb. 
Prophets  discern  not  things  to  come. 
Knowledge  shall  vanish  out  of  thought, 
And  miracles  no  more  be  wrought, 
But  charity  shall  never  fail. 
Her  anchor  is  within  the  veil. 

James  Montgomery, 

1468.  GIVING,  Analogies  of. 

Giyel    as  the  morning  that    flows  out  of 

heaven ;  [riven ; 

Give !  as  the  waves  when  their  channel  is 

Give !  as  the  free  air  and  sunshine  arc  given ; 

Lavishly,  utterly,  joyfully  give:  — 


Not  the  waste  drops  of  thy  cup  overflowing, 
Xot  the  faint  sparks  of  thy  hearth  ever  glowing, 
Not  a  pale  l>ud  from  the  Jime  roses  blowing ; 
Give,  as  He  gave  thee,  who  gave  thee  to  live. 

Pour  out  thy  love,  like  the  rush  of  a  river, 
Wasting  its  waters,  forever  and  ever,    [giver ; 
Through  the  burnt  sands  that  reward  not  the 

Silent  or  songful,  thou  nearest  the  sea, 
Scatter  tliy  life,  as  the  summer  showers  |>our- 
ing !  [ing  f 

What  if  no  bird  through  the  pearl-rain  is  soar- 
What  if  no  blossom  looks  upward  adoring  ? 

Look  to  the  life  that  was  lavished  for  thee ! 

So  the  wild  wind  strews  its  perfumed  caresses. 
Evil  and  thankless  the  desert  it  blesses, 
Bitter  the  wave  that  its  soft  pinion  presses. 

Never  it  ceaseth  to  whisper  and  sing. 
What  if  the  hard  heart  give  thorns  for  thy 

roses  ? 
What  if  on  rocks  thy  tired  bosom  reposes  ? 
Sweetest  is  music  with  minor-keyed  closes. 

Fairest  the  vines  that  on  ruin  will  cling. 

Almost  the  day  of  thy  giving  is  over ; 
Ere    from  the    grass  dies  the   l>ee-hauntecl 
clover,  [from  lover ; 

Thou  wilt  have  vanished  from    friend  and 
"What  shall  thy  longing  avail  in  the  grave  ? 
Give  as  the  heart  gives,  whose   fetters  are 


breaking. 


[waking. 


Life,  love,  and  hope,  all  thy  dreams  and  tliy 
Soon  heaven's  river  thy  soul-fever  slaking. 
Thou  shalt  know  God,  and  the  gift  He  gave. 

1469.  GIVIIfG,  GroandB  for. 

But  what  or  who  are  we,  alas ! 

That  we  in  giving  are  so  free  ? 
Tliine  own  Ijefore  our  offering  was, 

And  all  we  have  we  have  from  Thee. 
For  we  are  guests  and  strangers  here. 

As  were  our  fathere  in  T\\y  sight ; 
Our  days  but  shadow-like  appear, 

And  suddenly  they  take  their  flight 

George  Wittiar. 

1470.  GIVING,  Life  by. 

Tlie  sun  gives  ever ;  so  the  earth ; 
What  it  can  give  so  much  'tis  worth : 
The  ocean  gives  in  many  ways — 
Gives  paths,  gives  fishes,  rivers,  bays; 
So,  too,  the  air,  it  gives  us  br(*ath : 
When  it  stops  giving  comes  in  death. 

Give,  give,  be  always  giving ; 

"Who  gives  not  is  not  living. 
Tlie  more  you  give, 
The  more  you  live. 

God's  love  hath  to  us  wealth  upheaped ; 
Only  by  giving  it  is  reaped. 
The  body  withere,  and  the  mind. 
If  pent  in  by  selfish  rind. 
Give  strength,  give  thought,  give  deeds,  give 
Give  love,  give  tears,  and  give  thyself;  [pclfi 
"Who  gives  not  is  not  living. 

The  more  we  give. 

The  more  we  live. 
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1471.  aiVOra,  Bewaid  of. 

See  the  rivers  flowing 

Downward  to  the  sea, 
Pouring  all  their  treasures 

Bountiful  and  free ; 
Yet  to  help  their  giving 

Hidden  8j)rin^  arise ; 
Or,  if  need  be,  showers 

Feed  them  from  the  skies. 

Watch  the  princely  flowers 

Their  rich  fragrance  spread. 
Load  the  air  with  perfumes 

From  their  beauty  shed ; 
Yet  their  lavish  spending 

Leaves  them  not  in  dearth. 
With  fresh  life  replenished 

By  their  mother  earth. 

Give  thy  heart's  best  treasures ; 

From  fair  nature  learn ; 
Give  thy  love — and  ask  not, 

Wait  not  a  return. 
And  the  more  thou  spcndcst 

From  thy  little  store, 
With  a  double  bounty, 

€rod  will  give  thee  more. 

Adelaide  Anne  Procter, 

1473.  aiYHre,  Boies  for. 

I  had  a  seeming  friend; — I  gave  him  gifts, 

and  he  was  gone ; 
I  had  an  open  enemy ;  I  gave  him  gifts  and 

won  him ; 
Common  friendship  standeth  on  equalities, 

and  cannot  bear  a  debt ; 
But  the  very  heart  of  hate  meltcth  at  a  good 

man's  love :  [rivet  the  links  ; 

Go  to,  then,  thou  sayest, — I  will  give  and 
For  pride  shall  kick  at  obligation,  and  push 

the  giver  from  him.  [thy  largess, 

The  covetous  spirit  may  rejoice,  revelling  in 
Bat  chilling  selfishness  will  mutter — 1  must 

give  again : 
The  vain  heart  maybe  glad,  in  this  new  proof 

of  man's  esteem, 
But   the    same  idolatry  of    self    abhorreth 

thoughts  of  thanking.  [inate  test, 

Nevertheless,  give ;  for  it  shall  be  a  discrim- 
Scparating  honesty  from  falsehood,  weeding 

insincerity  from  friendship : 
Give,  it  is  like  God ;  thou  weariest  the  bad 

with  benefits :  [good  by  gratitude. 
Give,  it  is  like  God;  thou  gladdenest  the 
Give  to  thy  near  of  kin,  for  Providence  hath 

stationed  thee  Ills  helper ; 
Yet  see  that  he  claim  not  as  his  right  thy  free- 
will offering  of  duty. 
Give  to  the  young,  they  love  it ;  neither  hath 

the  poison  of  suspicion 
Spoilt  tlie  flavor  of  their  thanks,  to  look  for 

latent  motives. 
Give  to  merit,  lai^ely  give;  his  conscious 

heart  will  bless  thee : 
It  is  not  flattery,  but  love, — the  sympathy  of 

men  his  brethren,  [desponding  mind 
Give,  for  encouragement  in  good ;  the  weak, 


Hath  many  foes,  as  much  to  do,  and  leoneth 

on  its  friends.  [thy  Ixitter ; 

Yet  heed  thou  wisely  these ;  give  seldom  to 
For  such  obtrusive  boon  shall  savor  of  pre- 
sumption ; 
Or,  if  his  courteous  bearing  greet  thy  prof- 
fered kindness, 
Shall  not  thine  independent  honesty  be  vexed 

at  the  8emblanc3  of  a  bril)e  i 
Moreover,  heed  thou  this :  give  to  thine  equal 

chiirily. 
The  occasion  fair  and  fitting,  the  gift  well 

chosen  and  desired : 
Hath  he  been  pros})eroas  and  l>lessed  ?  a  flower 

may  show  thy  gladness ; 
Is  he  in  need  ?  with  lil>eral  love,  tender  him 

the  well-filled  purse : 
Disease  shall  welcome  friendly  care  in  grapes 

and  precious  unguents ; 
And  where  a  darling  child  hath  died,  give 

praise,  and  hope,  and  sympathy : 
Yet  once  more,  heed  thou  this :  give  to  the 

poor  discreetly,  [table  arm  : 

Nor  suffer  idle  sloth  to  lean  upon  thy  chari- 
To  diligence  give,  as  to  an  equal,  on  just  and 

fit  occasion ; 
Or  he  bartereth  his  hard-earned  self-relianco 

for  the  casual  lottery  of  gifts. 
The  timely  loan  hath  added  nerve,  where  easy 

liberality  would  palsy ; 
Work  and  wages  make  a  light  heart ;  but  'the 

mendicant  osketh  with  a  heavy  spirit. 
A  man's  own  self-respect  is  worth  unto  him 

more  than  money. 
And  evil  is  the  charity  that  humbleth,  and 

moketh  man  less  happy. 

M,  F,  Tapper, 

1473.  GLOBY,  Divino. 

;  Glory  of  God !  thou  stranger  here  below, 
I  Wliom  man  nor  knows,  nor  feels  a  wish  to 

know  : 
Our  faith  and  reason  are  both  shocked  to  find 
Man  in  the  post  of  honor,  thee  behind. 

Reason  exclaims,  "  Let  every  creature  fall, 
Ashamed,  abased,  before  the  Lord  of  all !  " 
And  Faith,  o'erwhelmed  with   such  a  da:&- 

zling  blaze, 
Feebly  describes  the  beauty  she  surveys. 

Yet  man.  dim-sighted  man,  and  rash  as  blind. 
Deaf  to  the  dictates  of  his  better  mind, 
In  frantic  competition  dares  the  skies. 
And  claims  precedence  of  the  Only- Wise. 

Oh  Icist  in  vanity  till  once  self -known  I 
Nothing  is  great  or  g0(Kl  ])ut  GikI  alone : 
When  thou  shalt  stand  Ixifore  His  awful  fare, 
Then,  at  the  last,  thy  pride  shall  know  its 
l^lacc.  . 

Glorious  Almighty,  first,  and  T,'ithout  end  1 
Wlieu  wilt  Thou  melt  the  mountains,  and 

descend  ?  [raysi 

When  wilt  Thou  shoot  abroad  thy  conquering 
And  teach  these  atoms,  Thou  hast  made,  Thy 

praise  ? 
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Thy  glory  is  the  sweetest  heaven  I  feel  I 
And,  If  I  seek  it  with  too  fierce  a  zeal, 
Thy  love,  triumphant  o'er  a  selfish  will, 
Taught  me  the  j^assion,  and  inspires  it  stilL 

Hy  reason,  all  my  faculties,  unite 
To  make  Thy  glory  my  supreme  delight : 
Forbid  it,  Fountain  of  my  brightest  days, 
That  I  should  rob  Thee,  and  usurp  Thy 
praise  I 

My  soul,  rest  happy  in  thy  low  estate, 
Not  hope  nor  wish  to  be  esteemed  or  great : 
To  take  the  impression  of  a  will  divine — 
Be  that  Thy  glory,  and  those  riches  Thine. 

Confess  Him  righteous  in  Wa  just  decrees ; 
Love  what  He  loves,  and  let  His  pleasure 

please; 
Die  daily ;  from  the  touch  of  sin  recede ; 
Then  thou  hast  crowned  Him,  and  He  reigns 

indeed. 

Madame  Ouyon,  tr»  hy  Cawp&r. 

1474.  OL0£7,  Fatoze. 

Faith,  Hope,  and  Love  were  questioned  what 

they  thought 
Of  future  glory,  which  religion  taught : 
Now  Faith  believed  it  firmly  to  be  true. 
And  Hope  expected  so  to  find  it  too ;    [glow, 
Love  answered,   smiling,  with  a  conscious 
"  Believe  ?  expect  ?  I  know  it  to  be  so  I  " 

1475.  OLOBT,  Karki  o£ 

Medals,  ranks,   ribands,    lace,  embroidery, 
scarlet. 
Are  things  immortal  to  a  mortal  man. 
As  purple  to  the  Babylonian  harlot : 

An  uniform  to  boys  is  like  a  fan 
To  women ;  there  is  scarce  a  crimson  varlet 
But  deems  himself  the  first  in  glory^s  van. 

Lord  Byron. 

1476.  aLOET,  MUitaTj. 

The  last  irords  of  Maxtx>  BooEzarU  w«ro :    **  To  dio  for 
liberty  is  a  pleasure,  a6d  not  o  pain." 

At  midnight,  in  his  guarded  tent, 

The  Turk  was  dreaming  of  ilie  hour 
When  Greece,  her  knee  in  suppliance  bent, 

Should  tremble  at  his  power. 
In  dreams,  thi*ough  camp  and  court,  he  bore, 
The  trophies  of  a  conqueror ; 

In  dreams  his  song  of  triumph  heard ; 
Then  wore  his  monarches  signet-ring. 
Then  pressed  that  monarches  throne — a  king ; 
As  T/ild  his  tlioushts,  and  gay  of  wing. 

As  Eden's  garden  bird. 

At  midnight,  in  the  forest  shades, 

Bozzaris  ranged  his  Sulioto  band, 
True  as  the  steel  of  their  tried  blades, 

Heroes  in  heart  and  hand. 
There  had  the  Pcrsian^s  thousands  stood. 
There  had  the  glad  earth  drunk  their  blood. 

On  old  Plat^ea's  day ; 
And  now  there  breathed  that  haunted  air 
The  sons  of  sires  who  conquered  there. 
With  arms  to  strike,  and  soul  to  dare, 

As  quick,  as  far,  as  they. 


An  hour  passed  on,  the  Turk  awoke: 

That  bright  dream  was  his  last; 
He  woke — ^to  hear  his  sentries  shriek, 

**To  arms  I   they  cornel   the  Gredc!  the 
Greek  1 " 
He  woke — ^to  die  midst  fiame,  and  smoke, 
And  shout,  and  groan^  and  sabre-stroke, 

And  death-shots  falling  thick  and  fast 
As  lightnings  from  the  mountain-doud ; 
And  heard,  with  voice  as  trumpet  loud, 

Bozzaris  cheer  his  band : 
*'  Strike  I  till  the  last  armed  foe  expires ; 
Strike  I  for  your  altars  and  your  firas ; 
Strike  I  for  the  green  graves  of  your  sires, 

God,  and  your  native  land  1 " 

They  fought — ^like  brave  men,  long  and  well ; 

They  piled  that  ground  with  Moslem  slain : 
They  conquered — but  Bozzaris  fell. 

Bleeding  at  every  vein. 
His  few  surviving  comrades  saw 
His  smile  when  rang  their  proud  hmrahy 

And  the  red  field  was  won ; 
Then  saw  in  death  his  eyelids  close 
Calmly,  as  to  a  night^s  repose, 

like  fiowers  at  set  of  sun. 

Come  to  the  bridal  chamber,  death. 

Come  to  the  mother's,  when  she  fec^ 
For  the  first  time,  her  first-bom^s  breath ; 

Come  when  the  blessed  seals 
That  close  the  pestilence  are  broke. 
And  crowded  cities  wail  its  stroke ; 
Come  in  consumption's  shastly  form. 
The  earthquake  shock,  me  ocean  storm ; 
Come  when  the  heart  beats  high  and  warm, 

With  banquet-song  and  dance  and  wine — 
And  thou  art  terrible ;  the  tear. 
The  groan,  the  knell,  the  pall,  the  bier. 
And  all  we  know,  or  dream,  or  fear 

Of  agony,  are  thine. 

But  to  the  hero,  when  his  sword 

Has  won  the  battle  for  the  free. 
Thy  voice  sounds  like  a  prophet's  woiid. 
And  in  its  hollow  tones  are  heard 

The  thanks  of  millions  yet  to  be. 
Come  when  his  task  of  fame  is  wrought; 
Come  with  her  laurel-leaf,  blood-bought ; 
Come  in  her  crowning  hour — ^and  then 
Thy  sunken  eye^s  unearthly  light 
To  him  is  welcome  as  the  sight 

Of  sky  and  stars  to  prisoned  men ; 
Thy  grasp  is  welcome  as  the  hand 
Of  brother  in  a  foreign  land ; 
Thy  summons  welcome  as  the  cry 
That  told  the  Indian  isles  were  nigh 

To  the  world-seeking  Genoese, 
When  the  land-wind,  &om  woods  of  palm, 
And  orange-groves,  and  fields  of  balm, 

Blew  o^er  the  Haytian  seas 

Bozzaris  I  with  the  storied  brave 
Greece  nurtured  in  her  glory's  time, 

Rest  thee ;  there  is  no  prouder  grave, 
Even  in  her  own  proud  clime. 

She  wore  no  funeral  weeds  for  thee. 
Nor  bade  the  dark  heane  wave  its  plume, 
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Xiike  torn  branch  from  death*s  leafless  tree, 
In  sorrow^s  pomp  and  pageantry, 

The  heartlcsd  loxnry  of  the  tomb. 
But  she  remembers  thee  as  one 
Liong  loTcd,  and  for  a  season  gone. 
For  thee  her  poet*8  lyre  is  wreathed, 
Her  marble  wrought,  her  music  breathed ; 
«For  thee  she  rings  the  birthday  bells ; 
Of  thee  her  babes'  first  lisping  tells ; 
For  thine  her  evening  prayer  is  said 
At  palace  couch  and  cottage  bed. 
Her  soldier,  closing  with  the  foe, 
Giyes  for  thy  sake  a  deadlier  blow; 
His  plighted  maiden,  when  she  fears 
For  him,  the  joy  of  her  young  years, 
Thinks  of  thy  fate,  and  checks  her  tears. 

And  she,  tiie  mother  of  thy  boys, 
Though  in  her  eye  and  faded  cheek 
Is  read  the  grief  she  will  not  speak, 

The  memory  of  her  buried  ioys ; 
And  eyen  she  who  gave  thee  birth. 
Will,  by  hei  pilgrim-drcled  hearth. 

Talk  of  thy  doom  -vritiiout  a  sigh ; 
For  thou  art  freedom's  now,  and  fame's— 
One  of  the  few,  the  immortal  names 

That  were  not  bom  to  die. 

IHU-Greena  EaUeek. 

147ir«  OLOKT,  PftMkn  fiv. 

Oome,  then,  tell  me,  sage  diyine, 

Is  it  an  offence  to  own 
That  our  bosoms  e'er  incline 

Toward  immortal  glory's  throne  ? 
For  with  me  nor  pomp,  nor  pleasure, 
Bourbon's  might,  Braganza's  treasure^ 
So  can  fancy's  dream  rejoice, 
So  conciliate  reason's  choice, 
Ab  one  approving  word  of  her  impartial  Toioe. 

If  to  spurn  at  noble  praise 

Be  the  passport  to  thy  heaven ; 
Follow  thou  those  gloomy  ways — 

Ko  such  law  to  me  was  given; 
Nor,  I  trust,  shall  I  deplore  me ; 
Nor  an  holier  place  desire 
Than  Timoleon's  arms  acquire,     [den  lyre. 
And  Tully's  curule  chair,  and  Milton's  gol- 

Jfark  Ahennde. 

1479.  aLOST,  War  &r. 

m&t  boots  the  oft-repeated  tale  of  strife. 
The  feast  of  vultures  and  the  waste  of  life  f 
The  varying  fortunes  of  each  separate  field. 
The  fierce  that  vanquish,  and  the  &int  that 

yield  ? 
The  smoking  ruin  and  the  crumbled  wall  f 
In  this  the  struggle  was  the  same  with  all. 

A470«  OOD,  Abode  o£ 

On  Alpine  heights  the  love  of  Qcd  is  shed ; 
He  paints  the  morning  red. 
The  flowerets  white  and  blue. 
And  feeds  them  with  EQs  dew. 

On  Alpine  heights  a  loving  Father  dwells. 

On  Alpine  heights,  o*er  many  a  fragrant  heath. 
The  loveliest  breezes  breath ; 


So  free  and  pure  the  air, 
BU  breath  seems  floating  there. 
On  Alpine  heights  a  loving  Father  dwells. 

On  Alpine  heights,  beneath  His  mild  blue  eye, 
StiU  vales  and  meadows  lie ; 
The  soaring  glacier's  ice 
Gleams  like  a  paradise. 

On  Alpine  heights  a  loving  Father  dwells. 

Down  Alpine  heights  the  mlvery  streamlets 
There  the  wAd  chamois  go ;        [flow ; 
On  giddy  tsrags  they  stand. 
Ana  drink  from  His  own  hand. 

On  Alpine  heights  a  loving  Father  dwells. 

On  Alpine  heights,  in  troops  all  white  as 
The  sheep  and  wild  goiftts  go ;    [snow. 
There,  in  the  solitude. 
He  fills  their  hearts  with  food. 

On  Alpine  heights  a  loving  Father  dwells. 

Oh  Alpine  heights  the  herdsman  tends  his 
HU  Shepherd  is  the  Lord ;         [herd ; 
For  He  who  feeds  the  sheep 
Will  sure  His  ofEspring  keep. 

On  Alpine  heights  a  lovins  Father  dwells. 
KrummaeSffr,  tr.  ly  Charles  T.  Brooks. 

1480.  QOB,  Abnliaia'ii 

The  Qod  of  Abraham  praise, 
Who  reigns  enthroned  above, 
Ancient  of  everlasting  days, 
And  Qod  of  Love  I 
Jehovah  I  Great  I  Am  I 
By  earth  and  Heaven  conf  est ; 
I  bow  and  bless  the  sacred  Name, 
Forever  blest  I 

The  Gk>d  of  Abraham  praise  I 
At  whose  supreme  command 
From  earth  I  rise,  and  seek  the  joys 
At  His  right  hand : 
I  all  on  earth  forsake. 
Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power. 
And  Him  my  only  portion  make. 
My  Shield  uid  Tower. 

The  Gk)d  of  Abraham  praise  I 
Whose  all-sufficient  grace 
Shall  guide  me  all  my  happy  days 
In  all  my  ways : 
He  calls  a  worm  His  friend  I 
He  calls  Himself  my  God  t 
And  He  shall  save  me  to  the  end 
Through  Jesus'  Blood. 

He  by  Himself  hath  sworn, 

I  on  His  oath  depend ; 
I  shall,  on  eagle's  wings  upborne, 

.  To  Heaven  ascend ; 

I  shall  behold  His  face, 

I  shall  His  power  adorcj 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  His  grace 
For  evermore  1 

Though  nature's  strength  decay, 
And  earth  and  hell  wit}istand, 
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To  Canaan's  bounds  I  urpfc  my  way 
At  Ilis  command : 
The  watery  deep  I  pass 
With  Jesus  in  my  view, 
And  through  the  howling  ^vilderacss 
My  way  puraue. 

The  goodly  land  I  see, 
With  peace  and  plenty  blest, 
A  land  of  sacred  lii)erty, 
And  endless  rest  : 
There  milk  and  honey  flow, 
And  oil  and  wine  abound, 
And  trees  of  life  forever  grow, 
With  Mercy  crown  d. 

• 

There  dwells  the  Lord  our  King, 
The  Lord  our  Righteousness, 
Triumphant  oVr  tlie  world  and  sin, 
The  Prince  of  Peace  1 
On  Zion's  sacred  height 
His  kingdom  still  maintains, 
And,  glorious  with  His  saints  in  light, 
Forever  reigns ! 

He  keeps  His  own  secure ; 
Ho  guards  them  by  His  side ; 
Arrays  in  garments  white  and  pure 
His  spotless  Bride ; 
With  streams  of  sacred  bliss. 
With  groves  of  living  joys, 
With  all  the  fruits  of  Paradise, 
He  still  supplies. 

Before  the  great  Tliree-One 

They  all  exulting  stnnd. 
And  tell  the  wonders  Ho  liath  done 
Through  all  their  land ; 

The  listening  spheres  attend 

And  swell  the  growing  fame, 
And  sing,  in  songs  which  jaever  end, 

.    The  wondrous  Name. 

Tlie  God  who  reigns  on  high 
Tlie  great  archangels  sing. 
And,  "Holy,  holy,  holy,"  cry, 
**  Almighty  King! 
Who  WAS,  and  is,  the  same. 
And  evermore  shall  be  I 
Jehovah  I  Father !  great  I  Am  I 
We  worship  Thee  I  " 

Before  the  Saviour's  face 
The  rnnsom'd  nations  bow ; 
O'erwhelm'd  at  His  almighty  grace, 
Forever  new : 
He  shows  His  prints  of  love, — 
They  kindle  to  a  flame  I 
And  sound,  through  all  the  worlds  above. 
The  slaughtered  Lamb. 

The  whole  triumphant  host 
Give  thanks  to  God  on  high ;  • 
**Hail,  Father;  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost," 
They  ever  cry : 
Hail,  Abraham's  God,  and  mine ! 
I  join  the  heavenly  lays ; 
All  might  and  majesty  arc  Thino, 

And  endless  praise.   Tlwmas  Olivers. 


14§1.  OODi  All  Things  firom. 

Thou,  Lord,  who  rcar'st  the  mountains*  height. 
And  mak'st  the  cliff  with  sunshine  bright. 
Oh  grant  that  I  may  own  Thy  hand, 
No  less  in  every  grain  of  sand ! 

Witii  forests  huge  of  dateless  time, 
Thy  will  hath  hung  eacli  peak  sublime ; 
But  withered  leaves  beneath  a  tree 
Have  tongues  that  tell  as  loud  of  Thee. 

While  clouds  to  clouds  through  ages  call. 
Thou  pour'st  the  thundering  waterfall ; 
But  every  silent  drop  of  dew 
Reflects  Thy  ordered  world  to  view. 

In  all  the  immense,  the  strange,  the  old. 
Thy  presence  careless  men  bohold ; 
In  all  the  little,  weak,  and  mean, 
By  faith  be  Thou  as  clearly  seen. 

Teach  Thou  that  not  a  leaf  can  grow 
Till  life  from  Thee  within  it  flow; 
That  not  a  speck  of  dust  can  be, 
O  Fount  of  Being  1  save  by  Thee. 

Instruct  my  soul,  by  shows  distraught. 
Too  vast  and  loud  for'  peaceful  thought. 
That  every  quiet  mote  and  gleam 
With  Thee,  to  musing  spirits,  beam. 

Inspire  me,  Thou,  in  every  glance 
Of  all  our  dreams  confuse  as  chance. 
In  every  change  of  mortal  things, 
To  see  a  power  from  Thee  that  springs. 

I  In  every  human  word  and  deed, 
Each  flash  of  feeling,  will,  or  creed. 
To  know  a  plan  ordained  above. 
Begun  and  ending  all  in  love. 

So  smallest  bubbles  here  on  earth 
With  me  shall  claim  a  heavenly  birth. 
And  each  faint  atom  passing  by 
Seem  bright  with  Thine  eternal  eye. 

So  best  we  learn  what  light  sublime 
!  Is  hid  within  the  clouds  of  time. 
Whose  darkness,  dreadful  though  it  be. 
From  those  who  seek  conceals  not  Thee. 

John  Stcrliitg, 

14§3.  OOD,  Anthem  to. 

Harps  of  eternity !   begin  the  song, 
Kedeemed,  and  angel  harps  I  begin  to  God, 
Begin  the  anthem  ever  sweet  and  new, 
Wliile  I  extol  Ilira  holy,  just,  and  good. 
Life,  beauty,  light,  intelligence,  and  love  ? 
Eternal,  uncreated,  infinite! 
Unsearchable  Jehovah !  God  of  truth  ! 
3Iaker,  upholder,  governor  of  all : 
Thyself  unmade,  ungovemed,  unuj)lield. 
Omnipotent,  unchangeable,  Great  God  ! 
Exhaustless  fulness !  giving  unimpaired ! 
Bounding  immensity,  unspread,  unbound ! 
Highest  and  best !  Ijcginning,  middle,  end. 
All-seeing  Eye  1  all-seeing,  and  unseen ! 
Hearing,   unheard  1    all  knowing,  and  un- 
known I 
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Above  all  praise  I  above  all  height  of  thought  I 
Proprietor  of  immortjility  I 
Glory  ineffable !  Bliss  underived !     [ousncss, 
Of  old  Thou  bnild'st  Thy  throne  on  righte- 
Bcfore  the  morning  Stars  their  song  began, 
Or  silence  heard  the  voice  of  praise.     Thou 

Liid'st 
Eternity's  foundation  stone,  and  saw'st 
Life  and  existence  out  of  Thee  Ijegin.      fstiU 
Mysterious  more,  the  more  displayed,  whore 
Upon  Thy  glorious  throne  Thou  sitt'st  alone ; 
Hast  sat  alone ;  and  shalt  forever  sit 
Alone ;  invisible,  immortal  One  I 
Bo*hind  essential  brightness  unbeheld. 
Incorapn»hensible !  vt'hat  weight  shall  weigh. 
What  measure  measure  Thee  i  what  know  we 

more  [taught, 

Of  Thee,  what  need  to  know,  than  Tliou  hast 
And  bid'st  us  still  repeat,  at  mom  and  even — 
God !  everlasting  Father  I  holy  One  I 
Our  God,  our  Father,  our  Eternal  All.  [turn ; 
Source  whence  we  came ;  and  whither  we  re- 
Who  made  our  spirits,  who  our  Iwdios  made ; 
Who  made  the  heaven,  who  miulc  the  flowery 

land ;  [all ; 

Wlio  made  all  made;    who  orders,  governs 
Who  walks  upon  the  wind ;  who  liolds  the 

wave 
In  hollow  of  Thy  hand;   whom  thunders 

wait ;  [()1>ey : 

Whom  tempests  serve;    whom  flaming  fires 
Who  guides  the  circuit  of  the  endless  years  : 
And  sittst  on  high,  and  mak'st  creation's  top 
Thy  footstool:  and  bchold'st  below  Thee, 

all- 
All  naught,  all  less  than  naught,  and  vanity, 
like  transient  dust  that  hovers  on  the  scale. 
Ten  thousand  worlds   are  scattered  in  Tliy 

lireath. 
Thou  sitt'st  on  high,  and  measur'st  destinies. 
And  days,  and  months,  and  wide,  revolving 
And  dost  according  to  Tliy  holy  will ;  [years: 
And  none  can  stay  Thy  hand;    and  none 

withhold 
Thy  glory ;  for  in  judgment.  Thou,  as  well 
As  mercy,  art  exalted  clay  and  night : 
Past,  present,  future,  magnify  Thy  name. 
Thy  works  all  i>raise  Thee :  all  Thy  angels 

praise : 
Thy  saints  adore,  and  on  Tliy  altars  bum 
The  fragrant  incense  of  perpetual  love. 
They  pmise  Thee  now:    tlieir  hearts,    their 

voices  pm»se, 
And  swell  the  rapture  of  the  glorious  song. 
IIaq> !  lift  thy  voice  on  high — shout,  angels, 

shout ! 
And  loudest,  ye  redeemed !  gloi-y  to  God, 
And  to  the  Lamb,  who  bought  us  with  His 

blood. 
From  every  kindred,  nation,  people,  tongue ; 
And  washed,  imd  sanctified,  and  saved  our 

souls ; 
And  gave  us  robes  of  linen  pure,  and  crowns 
Of  life,  and  made  us  kings  and  jiriests  to  God. 
Shout  back  to  ancient  Time  1  Sing  loud,  and 

wave 


Your  palms  of  triumph !  sing,  Where  is  thy 

sting, 
O  Death  ?  where  is  thy  victory,  O  grave  ? 
Thanks  l>e  to  (Jod,  eternal  thanks,  who  gave 
Us  victory  through  Jesus  Ohrist  our  Lortl. 
Ilai-p,  lift  thy  voice  on  high !  shout,  angels, 

shout, 
And  loud(^t,  ye  redeemed !  glory  to  God, 
And  to  the  Lamb — all  glory  and  all  praise ; 
All  glory  and  all  praise,  at  mom  and  even. 
That  come  and  go  eternally  ;  and  find 
Us  happy  still,  and  Thee  forever  blest. 
Glory  to  God,  and  to  the  Lamb.     Amen. 
Forever,  and  forevermore.     Amen. 

lif/bert  Pollol . 

1483.  QOA  Attraokioiu  of.. 

And  as  the  waxing  moon  can  take 

The  tidal  waters  in  her  wake. 

And  lead  them  round  and  round  to  bi*eak 

OI>edient  to  her  drawings  dim ; 
So  may  the  movements  of  His  mind, 
The  first  Great  Father  of  mankind. 
Affect  with  answering  movements  blind, 

And  draw  the  souls  that  breathe  by  Him. 

Jean  Ligelow, 

1484,  GOD,  AttribntoB  of: 

O  God,  thou  bottomless  abyss  ! 

Thee  to  perfection  who  can  know  ? 
O  height  immense  !  what  words  suflSce, 

Thy  countless  attributes  to  show  ? 
Unfatl;iomablc  depths  Thou  art ; 

O  plunge  me  in  Thy  mercy's  sea  I 
Void  of  trae  wisdom  is  my  heart ; 

With  love  embrace  and  cover  me ! 
Wliile  Thee,  all  infinite,  I  set 

By  faith  l>efore  my  ravished  eye ; 
My  weakness  bends  beneath  the  weight ; 

0'eri)owei'ed  I  sink,  I  faint,  I  die ! 

Eternity  Tliy  fohntain  was, 

Whicli,  like  Thee,  no  beginning  knew ; 
Thou  Avast  ere  time  began  liis  race, 

Ere  glowed  with  stai*s  the  ethereal  blue. 
Greatness  unspeakable  is  Thine ; 

Greatness,  whose  undiminished  ray, 
When  short-lived  worlds  are  lost,  shall  shine, 

When  earth  and  heaven  arc  fled  away. 
Unchangeable,  all-perfect  Lord, 

Essential  life's  unbounded  sea. 
What  lives  and  moves,  lives  by  Thy  word, 

It  lives,  and  moves,  and  is,  from  Thee. 

Thy  parent-hand.  Thy  fomiing  skill. 

Firm  fixed  this  universal  chain ; 
Else  empty  barren  darkness  still 

Had  held  its  unmolested  reign. 
Whatever  in  earth  or  sea  or  sky 

Escapes  or  strikes  the  searching  eye, 
By  Thee  was  to  perfection  brought  I 

High  is  Thy  power  above  all  height ; 
Wliate'er  Thy  will  decrees  is  done ; 

Thy  wisdom,  equal  to  Thy  might, 
Only  to  Thee,  O  Gkxl,  is  known ! 

Heaven's  glory  is  Thy  awful  throne, 
Yet  earth  partakes  Thy  gracious  sway : 
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Vain  man  ?  thy  wisdom  folly  own. 

Lost  is  thy  reason^s  feeble  ray. 
What  our  dim  eye  could  never  see 

Is  plain  and  naked  to  Thy  sight ; 
What  thickest  darkness  veils,  to  Thee 

Shines  clearly  as  the  morning  light ; 
In  light  Thon  dweirst ;  light  that  no  shade, 

No  variation  ever  knew ; 
Heaven,  earth,  and  heU  stand  all  displayed, 

And  open  to  Thy  piercing  view. 

Thon,  tme  and  only  God,  lead^st  forth 

The  Immortal  armies  of  the  sky ; 
Thon  langhest  to  scorn  the  gods  of  earth ; 

Thou  thunderest  and  amazed  they  fly  I 
With  downcast  eye  the  angelic  choir 

Appear  be  fore  .Thy  awfid  face ; 
Trembling  they  strike  the  golden  lyre  [praise. 

And  through  heaven^s  vault  resound  Thy 
In  earth,  in  heaven,  in  all,  Thon  art ; 

The  conscious  creature  feels  Thy  nod, 
Whose  forming  hand  on  every  part 

Impressed  the  image  of  its  God. 

Thine,  Lord,  is  wisdom.  Thine  alone  I 

Justice  and  truth  before  Thee  stand : 
Tet,  nearer  to  Thy  sacred  throne, 

Mercy  withholds  Thy  lifted  hand. 
Each  evening  shows  Thy  tender  love ; 

Each  risins  mom  Thy  plenteous  grace : 
Thy  wakened  wrath  doth  slowly  move : . 

Thy  willing  mercy  flies  apace. 
To  Thy  benign,  indulgent  care, 

Father,  this  light,  this  breath  we  owe ; 
And  all  we  have,  and  all  we  are, 

Prom  Thee,  great  Source  of  being,  flow. 

Parent  of  Gk>od,  Thy  bounteous  hand 

Incessant  blessings  down  distils. 
And  all  in  air  or  sea  or  land 

With  plenteous  food  and  gladness  fills. 
All  things  in  Thee  live,  move,  and  are ; 

Thy  power  infused  doth  all  sustain ; 
Even  those  Thy  daily  favors  share. 

Who  thankless,  spurn  Thy  easy  reign. 
Thy  sun  Thou  bidd'st  his  genial  ray 

Alike  on  all  impartial  jPpur ; 
To  all  who  hate  or  bless  Thy  sway. 

Thou  bi^d'st  descend  the  fruitful  shower. 

Yet  while  at  length,  who  scorned  Thy  might 

Shall  feel  Thee  a  cx)nsuming  flre ; 
How  sweet  the  joys,  the  crown  how  bright, 

Of  those  who  to  Tliy  love  aspire ! 
All  creatures  praise  the  eternal  Name, 

Ye  hosts  that  to  His  court  belong 
Cherubic  choirs,  seraphic  flames 

Awake  the  everlasting  song  I 
Thrice  Holy  1  Thine  the  kingdom  is. 

The  power  omnipotent  is  Thine ; 
And  when  created  nature  dies. 

Thy  never-ceasing  glories  shine. 

Breithauptf  tr,  "by  J,  Wesley, 

1495.  OOD,  Book  (A 

There  is  a  book,  who  runs  may  read. 

Which  heavenly  truth  imparts. 
And  all  the  lore  its  scholars  need. 

Pure  eyes  and  Christian  hearts. 


The  works  of  God,  above,  below. 

Within  us  and  around. 
Are  pages  in  that  book,  to  show 

How  God  Himself  is  found. 

The  glorious  sky,  embracing  all. 

Is  uke  the  Maker's  love, 
Wherewith  encompassed,  great  and  small 

In  peace  and  order  move. 

The  moon  above,  the  Church  below, 

A  wondrous  race  they  run ; 
But  all  their  radiance,  all  their  glow. 

Each  borrows  of  its  sun. 

The  Saviour  lends  the  light  and  heat 

That  crowns  His  holy  hill ; 
The  saints,  like  stars,  around  His  seat 

Perform  their  courses  stilL 

The  saints  above  are  stars  in  heaven ; 

What  are  the  saints  on  earth  ? 
Like  trees  they  stand,  whom  God  has  given, 

Our  Eden's  happy  birth. 

Faith  is  their  flx'd  unswerving  root^ 

Hope  their  unfading  flower ; 
Fair  deeds  of  charity  their  £*uit, 

The  glory  of  their  bower. 

The  dew  of  heaven  is  like  Thy  grace; 

It  steals  in  silence  down ; 
But,  where  it  lights,  the  favored  place 

By  richest  frmts  is  known. 

One  name,  above  all  glorious  names, 

With  its  ten  thousand  tongues 
The  everlastinf  sea  proclaims. 

Echoing  angelic  songs. 

The  raging  flre,  the  roaring  wind. 

Thy  Doundless  power  display : 
But  in  the  ^ntler  breeze  we  flnd 

Thy  Spinfs  viewless  way. 

Two  worlds  are  ours :  'tis  only  sin 

Forbids  us  to  descry, 
The  mystic  heaven  and  earth  within. 

Plain  as  the  sea  and  sky. 

Thou  who  hast  given  me  eyes  to  see 

And  love  this  sight  so  fair. 
Give  me  a  heart  to  find  ont  Thee, 

And  read  Thee  everywhere.    John  Kebie, 

14§6«  OOD,  Bonndless  Love  o£ 

Could  we  with  ink  the  ocean  fill,      [made, 

Were   the  whole  world  of  pardunent 
Were  every  single  stick  a  quill, 

Were  every  man  a  scribe  by  trade ; 
To  write  the  love  of  (Jod  alone. 

Would  drain  the  ocean  dry ; 
Nor  would  the  scroll  contain  the  wholes 

Though  stretched  from  sky  to  sky. 

14Sy.  OOD,  Oare  of. 

There  is  an  Eye  that  never  sleeps 
Beneath  the  wing  of  night ; 
There  is  an  ear  that  never  shuts 
When  sink  the  beams  of  light 
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There  is  an  Ann  that  never  tires 
"When  hnman  strength  gives  way ; 
Thera  is  a  Love  that  never  fails 
THien  earthly  loves  decay. 

That  Eye  is  fix^d  on  seraph  throngs ; 
That  Ear  is  fill'd  with  angeVs  songs ; 
That  Arm  upholds  the  worlds  on  high ; 
That  Love  is  throned  beyond  the  sky. 

Bp,  Heber, 
14M.  QOD,  Bdl^t  in. 

I  love,  and  have  some  cause  to  love,  the  earth : 
She  is  my  Maker's  creature,  therefore  good ; 

She  is  my  mother,  for  she  gave  me  birth ; 
She  is  my  tender  nurse,  Sig  gives  me  food : 
But  what^s   a  creature,   Lord,   compared 

with  Thee  ? 
Or  what's  my  mother  or  my  nurse  to  me  t 

I  love  the  air — ^her  damty  sweets  refresh 

My  drooping  soul,  and  to  new  sweets  invite 

me ;  [their  flesh. 

Her  ahriU-monthed  choir  sustain  me  with 

And  with  their  polyphonian  notes  delight 

me :  [she 

But  what*s  the  air,  or  all  the  sweets  that 

Can  bless  my  soul  withal,  compared  to 

Thee? 

I  love  the  sea, — she  is  my  fellow-creature, 

My  careful  purveyor;   she  provides  me 

store ;  [greater ; 

She  walls  me  round;  she  makes  my  diet 

She  wafts   my  treasure  from   a  foreign 

shore ;  [Thee, 

But,  Lord  of  oceans,  when  compared  with 

What  is  the  ocean  or  her  wealth  to  me  9 

To  heaven^s  high  city  I  direct  my  journey. 

Whose  spangled  suburbs  ent^tain  mine 

eye — 

nine  eye,  by  contemplation's  great  attorney. 

Transcends  the  crystal  pavement  of  the  sky ; 

But  what  is  heaven,  great  Qod,  compared 

to  Thee  ?  [to  me. 

Without  Thy  presence,  heaven's  no  heaven 

Without  Thy  presence,   earth  gives  no  re- 
fection ;  [ure ; 
Without  Thy  presence,  sea  affords  no  treas- 
Without  Thy  presence,  air*s  a  rank  infection ; 
Without  Thy  presence,  heaven's  itself  no 

pleasure : 
If  not  possessed^  if  not  enjoyed  in  Thee, 
What's  earth,  or  sea,  or  air,  or  heaven  to  me  ? 

The  highest  honors  that  the  world  can  boast 
Are  subjects  far  too  low  for  my  desire ; 

The  brightest  beams  of  glory  are,  at  most. 
But  dying  sparkles  of  Thy  living  fire ; 
The  loudest  flames  that  earth  can  kindle  be 
But  nightly  glow-worms  if  compared  to 
Thee. 


Without  Thy  presence,  wealth  is  bags  of  cares 
Wisdom  but  folly ;  joy,  disquiet,  sadness 

Friendship  ia  treason,  and  delights  are  snares 
Pleasures  but  pain,  and  mirth  but  pleasing 
madness — 


Without  Thee,  Lord,  things  be  not  what 

they  be,  [Thee. 

Nor  have  their  bemg,  when  compared  with 

In  having  all  things,  and  not  Thee,  what 
have  I  f  [got  ? 

Not  having  Thee,  what  have  my  labors 
Let  me  enjoy  out  Thee,  what  further  crave  I  ? 
And  having  Thee  alone,  what  have  I  not  ? 
I  wish  nor  sea,  nor  land,  nor  would  I  be 
Possessed  of  heaven,  heaven  unpossessed  of 
Thee  I  Francis  QuarUi. 

14§9«  QOD^Diioofwyofi 

To  critic  cold  and  sly  God  never  yet  appeared ; 
No  riddle  ever  was  by  logic  solved  ^and 
cleared :  [see. 

It  takes  a  pure  and  humble  heart  the  Lord  to 
And  free-winged  wit  to  soar  through  mystery. 
Orient<il^  tr,  hy  W.  B,  Alger. 

14M.  ODD,  Etanity  of; 

God  liveth  ever  I 
Wherefore,  soul,  despair  thou  never  t 
He  who  can  earth  and  heaven  control. 

Who  spreads  the  clouds  o'er  sea  and  land. 
Whose  presence  fills  the  mighty  whole. 
In  each  true  heart  is  close  at  hand. 
Love  Him,  He  will  surely  send 
Help  and  joy  that  never  end. 
,  Soul,  remember  in  thy  pains, 
God  o'er  all  forever  reigns  1 

€k>d  liveth  ever  I 
Wherefore,  soul,  despair  thou  never  I 
Scarce  canst  thou  bear  thy  cross  ?  Then  fly 

To  Him  where  rest  is  only  sweet ; 
Thy  Gk>d  is  great,  His  mercy  nigh. 
His  strength  upholds  the  tottering  feet 
Trust  Him,  for  His  grace  is  sure, 
Ever  doth  His  truth  endure ; 
Soul,  forget  not  in  thy  pains, 
God  o'er  all  forever  reigns ! 

God  liveth  ever  t 
Wherefore,  soul,  despair  thou  never ! 
What  though  thou  tread  with  bleeding  feet 

A  thorny  path  of  grief  and  gloom. 
Thy  €k>d  will  choose  the  way  most  meet 
To  lead  thee  heavenward,  lead  thee  home. 
For  this  life's  long  night  of  sadness. 
He  will  g^ve  thee  peace  and  gladness  I 
Soul,  forget  not  in  thy  pains, 
God  o'er  all  forever  reigns  I      JZehn, 

14n«  GOB  Erarywhere  Praent. 

Where'er  I  turn  my  restless  eye,  [to  sphere. 
Wandering  from  earth  to  heaven,  from  sphere 
Great  God  I  I  feel  Thy  present  Deity, 
Everywhere  feel  Thee— Thou  art  everywhere. 
Yes  I  Thou  art  there — above  the  empyreum 
Veiled  all  in  light :  [high. 

Filling  creation  with  Thy  presence  bright, 
With  the  proud  splendor  of  Thy  majesty. 
The  little  flower  that  grows 
Beneath  me ;  the  gigantic  mountain  steep, 
Wliose  brow  is  covered  with  eternal  snows, 
Whose  roots  arc  planted  in  the  deep ; 
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The  breeze  that  munnurini^  blows 
Among  the  green  leaves,  rustling  in  the  sun, 
And  yonder  glorious  star,  advancing  on, 
Gladdening  earth,  heaven,  and  all  things  as 

he  goes ; 
These  tell  me  that  'tis  Thou        [whose  wing, 
Who   giv'st  tliat  sun   his  brightness — ^Thou 
Upon  the  rapid  whirlwind  journeying. 
From  11  le  Aurora  to  tlic  West  doth  go  ; 
And  that  the  mountain's  towering  height 
Is  Thy  majestic  throne  :  [blooms  alone. 

And  that  the  flower  which  breathes  and 
Breathes,  blooms  in  Thy  pure  sight. 

'Tis  Thine  immensity  [ed, 

Which  compasses  all  this,  and  more ;  confess- 
As  in  the  greatest — in  the  least ; 
Atom — or  comet,  blazing  through  the  sky : 
Thine  is  the  circling  rol)e 
Of  darkness.  Thine  the  subtle  veil 

0  f  the  opening  morning  pale,  [s^o\ )c. 
When  fii-st  she  throws  her  glories  o'er  the 
And  when  the  spring  descends 

On  the  wide  world,  and  decks  her  joyous 

Iwwers, 
Thou  smilest  gently  in  her  loveliest  flowers ; 
Thy  spirit  with  their  sweetest  odors  blends. 
When  the  red  Sinus  bears 
His  burning  ardors  through  the  summer  hour, 
Thy  breezes  play  among  the  swelling  care. 
And  calm  and  temper  his  too  furious  i)ower. 

1  seek  the  leafy  shade  [trees 
And  Thou  art  there ;  among  the  welcoming 
I  feel  Thy  visitings  in  the  freshened  breeze  ; 
My  spirit  rests — my  cares,  my  sorrows  fade. 

Then  a  religious  fear 

Troubles  my  bosom,  and  I  hear  a  sound : 

**  Humbly  adore  Him  here, 

In  this  mysterious  solitude  profound.'' 

Thou  art  upon  the  mighty  waves 

Of  the  deep  sea ;  and  Tliou  dost  bind 

The  bureting  fury  of  the  wind — 

Or  let  it  loose,  when  the  wild  tempest  raves. 

Wlierc'er  I  go,  where'er  I  turn, 

I  sec  Thee,  feel  Thee  I — ^in  the  flowery  mead, 

As  in  the  starry  field  above  our  head, 

Where  such  unnumbered  torches  bum. 

Thou  art  the  God  of  atoms — as  of  suns  ! 

Of  the  poor,  perishing  worm 

That  in  the  dust  tlie  eye  of  mortals  shuns, 

Or  nngols  pure,  M'ho  veil  their  dazzled  form 

Before  Tliee  !     Thou  dost  hear  the  hynm 

Of  this  Thy  lowly  worshipi>er;  of  the  poor 

And  innocent  lamb  the  bleatings,  as  the  roar 

Of  tlic  fierce  lion,  or  of  seraphim 

The  anthem ;  and  to  all  beneficent 

Thou  ])en(lest  down  Tliine  car,  and  givest 

Their  destined  portion.     Thou,  who  rcignest. 

Eternally,  the  offering  I  present  [livest 

Accept  in  mercy;  mercifully  view 

This  transitory  being ;  let  me  stand 

As  ever  in  Thy  presence — sec  Thy  hand 

In  all  things,  and  in  all  Thy  wisdom  too. 

Pill  up  my  mounting  soul 

With  holy  ardor  ;  that  where'er  T  tread, 

Like  Tliee  I  may  a  blessed  influence  shed, 


And  own    Thee,   trace    Thee    througli    the 

extended  whole 
Of  the  wide  universe.     The  race  of  man 
Are  all  Thy  sons — the  Tartar,  Laplander, 
Rude  Indian,  and  the  sunburnt  African — 
Thine  image  all— and  all  my  brethren  are. 
Melerulez,  tr,  hy  John  Bowinng,- 

14M.  aOD  a  Father. 

Great  system  of  perfections  I     Mighty  Cause 
Of  causes  mighty  I    Cause  uncaused!    Sole 

Root 
Of  nature,  that  luxuriant  growth  of  God  ! 
First  father  of  effects,  that  progeny 
Of  endless  series !  (where  the  golden  chain  s 
Last  link  admits  a  period,  who  can  tell?) 
Father  of  all  that  is  or  heard,  or  hears  ! 
Father  of  all  that  is  or  seen,  or  sees ! 
Father  of  all  that  is,  or  shall  arise  ! 
Father  of  this  immeasurable  mass 
Of  matter  multiform;  or  dense,  or  rare; 
Opaque  or  lucid;  rapid,  or  at  rest; 
Minute,  or  passing  l>ound !  in  each  extreme 
Of  like  amaze  and  mystery  to  man. 
Father  of  these  bright  millions  of  the  night! 
Of  which  the  least  full  Godhead  had  pro- 
claimed. 
And  thrown  the  gazer  on  his  knee — Or  say. 
Is  appellation  higher  still  Tliy  choice  ? 
Father  of  matter  s  temporary  lords  1 
Father  of  s]>irits  I  (nobler  offspring  !  sparks 
Of  high  paternal  glory !  rich  endowed 
With   various    measures    and   with    various 
Of  instinct,  reason,  intuition!  beams   [modfs 
i^Iore  pale  or  briglit  from  day  divine,  to  break 
The  dark  of  matter  organized — the  ware 
Of  all  created  spirit  I  beams  that  rise 
Each  over  other  in  superior  light. 
Till  the  last  ripens  into  lustre  stronir. 
Of  next  approacli  to  GoonEAD.)  Father  fond 
TFar  fonder  than  e'er  lx>re  that  name  on  earth) 
Of  intellectual  beings  I  beings  blessed      [ply 
With  powers  to  please  Thee — not  of  passive 
To  laws  they  know  not ;  IxMUgs  lodged  in  seats 
Of  well-adapted  joys,  in  dififen'nt  domes 
Of  this  imperial  palace  for  thy  sons — 
Of  this  proud,  populous,  well-policied,  [Thee: 
Though  boundless    habitation,   planned  hy 
Whose  several  clans  their  several  climates  suit, 
iVnd  transposition,  doubtless,  would  destroy. 

Edicanl  Young. 

1493.  OOD,  Fnlnen  o£ 

A  million  beats  of  man's  unit<?d  heart 
Are  fainter  than  one  throb  of  ocean's  pulse, 

Which  thrills  her  awful  veins  in  every  part, 
And  throws  up  waifs  of  shells  and  crimson 
dulse. 

A  million  tides  of  ocean's  weltering  breast 
Arc  weaker  than  one  glance  that  lights  the 
sun, 

Wlien  in  tlie  bannered  east  he  breaks  liis  rest. 
His  race  gigantic  round  the  sky  to  run. 

A  million  journeys  of  the  sun's  swift  foot 
Arc  smaller  than  one  limit  of  the  space 
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Tlirough  which  the  tree  of  life  from  being's 

root  [en^8  face. 

Upsprings,  pc^dered  with  stars,  in  hear- 

A  million  trees  of  life,  with  all  their  loads, 
But  poorly  God^s  profound  domain  roveal : 

The  crowds  of  worlds  that  throng  heayen^s 
thickest  roads 
Are  letters  of  a  word  his  lips  unscaL 

A  million  worlds,  Tfith  nniverses  rife. 
His  all-creative  might  can  nowise  drain : 

When  closing  order  bounds  chaotic  strife, 
His  folncss  as  before  doth  still  remain. 

That  fulness  sach,  in  trath^s  stupendous  force. 
That  to  His  thought  serene  and  tender  gaze, 

The    foulest   insect,  warbling  through  its 
course, 
Ib  just  as  near  as  seraph  in  his  blaze. 

Yea,  though  all  worlds  of  space  would  be, 
combined. 
Too  small  to  fit  His  finger  to  a  rinff  ^ 
Yet  is  He  not  to  humblest  creatures  blmd. 
But  daily  spreads  their  board,  and  hears 
them  sing. 

Each  tear  forlorn  that  trickles  down  man*s 
cheeks. 
He  marks,  and  pities  every  aching  sigh ; 
Togive  them  compensation  ever  sesks ; 
l%eir  life- woes  shares;    and  takes  them 
when  they  die. 

And  in  His  home— though  psans  swept  the 
halls, 
And  glory  domed  the  universal  height — 
If  over  one  poor  soul  hell  spread  its  palls. 
There  would  be  night,  and  wailing  in  the 
night.  Oriental^  tr.  hy  W.  i?.  Alger. 

14M,  GOD,  aiimpMi  oK 

In  days  of  old,  on  Sinai,  the  Lord  Jehovah 

came,  '  [fiame  I — 

In  majesty  of  terror,  in  thunder-cloud  and 
On  Tabor,  with  the  glory  of  sunniest  light  to 

rest,  [pressed. 

The  excellence  of  beauty  in  Jesus  was  ex- 
All  hours  and  days  inclined  there,  and  did 

Thee  worship  meet ; 
The  sun  himself  adored  Thee,  and  bowed 

him  at  Thy  feet : 
While  Moses  and  Elias  upon  the  Holy  Mount 
The  co-eternal  glory  of  Cluist  our  God  recount 

O  holy,  wondrous  vision  I  but  what^  when 
this  life  past,  [heaven  at  last  ? 

The  beauty  of  Mount  Tabor  shall  end  in 

But  what,  when  all  the  glory  of  uncreated 
light  [win  the  fight  ? 

Shall  be  the  promised  guerdon  of  them  that 

Commas. 

14M.  GOD,  Glory  o& 

An  aged  Sultan  placed  before  his  throne  one 

day  [one  clay ; 

Three  urns :  one  golden  was,  one  amber,  and 

23 


When  with  his  royal  seal  the  alaves  had 

sealed  each  urn,  [in  turn. 

He  ordered  his  three  sons  to  take  their  choice 

Upon  the  golden  vase  the  word  Empire  was 

writ ;  *  [jewds  stud. 

The  haughty  word  resplendent  groups  of 

The  eldest   grasped   the   golden  um,  and 

opened  it —  [with  blood  I 

But  shrank  in  horror  bade  to  find  it  filled 

The  word  Olory  upon  the  amber  vase  shone 

bright ;  [duster  o'er. 

The  lunng  word  fresh  wreathes  of  laurels 

The  second  diose  the  amber  um — apathetic 

flight  I  [now  known  no  more. 

*Twas  filled  with  dust  of  men  once  famed^ 

No  word  inscribed  upon  its  front  the  clay 

vase  bore,  [choice  had  saved. 

And  yet  for  this  the  youngest  prince  his 

He  ox>ed  the  um  of  day  his  father-s  feet 

before —  .  [there  engraved. 

And  lo  I  'twas  empty,  but  God*s  name  was 

The  Sultan  to  the  wondering  throng  of  cour- 
tiers turned,  [wdghed  the  most  ? 
And  asked  them  which  of  all  those  vases 
Ear  different  thoughts  within  their  various 
bosoms  bumed :  [host. 
Into  a  threefold  party  broke  the  courtier 

The  warriors  said,  ' 'The  golden  vase,  sjrmbol 

of  power."  [of  fame." 

The  poetB  said,  "  The  amber  vase,  emblem 

The  sages  said,   "The  clayey  vase,  God's 

name  its  dower:  [that  name." 

The  globe  is  lighter  than  one  letter  of 

Then  said  the  Sultan  to  his  sons :  "  Remember 

well  [this  day. 

The  meaninff  of  this  scene,  the  lesson  of 

When  your   lives'  dust   is   balanced   over 

heaven  and  hell,       [God  outweigh  ?  " 

Ah  I  think,  will  its  renown  the  name  of 

Oriental^  tr,  ly  W.  B,  Alger^ 

14M.  GOD^  Glory  ta 

To  Jehovah,  God  of  might, 

Everlasting,  infinite, 

Dwelling  in  His  boundless  heaven, 

Be  eternal  glory  given  t 

His  the  power,  the  love,  the  light. 

His  the  day  and  His  the  night, 

His  the  happy  blue  on  high. 

Earth's  green  round  of  spring  and  joy. 

Darkness  with  its  unseen  smile. 
Light  that  cheers  our  daily  toil, 
Midnight  with  its  silent  love 
Brooding  o'er  us  from  above. 
Rivers  with  thdr  gentle  song, 
Sea- waves  with  their  smiling  throng. 
Forests  bending  to  the  breeze, 
Calm  and  tempest,  all  are  His. 

Life  with  all  its  changes  here, 
Hopes  that  rise  above  this  sphere, 
Visions  of  the  far  and  nigh. 
Gleams  of  glad  eternity. 
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Peace  that  soothes  the  aching  soul. 
Health  that  makes  the  wounded  whole, 
Love  that  fills  the  heart  with  bliss, 
Song  and  silence,  all  are  His. 

Let  us  then  our  honor  bring 
To  this  mighty  Lord  and  mng, 
Let  a  new  and  ceaseless  song 
Break  from  every  heart  and  tongue. 
Praise  Him  as  the  God  of  migh^ 
Praise  Him  as  the  Lord  of  light. 
To  His  name  our  song  we  raise, 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  praise. 

Horatiui  Bonar, 

1407.  OOD^  OreAtMM  ofi 

"Lord,  Thou  art  great ! "  I  cry  when  in  the 
east 
The  day  is  blooming  like  a  rose  of  fire ; 
When,  to  partake  anew  of  lifers  rich  feast, 
Nature  and  man  awake  with  fresh  desire. 
When  art  Thou  seen  more  gracious,  God  of 

power, 
,Than  in  the  mom^s  great  resurrection  hour  ? 

"  Lord,  Thou  art  great  I  "  I  cry  when  black- 
ness shrouds  [nings  fiame. 

The  noon-day  heavens,  and  crinkling  light- 
And  on  the  tablet  of  the  thunder-clouds 

Li  fiery  letters  write  Thy  dreadful  name. 
When  art  Thou,  Lord,  more  terrible  in  wrath, 
Than  in  the  mid-day  tempest's  lowering  path  ? 

'^Lord,  Thou  art  gpreati "  I  cry  when  in  the 

west  [eye ; 

Day,  softly  vanquished,  shuts  his  glowing 

When  Bone-f easts  ring  from  eveiy  woodland 

And  all  m  melancholy  sweetness  die.  [nest, 

When  givest  Thou,  Lord,  our  hearts  more 

blessed  repose 
Than  in  the  magic  of  Thy  evemng  shows  t 

^'Lord,  Thou  ftrt  great  I"  I  cry  at  dead  of 

night,  [deep; 

When  silence  broods  alike-  on  land  and 

When  stars  go  up  and  down  the  blue-arched 

heights,  [sleep. 

And  on  the  silver  clouds  the  moonbeams 

When  beckonest  Thou,  O  Lord,  to  loftier 

heights. 
Than  in  the  silent  praise  of  holy  nights  ? 

"Lord,  Thou  art  gp%att  '*  in  nature^s  every 
form; 
Greater  in  none,  simply  most  great  in  all ; 
In  tears  and  teirors,   sunshine,  smile,  and 
storm, 
And  all  that  stirs  the  heart,  is  felt  Thy  calL 
*'Lord,  Thou  art  great  1 "  Oh,  let  me  praise 

Thy  name,  ' 

And  grow  in  greatness  as  I  Thine  proclaim. 

8^dd,  tr.  hy  0.  T.  Brooks. 

'  149§.  GOA  ImBMiltj  ot 

First,  Ifightiest  Deity  1  Eternal  Mind  I 

Revealed,  but  hidden  One  I 
Thou  in  a  vale  of  fadeless  glory  shrined, 

Tetto  all -seen  and  Imown  I 


Holy  Jehovah  I  whose  immortal  essence 

I  weigh  not,  but  confess  [enoe, 

And  feel  Thine  influence,  Thy  celestial  pres- 

In  all  my  happiness. 
All  lives,  all  breathes,  all  vegetates  in  Ihee ; 

Thy  power  all  being  gives ; 
The  bird  upsoars,  the  fiw  divides  the  sea, 

Man  understands,  and  lives. 
The  &irther  my  inquiring  thoughts  advance, 

The  farther  dost  Thou  fly ; 
And  naught  I  see,  but  mine  own  ignorance 

And  Thine  immensity.  [contain, 

Thee,  whom  the  heaven  of  heavens  cannot 

How  should  those  thoughts  embrace  ? 
My  feeble  reason  strives  and  soars  in  vain 

Thy  cloud-wrapped  path  to  trace. 
That  reason  in  the  infinite  recess 

Of  dazzling  light  is  drowned. 
And,  blinded  in  its  night  of  nothingness, 

Bows,  humbled  to  the  ground. 
For  if  to  man  to  know  Thee  it  were  given. 

He  would  be  like  to  Thee ;  [heaven 

Would  wrest   Thy  sceptre,   and   usurp  in 

Thy  throne  of  majesty. 
But  Thou  art  far  beyond  my  knowledge.  Lord, 

Filling  all  space^— all  time ; 
The  first — ^the  last — ungovemed  and  adored! 

Thou  mak^st  Thy  path  sublime. 
Thou  givest  motion  to  the  heavens ;  Thy  iumd 

Pours  out  the  deep,  proud  sea ; 
And  the  adamantine  pillars  of  the  land 

Are  reared  and  propped  by  Thee. 
Thy  way  is  in  th^  empyreum,  and  Thy  feet 

Tread  the  eternal  hills ; 
Yet  Thy  glance  visits  death's  prof  oundest  pit, 

And  niffht  with  brightness  fills ;      [nde, 
And  from  mat  car  of  light  where  Thon  dost 

Thine  eye,  serene  and  holy. 
Mourns  over  man's  intolerable  pride. 

Laughs  at  his  towering  f oUy. 
But  Thou  art  vaster  than  the  unbounded  sky, 

And  the  unf  athomed  ocean ; 
Thou  art,  and  wert  before  eternity — 

Before  or  rest  or  motion.        [they  biing 
How  shall  I  praise  Thee?    Seraphs,  when 

The  homage  of  their  lyre,  [wing. 

Veil  their  bright  face  beneath  their  flaming 

And  tremble  and  retire. 
Eternal  Majesty,  immense  abyss  1 

Light  and  Infinity  t 
Canst  Thou  unveil  Thee  to  a  worm  like  thist 

Not  'Tis  all  dark  to  me.  [speak, 

Who  art  Thou?  Where  ?  Oh,  condescend  to 

And  let  Thy  servant  hear ; 
Oh,  lend  me  wings,  and  I  my  Gk)d  will  seek 

Through  every  rolling  sphere, 
m  ask  the  rapid  wind,  PU  ask  the  stoim, 

ril  ask  Orion  bright : 
*'  Say,  hast  thou  seen  His  venerable  fbrm, 

The  shadow  of  His  light  ? " 
rU  meet  the  comet  in  his  fiery  way, 

Stay  Sirius  on  his  road ;  [daji 

ni  stop  the  hurrying  night,  the  hastaung 

To  tell  me  where  is  God  ? 
ril  ask — ^forgive  my  daring,  g^racious  One  I 

And  lead  the  wanderer  homo— 
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Oh,  may  I  catch  one  light-beam  itom  Thy 

Throngh  ages  yet  to  come  1  [throne, 

For  how  should  earthly  dust  presume  to  rise 

So  daringly,  so  high  ? 
And  how  should  dim  and  dying  mortal  eyes 

Bear  splendors  of  the  sky  9 
I  cannot  bear  them ;  but  I  feel  and  know 

That  Thou  art  everywhere ;  [low — 

And  worms  and  worlds,  the  lofty  and  the 

All,  all  Thy  power  declare ;  [love, 

All,  all  Thy  love  proclaim — ^Thy  power  and 

Obvious  to  every  sense ; 
And  heard  in  all,  around,  beneath,  above, 

In  varied  eloquence. 
1  see  Thee  in  the  flower ;  I  feel  Thee  still 

In  every  breath  of  air ; 
I  hear  Thee  in  the  music  of  the  rill^- 

God  I  Thou  art  everywhere. 
This  is  enough  all  sadness  to  control. 

All  doubts  and  fears  to  chase ; 
And  to  shed  over-my  enraptured  soul 

The  rivers  of  Thy  grace. 
To  contemplate,  enjoy,  admire,  adore, 

And  send  sweet  thoughts  toward  heaven ; 
What  can  an  earthly  spint  ask  for  more  9 

What  more  to  ma^  be  given  t 
Lost  in  Thy  works,  yet  full  of  humble  trust, 

I  close  the  worthless  lay ; 
Bow  down  my  reverent  forehead  in  £he  dust, 

And  in  meek  silence  pray. 

Mdendez,  tr.  oy  John  Bowring, 

1499*  OODf  Inoomprelieiiflilulity  of; 

Where  art  Thou?    Thout   Source  and  Sup- 
port of  all 
That  is  or  seen  or  felt.    Thyself  unseen, 
Unfelt,  unknown — alas,  unknowable  I 
I  look  abroad  among  Thy  works — ^the  sky. 
Vast,  distant,  glorious  with  its  world  of  suns ; 
Life-giving  earth,  and  ever-moving  main, 
And  speaking  winds — and  ask  if  these  are 

Theel 
The  stars  that  twinkle  on,  the^etemal  hills, 
The  restless  tide^s  outgoing  and  return. 
The  omnipresent  and  deep-breathing  air — 
Though  hailed  as  gods  of  old,  and  only  less, 
Ate  not  the  Power  I  seek;  are  Thine,  not 

Theel 
I  ask  Thee  from  the  past:  if  in  the  years. 
Since  first  intelligence  could  search  its  source, 
Or  in  some  former  unremembered  being, 
(If  such,  perchance,  were  mine),  did  they  be- 
And  next  interrogate  Futurity,    [hold  Thee  ? 
So  fondly  tenanted  with  bitter  things  [mute ; 
Than  e'er  experience  owned — ^but  both  are 
And  past  and  future,  vocal  on  all  else, 
So  full  of  memories  and  phantasies,       [turn 
Are  deaf  and  speechless  here  I    Fatigued,  I 
From  all  vain  parley  with  the  elements. 
And  close  my  eyes,  and  bid  the  thought 

turn  inward 
From  each  material  thing  its  anxious  guest. 
If,  in  the  stillness  of  the  waiting  soul, 
He  may  vouchsafe  Himself — Spirit  to  spirit  I 
O  Thou,  at  once  most  dreaded  and  desired. 
Pavilioned  still  in  darkness,  wilt  Thou  hide 
Theet 


What  though  the  rash  request  be  fraught  with 

fate. 
Nor  human. eye  may  look  on  Thine  and  livef 
Welcome  the  penalty !  let  that  come  now, 
Which  soon  or  late  must  come.    For  light 
Who  would  not  dare  to  die  ?  [Hko  this 

Peace,  my  proud  aim. 
And  hush  the  wish  that  knows  not  what  it  ' 

asks. 
Await  His  will,  who  hath  appointed  this, 
With  every  other  triaL    Be  that  will 
Done  now,  as  ever.    For  thy  curious  search. 
And  unprepared  solicitude  to  gaze       [stead. 
On  Him — ^the  Unrevealed — ^leam  hence,  in- 
To  temper  highest  hope  with  humbleness. 
Pass  thy  novitiate  in  these  outer  courts. 
Till  rent  the  vail,  no  longer  separating 
The  holiest  of  all — as  erst,  disclosing 
A  brighter  dispensation ;  whose  resiQts 
InefiEaole,  interminable,  tend 
Even  to  the  perfecting  thyself— thy  kind — 
Till  meet  for  that  sumime  beatitude, 
Bv  the  firm  promise  of  a  voice  from  heaven 
Pledged  to  the  pure  in  heart ! 

EUMa  Tcymtend. 

IMO.  OOA  laMtj  d, 

Thou,  Lord  I  art  all  in  all,  and  man  is  naught : 
For  though  in  privileged  hours  his  soaring 

thought  [light 

Would  seem  to  catch  a  glance  of  Thee,  'Hiy 
Soon  becomes  dazzling,  and  he  sinks  in  night. 
Tes  \  we  are  blind — and  when  we  most  aspire. 
Most  feel  our  weakness  and  our  vain  desire. 
We  trace  the  comets  in  their  orbits — ^fiy 
From  star  to  star,  across  the  crowded  sky. 
And,  far  beyond  what  natural  powers  discern. 
Guided  by  art,  we  nature's  mysteries  Icam : 
But  when  we  think  of  Thee — confounded, 

lost, 
From  one  proud  billow  to  another  tossed. 
Our  reason  wrecked,  the  horizon  shaded  o'er. 
We  dash  upon  a  dark  and  dangerous  shore. 

What  art  Thou,  Lord  ?    By  what  high  name, 

what  word 
Of  majesty,  shall  we  address  Thee,  Lord  ? 
God  1  awful  sound,  recess  of  mystery  I 
God  I  what  strange  notions  of  infinity. 
Infinity  of  wisdom,  power,  and  love,    [move. 
Through  the  stilled  heart  in  shadowy  visions 
Linked  with  all  space,  all  being,  deep  and 

vast: 
'Tis  a  vague  sense  of  future  and  of  past — 
Of  things  beyond  the  stars,  of  death,  of  birth. 
Of  a  winged  spirit  wandering  o'er  the  earth. 
Travelling  from  sun  to  sun,  of  whispering 

wind. 
Of  thunder,  of  a  more  than  mortal  mind. 
That  sometimes  visits  man :  a  rolling  flood 
Invisible ;  an  infinite  tide  of  good, 
O'erflowing  all ;  a  presence  in  the  air. 
Upon  the  land,  the  waters,  everywhere  I 
God  I   God !  word  written  on  the  waves,  im- 
pressed 
Upon  fair  Nature's  universal  breast, — 
Wafted  by  every  breeze,  and  borne  along 
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By  every  motion  that  has  sense  or  song— 
Splendent  above  and  beautiful  below, 
Tlie  soul  of  all  the  universe  art  Thou  I 
We  find  Thee  there — ^we  revel  in  the  thought 
,  Forgive  the  daring,  Lord  I  we  know  Thee  not 
When  man  hath  sealed   the  heavens,  and 

weighed  the  sun^ 
And  visited  the  stars — ^then,  Infinite  One  I 
Then  may  he,  then  though  still  unworthily, 
Lift  up  his  thoughts  and  turn  his  eyes  to  Thee ; 
To  Thee,  whose  glorious  brightness  human 
Ne'er  gazed  on  yet  in  its  intensity.  [eye 

0  God  I  I  tremble  when  on  Thee  I  think ; 

1  feel  as  if  I  shuddered  on  the  brink 
Of  profanation — yet  I  love  Thee :  read 

My  doubting,  fearing  heart—  it  loves  indeed  I 
Loves,  and  would  fidn  obey — O,  touch  the 

chord 
That  vibrates  at  Thy  name,  and  tune  it,  Lord  I 
To  reverence  and  to  virtue :  all  beside — 
The  vain  desires  of  folly  or  of  pride — 
All,  all  I  throw,  an  offering  at  Thy  feet ; 
Accept  that  homage,  Being  Infinite ! 

John  Bowring, 

1501.  OOA  Jewldi  Hynm  to. 

God  of  the  thunder !  from  whose  cloudy  seat 

The  fiery  winds  of  Desolation  flow ; 
Father  of  vengeance !  that  with  purple  feet 
Like  a  full  wine-press  tread'st  the  world 
below : 
The  embattled  armies  wait  Thy  sign  to  slay, 
Nor  springs  the  beast  of  havoc  on  his  prey. 
Nor  withering  Famine  walks  his  blasted  way. 
Till  Thou  hast  marked  the  guilty  land  for 
woe. 

God  of  the  rainbow !  at  whose  gracious  sign 
The  billows  of  the  proud  their  rage  suppress; 
Father  of  mercies  I  at  one  word  of  Thine 

An  Eden  blooms  in  the  waste  wilderness, 
And  fountain  spaikle  in  the  arid  sands, 
And  timbrels  ring  in  maidens'  glancing  hands, 
And  marble  cities  crown  the  laughing  lands. 
And  pillared  temples  rise  Thy  name  to  bless. 

O'er  Judah's  land  Thy  thunders  broke,  O  Lord  I 

The  chariots  rattled  o'er  her  sunken  gate, 
Her  sons  were  wasted  by  the  Assyrian's  sword, 
Even  her  foes  wept  to  see  her  fallen  sfate ; 
And  heaps  her  ivory  palaces  became. 
Her  princes  wore  the  captive's  garb  of  shame. 
Her  temples  sank  amid  the  smouldering  flame. 
For  Thou  didst  ride  the  tempest  doud  of 
fate. 

O'er  Judah's  land  Thy  rainbow,  Lord,  shall 
beam. 

And  the  sad  City  lift  her  crownless  head. 
And  songs  shall  wake  and  dancing  footsteps 
gleam  [dead. 

In  streets  where  broods  the  silence  of  the 
The  sun  shall  shine  on  Balem's  gilded  towers. 
On  Carmel's  side  our  maidens  cull  the  flowers 
To  deck  at  blushing  eve  their  bridal  bowers, 

And  angel  feet  the  glittering  Bion  tread. 


Thy  vengeance  gave  us  to  the  stranger's  hand, 

And  Abraham's  children  were  led  forth  for 

slaves. 

With  fettered  steps  we  left  our  pleasant  land, 

Envying  our  fathers  in  their  peaceful  graves. 

The  strangers'  bread  with  bitter  tears  we  steep, 

And  when  our  weary  eyes  should  sink  to  sleep, 

In  the  mute  midnight  we  steal  forth  to  weep. 

Where  the  pale  willows  shade  Euphrates' 

waves. 

The  bom  in  sorrow  shall  bring  forth  in  joy ; 
Thy  mercy.  Lord,  shall  \e&  Thy  childnsi 
home; 
He  that  went  forth  a  tender,  prattling  boy. 
Yet,  ere  he  die,  to  Salem's  streets  shall 
come ;  [bear, 

And  Canaan's  vines  for  us  their  fruit  shall 
And  Hermon's  bees  their  honeyed  stores  pre- 
pare, 
And  we  shall  kneel  again  in  thankful  prayer, 
Where  o'er   the  cherub-seated   God   foil 
blazed  the  irradiate  throne. 
*  Henry  Hart  MUmatu 

1503.  OODi  Lore  of. 

Why  comes  this  fragrance  on  the  summer 
breeze, 

The  blended  tribute  of  ten  thousand  flowers. 
To  me  a  frequent  wander  'mid  the  trees,  [ers  ? 

That  form  those  gay,  though  solitary  bow- 
One  answer  is  around,  beneath,  above. 
The  echo  of  the  voice,  that  *'  God  is  Love." 

Why  bursts  such  melody  from  bush  and  tree, 
The  overflowing  of  each  songster's  hearty 

So  fllling  mine  that  it  can  scarcely  be 
Content  to  listen,  but  would  take  its  part ) 

'Tis  but  one  song  I  hear  where'er  I  rove, 

Though  countless  be  the  notes,  that  "  God  is 
Love." 

In  heaven's  starred  pavement  at  the  midmght 
hour. 

In  roseate  hues  that  come  at  momihg  dawn. 
In  the  briffht  bow  athwart  the  falling  shower, 

In  W00&  and  waters,  hills  and  velvet  lawn. 
One  truth  is  written,  all  conspire  to  prove, 
What  grace  of  old  revealed,  that  '^Gk>d  is 


Lo 


ve. 
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Nor  let  this  pulse  of  health,  this  step  of  joy. 
This  heart  so  moved  with  beauty,  perfume, 
song. 
This  spirit,  soaring  through  a  gorgeous  sky, 

Or  diving  oceairs  coral  caves  among, 
Fleeter  than  darting  fish  or  swiftest  dov<y^ 
All,  all,  declare  the  same,  that ' '  God  is  Love." 

Datiei. 

IMS.  GOD,  ICajofty  oft 

Gk)d  is  a  Name  my  soul  adores — 
The  almighty  Three,  th'  eternal  One : 

Nature  and  grace,  with  all  their  powen^ 
Confess  the  Infinite  Unknown. 

From  Thy  great  self  Thy  being  springs-^ 
Thou  art  Thy  own  original, 
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Made  np  of  uncreated  things, 

And  self-suffidcncc  bears  them  alL 

Thy  voice  prodnced  the  sea  and  spheres ; 

Bade  the  Tvaves  roar,  the  planets  shine : 
But  nothing  like  thyself  appears 

Through  all  these  spacious  works  of  thine. 

Still  restless  nature  dies  and  grows : 

From  change  to  change  the  creatures  run : 

Thy  being  no  succession  knows, 
And  all  Thy  Tast  designs  are  one. 

A  glance  of  Thine  runs  through  the  globe, 
Rules  the  bright  worlds,  and  mores  their 
frame ; 

Of  light  Thou  form'st  Thy  dazzling  robe ; 
Thy  ministers  are  living  flame. 

Thrones  and  dominions  round  Thee  fall, 
Aiid  worship  in  submissive  forms : 

Til  J  presence  shakes  this  lower  ball, 
This  little  dwelling-place  of  worms. 

How  shall  polluted  mortals  dare 
To  sing  Thy  glory  or  Thy  grace  ?  * 

Beneath  Thy  feet  we  lie  afar, 
And  see  but  shadows  of  Thy  face. 

"Who  can  behold  the  blazing  light  ? 

Wlio  can  approach  consumin<r  flame  ? 
Kone  but  Thy  wisdom  knows  Thy  might; 

None  but  Thy  word  can  speak  Thy  name. 

l$aae  WatU. 

1504.  GOD^HMMngenof: 

All  that  in  this  wide  world  we  see, 
Almighty  Father !  speaks  of  Thee ; 
And  in  the  darkness,  or  the  day, 
Thy  monitors  surround  our  way, 

Tlie  fearful  storms  that  sweep  the  sky. 
The  maladies  by  wliich  we  die. 
The  pangs  that  make  the  guilty  groan. 
Are  angds  from  Thy  awful  throne. 

ISach  mercy  sent  when  sorrows  lower, 
JBach  blessing  of  the  winged  hour 
All  we  enjoy  and  all  we  love. 
Bring  with  them  lessons  from  above. 

Nor  thus  content,  Thy  gracious  hand. 
From  midst  the  children  of  the  land. 
Hath  raised,  to  stand  before  our  race, 
Thy  living  messengers  of  grace. 

We  thank  Thee  that  so  clear  a  ray 
Shines  on  Tbiy  straight.  Thy  jchosen  way, 
And  pray  that  passion,  slotii,  or  pride, 
May  never  lure  our  steps  aside. 

William  OuUen  Bryant 

1M5.  OCA  Homing  Hynii  tOb 

nr  THB  YALB  OV  CHAMGUinZ. 

Awake,  my  soul  I  not  only  passive  praise 
Thou  owcst  I  not  alone  these  swelling  tears, 
Mute  thanks  and  secret  ecstasy  I  Awake, 
Voice  of  sweet    songl   Awake,  my  heart, 

awake  I 
Green  vales  and  icy  clifEs,  aU  join  my  hymn. 


Thou  first  and  chief,  sole  sovereign  of  the  vale ! 
Oh,  struggling  with  the  darkness  aU  night 

long, 
And  all  night  visited  by  troops  of  stars, 
Or  when  they  dimb  the  sky,  or  when  they 

sink; 
Companion  of  the  morning  star  at  dawn — 
Thyself  earth's  rosy  star,  and  of  the  dswn 
Co-herald,  wake ;  O  wake,  and  utter  praise ! 
Ye  ice-f alls,  ye  that  from  the  mountain's  brow, 
Adown  enormous  ravines  slope  amain — 
Torrents,  methinks,  that  heard  a  mighty  voice. 
And  stopped  at  once,  amidst  their  maddest 

plunge, 
Motionless  torrents  t  Silent  cataracts  1     [ven. 
Who  made  you  glorious  as  the  gates  of  hea- 
Beneath  the  keen  full  mo6n  ?    Who  bade  the 

sun  [flowers 

Clothe  you  with  rainbows  t  Who,  with  living 
Of  loveliest  blue,  spread  garlands  at  your 

feet? 
Gk>d,  let  the  torrents,  like  a  shout  of  nations, 
Answer ;  and  let  the  ice-plains  echo — God ! 
€k>d,  sing  ye  meadow  streams,  with  gladsome 

voice  I  [sounds  I 

Te  pine-groves,  ynth  your  soft  and  soul-like 
Ana  they,  too,  have  a  voice,  yon  piles  of  snow, 
And  in  their  perilous  fall  shall  thuncler — 

God !  [peaks, 

Thou,  too,  hoar  mount,  with  thy  sky-pointing 
Oft  from  whose  feet  the  avalanche,  unlieard, 
Shoots    downward,   glittering  through   the 

pure  serene 
Into  the  depth  of  clouds  that  veil  thy  breast, 
Thou  too,  asain,  stupendous  mountain,  thou. 
That  as  I  raise  my  head,  awhile  bowed  down 
In  adoration,  upward  from  thy  base 
Slow  travelling  with  dim  eyes,  suffused  with 
Solemnly  seemest,  like  n  vapory  cloud,  [tears, 
To  rise  before  me.    Bise,  0  ever  rise ; 
Rise  like  a  cloud  of  incense  from  the  earth ; 
Thou  kingly  spirit  throned  among  the  lulls. 
Thou  dread  ambassador  from  earth  to  heaven. 
Great  hierarch  I  tell  there  the  silent  sky, 
And  tell  the  stars,  and  tell  the  rising  sun, 
Earth,  with  her  thousand  voices,  praises  God ! 

Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge. 

1506.  QOO^  Vkdi9  o£ 

Thy  great  name. 
In  all  its  awful  brevity,  doth  bless 
The  tongue  that  uses  it ;  for  me, 
I  ask  no  higher  office  than  to  fling 
My  spirit  at  Thy  feet,  and  cry  Thy  name, 
God  I  through  eternity.    P.  J,  Bailey. 

1507.  OOD,  Ode  ta 

O  Thou  eternal  One :  whose  presence  bright 
All  space  dotb  occupy,  aU  motion  guide ; 
Unchanged   through  timers   all-devastating 

flight ; 
Thou  only  God  I    There  is  no  God  beside  I 
Being  above  all  beings !  Mighty  One  I  [plore ; 
Whom  none  'can  comprehend  and  none  ez- 
Who  finest  existence  with  Thyself  alone : 
Embracing  all — supporting — ^ruling  o'er —  , 
Being  whom  wo  call  Gk^ — and  know  no 

morel 
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In  its  sublime  researcli,  philosophy 

Alay  measure  out  the  ocean-deep — ^may  count 

The  sands  or  the  sun^s  rays — but,  Gk)d !  for 

Thee  [mount 

There  is  no  weight  nor  measure:  none  can 
Up  to  Thy  mysteries.     Reason's  brightest 

spark,  [try 

Though  kindled  by  Thy  light,  in  vain  Would 
To  trace  Thy  counsels,  infinite  and  dai-k : 
And  thought  is  lost  ere  thought  can  soar  so 
Even  like  past  moments  in  et^ity.      [high, 

Thou  from  primeval  nothingness  didst  call 

First  chaos,  then  existence :  Lord !  on  Thee 

Eternity  had  its  foundation ;  all 

Sprung  forth  from  Thee— of  light,  joy,  har- 
mony. 

Sole  origin :  all  life,  all  beauty  Thine. 

Thy  word  created  all,  and  doth  create ; 

Thy  splendor  fills  all  space  with  rays  divine. 

Thou  art,  and  wert,  and  shidt  be  I  Glorious  I 
Great! 

Light-giving,  life-sustaining  Potentate  1 

Thy  chains  the  unmeasured  universe  surround, 
Upheld  by  Thee,  by  Thee  inspired  with  breath  I 
Thou  the  beginning  with  the  end  hast  bound. 
And  beautifully  mingled  life  and  death  I 
As  sparks  mount  upwards  from  the  fiery 
blaze,  [from  Thee : 

So  suns  are  bom,  so  worlds  spring  forth 
And  as  the  spangles  in  the  sunny  rays 
Shine  round  the  silver  snow,  the  pageantry 
Of  heaven's  bright  army  glitters  in  Thy  praise. 

A  million  torches  lighted  by  Thv  hand 
Wander  unwearied  through  the  blue  abyss : 
They  own  Thy  power,  accomplish  Thy  com- 
mand, ^ 
All  gay  with  life,  all  eloquent  with  bliss. 
What  shaU  we  call  them  9    Piles  of  oystal 

light — 
A  glorious  company  of  golden  streams — 
Lamps  of  celestial  ether  burning  bright — 
Suns   lighting   systems   with   their  joyous 

beams? 
But  Thou  to  these  art  as  the  noon  to  night. 

Yes  1  as  a  drop  of  water  in  the  sea, 
All  this  magmficence  in  Thee  is  lost : 
What  are  ten  thousand  worlds  oomp&red  to 

Thee?  [host. 

And  what  am  /  then  ?    Heaven's  unnumbered 
Though  multiplied  by  myriads,  and  arrayed 
In  all  the  glory  of  sublimest  thought, 
Is  but  an  atom  in  the  balance,  weighed 
Against  Thy  greatness,  is  a  cipher  brought 
Against   iidlinity!      O,    what   am   I   then? 

Naught  I 

Naught !  yet  the  effluence  of  Thy  light  divine, 
Pervading  worlds,  hath  reached  my  bosom 

too; 
Tes  I  in  my  spirit  doth  Thy  spirit  shine, 
As  shines  tiie  sunbeam  in  a  drop  of  dew. 
Naught !  yet  I  live,  and  on  hope's  pinions  fiy 
Eager  totwds  Thy  presence ;  for  m  Thee 
I  live,  and  breathe,  and  dwell ;  aspiring  high. 


Even  to  the  throne  of  Thy  divinity. 

I  am,  O  Grod  I  and  surely  Thou  must  be  I 

Thou  art  I  directing,  Riding  all.  Thou  art  1 
Direct  my  understandmg,  then,  to  Thee ; 
Control  my  spirit,  guide  my  wandering  heart : 
Though  but  an  atom  'midst  immensity, 
Still  I  am  something,  fashioned  by  Thy  hand  I 
I  hold  a  middle  rai&  'twixt  heaven  and  earth. 
On  the  last  verge  of  mortal  being  stand, 
Close  to  the  reums  where  angels  have  their 

birth. 
Just  on  the  boundaries  of  the  spirit-land  I 

The  chain  of  being  is  complete  in  me ; 
In  me  is  matter's  Ust  graobtion  lost. 
And  the  next  step  is  spirit — Deity  I 
I  can  conunand  the  lightning,  and  am  dust ! 
A  monarch,  and  a  slave ;  a  worm,  a  god ! 
Whence  came  I  here?  and  how  so  marvel- 
lously fclod 
Constructed  and  conceived?  unknown  I  this 
Lives  surely  through  some  higher  energy ; 
For  from  itself  alone  it  could  not  be ! 

Creator,  yes  I  Thy  wisdom  and  Thy  word 
Created  me  1  Thou  source  of  life  and  good  I 
Tliou  spirit  of  my  spirit,  and  my  Lord  I 
Thy  li^t,  Thy  love,  in  their  bright  plenitude 
Filled  me  with  an  immortal  soS,  to  spring 
Over  the  abyss  of  death,  and  bade  it  wear 
The  garments  of  eternal  day,  and  wing 
Its  heavenly  flight  beyond  this  little  sphere. 
Even  to  its  source—to  Thee — ^its  Author  tbere. 

O  thoughts  inefiEable  I  O  visions  blest  I 
Though  worthless  our  conceptions  all  of  Thee, 
Yet  ^aU  Thy  shadowed  image  fill  our  breast. 
And  waft  its  homage  to  Thy  Deity. 
God  I  thus  alone  mylonely  thoughts  can  soar ; 
Thus,  seek  Thy  presence.  Being  wise  and  good  1 
'Midst  Thy  vast  works  admire,  obey,  adore ; 
And  when  the  tongue  is  eloquent  no  more, 
The  soul  shall  speak  in  tears  of  gratitude. 

Derzhomr^  tr,  ly  Bawring. 

lffM»  GOD^  Omnipotenoe  o£ 

The  Lord  our  God  is  clothed  with  might, 

The  winds  obey  His  will ; 
He  speaks,  and  in  His  heavenly  height 

The  rolling  sun  stands  stilL 

Rebel,  ye  waves,  and  o^er  the  land 

With  threat'ning  aspect  roar; 
The  Lord  uplifts  His  awful  hand, 

Ajid  chains  you  to  the  shore. 

Ye  winds  of  night,  your  force  combine 

Without  His  high  behest. 
Ye  shall  not,  in  the  mountain-pine, 

Disturb  the  sparrow's  nest 

BSs  voice  sublime  is  heard  afar; 

In  distant*peals  it  dies ; 
He  yokes  the  whirlwind  to  His  car, 

^d  sweeps  the  howling  skies. 

Ye  nations,  bend — ^in  reverence  bend ; 
Ye  monarcfafl,  wwt  Hii  nod, 
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And  bid  the  choral  song  ascend 

To  celebrate  your  G<kL    H,  JT.  WhiU. 

1509.  001^  OmnlpreMBM  «f. 

To  whom  thus  IGchael  with  r^;ard  beniflp : 
*'  Adam  I  thon  knowest  heayen  His,  and  lUl 

the  earthy 
Kot  this  rock  only ;  His  omnipresence  fills 
Land,  sea,  and  air,  and  every  kind  that  liyes, 
Fomented  by  His  yirtoal  power,  and  warmed ; 
All  the  earth  He  gaye  thee  to  possess  and  rule, 
No  despicable  gift  I  surmise  not  then 
His  presence  to  these  narrow  bounds  confined. 
Of  Paradise,  or  Eden :  this  had  been 
Perhaps  thy  capital  scat ;  from  whence  had 
All  generations,  and  had  hither  come  [spread 
From  all  ends  of  the  earth,  to  celebrate 
And  reyerence  thee,  their  great  progenitor. 
But  this  pre-eminence  thou  hast  los^  brought 

down 
To  dwell  on  eyen  ground  now  with  thy  sons. 
Tet  doubt  not  but  in  yalley  and  in  plain, 
€k)d  is,  as  here,  and  will  be  found  alike 
Present ;  and  of  His  presence  many  a  sign 
Still  following  thee,  still  compassing  thee 

round 
With  goodness  and  parental  loye,  His  face 
Express,  and  of  His  steps  the  track  diyine." 

John  Miltaiu 
MIO.  QOB,  FMdie  to. 

Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven ; 

To  His  feet  thy  tribute  bring ; 
Bansomed,  healed,  restored,  forgiven, 

Who  like  me  His  praise  should  sing  t 
Praise  Him  I  praise  Him  1 

Praise  the  everlasting  King  I 

Praise  Him  for  His  grace  and  f avor. 

To  our  fathers  in  distress; 
Praise  Him,  still  the  same  forever, 

81ow  to  chide,  and  swift  to  bless; 
Praise  Him  I  praise  Him  1 

Glorious  in  His  faithfulness  I 

Father-like  He  tends  and  spares  us ; 

Well  our  feeble  frame  He  knows ; 
In  His  hands  He  gently  bears  US| 

Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes : 
Praise  Him  I  praise  Him  I 

Widely  as  His  mercy  flows  I 

Angds,  hdp  us  to  adore  Him, 
Te  behold  Him  face  to  face ; 
Son  and  moon,  bow  down  before  Him, 
Dwellers  all  in  time  and  space, 

Praise  Him  I  praise  Him  I 
Pndsewith  usthe  Gk>d  of  grace! 

Henry  I^ranei$  IfU, 

1511*  001^  Pretenoe  of. 

What  art  Thou,  mighty  One  ?  and  where  Thy 
seatt  [lands, 

Thon  broodest  on  the  calm  that  cheers  the 
And  Thou  dost  bear  within  Thy  awful  hands 
The  rolling  thunders  and  the  lightnings  fleet ; 
Stem  on  Thy  dark-wrought  car  of  doud  and 
wind  [dread  noon. 

Thon  guid*8t  the  northern  storm  a^  night's 


Or  on  the  red  wing  of  the  fierce  monsoon 
Disturb'st  the  sleeping  giant  of  the  Ind. 
In  the  drear  silence  of  this  polar  span. 
Dost  Thou  repose  f  or  in  the  solitude 
Of  sultiy  traoES,  where  the  lone  caravan 
Hears  nightly  howl  the  tiger's  hungry  brood? 
Vain  thought  I  the  confines  of  His  throne  to 
tram,  [space. 

Who  glows  through  all  the  fields  of  boundless 

JET.  JT.  White. 

Iff  19.  QGD,  emxfk  after. 

I  sought  Thee  round  about,  O  Thou  my  Qod ! 

In  Thine  abode. 
I  said  unto  the  earth:  '*  Speak  I  art  Thou  He?" 

She  answered  me : 
*'  I  am  not"    I  inquired  of  creatures  all, 

In  general,  [daim 

Contained  therein — they  with  one  voice  pro> 
That  none  amongst  them  challenged  such  a 
name. 

I  asked  the  seas  and  all  the  deeps  below, 

My  Gk>d  to  know ; 
I  asked  the  reptQes,  and  whatever  is 

In  the  abyss — 
Even  from  the  shrimp  to  the  leviathan 

Inquiry  ran ; 
But  in  those  deserts  which  no  line  can  sound. 
The  God  I  sought  for  was  not  to  be  found. 

I  asked  the  air,  if  that  were  He ;  but 

It  told  me  no. 
I  from  the  towering  easle  to  the  wren 

Demanded  then  [such ; 

If  any  feathered  fowl  'mongst  them  were 

But  they  all,  much 
Offended  with  my  question,  in  full  choir 
Answered:  ''To  find  thy  Qod  thou  must 
look  higher." 

I  asked  the  heavens,  sun,  moon,  and  stara— 
Swd:  "We  obey  [but  they 

The  God  thou  seekest."     I  asked  what  eye 
Could  see  or  hear —  [or  ear 

What  in  the  world  I  might  descry  or  know. 
Above,  below; 

With  an  unanimous  voice,  all  these  things 
said :  [made." 

"We  are  not  God,  but  we  by  Him  were 

I  asked  the  world's  great  universal  mass, 

If  that  God  was : 
Which  with  a  mighty  and  strong  voice  replied. 

As  stupdSed : 
'*  I  am  not  He,  O  man !  for  know  that  I 

By  Him  on  high 
Was  fashioned  first  of  nothing ;  thus  instated 
And  swayed  by  Him,  by  whom  I  was  cre- 
ated." 

I  sought  the  court,  but  smooth-tongued  flat- 
Deceived  each  ear ;        [tery  there 

In  the  thronged  city  there  was  selling,  buying, 
Swearing  and  lying ;  ^ 

F  the  country,  craft  in  simpleness  arrayed — 
And  then  I  said :  [gieat — 

"  Vain  is  my  search,  although  my  pains  be 

Where  my  God  is  there  can  be  no  deceit." 
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a-ox>. 


A  scrutmj  within  myself  I,  then, 

Bven  thus,  began : 
"O   moD,  wliat   art  thou?"    What   more 

Tlian  dust  and  clay,     [could  I  say 
Frail,  mortal,  fading,  a  mere  puff,  a  blast, 

That  cannot  last — 
Enthroned  to-day,  to-morrow  in  an  urn. 
Formed  from  that  earth  to  which  I  must  re- 
turn? 

I  asked  myself,  what  this  great  €k>d  might  be 

That  fashioned  me ; 
I  answered :  The  all-potent,  solely  immense, 

Surpaasing  sense — 
Unspeakable,  inscrutable,  eternal, 

Lord  over  all ; 
The  only  terrible,  strong,  just,  and  true, 
Who  hath  no  end,  and  no  beginning  knew. 

He  is  the  well  of  life,  for  He  doth  give 
To  all  that  live 

Both  breath  and  being.     He  is  the  Creator 
Both  of  the  water, 

Earth,  air,  and  fire.     Of  all  things  that  sub- 
He  hath  the  list —  [sist 

Of  all  the  heavenly  host,  or  what  earth  claims. 

He  keeps  the  scroll,  and  calls  them  by  their 

And  now,  my  God,  by  Thine  illumining  grace 

Thy  i^lorious  face 
(So  far  forth  as  it  may  discovered  be) 

Methinks  I  see ; 
And  though  invisible  and  infinite, 

To  human  sight 
Thon,  in  Thy  mercy,  justice,  truth,  appearest. 
In  which  to  our  weak  sense  Tiiou  comest 
nearest 

» 

Oh  make  us  apt  to  seek,  and  quick  to  find. 
Thou  €k>d,  most  kind  I 

Give  us  love,  hope,  and  faith  in  Thee  to  trust. 
Thou  Gk>d  most  just  I 

Bemit  all  our  offences,  we  entreat — 

Most  good,  most  great  1       [guest. 

Grant  that  our  willing,  though  unworthy 

Hay,  through  Thy  grace,  admit  us  'mongst 
the  blest  Thoma$  EeytDOod, 

M13.  GOA  SeeUiig. 

And  have  I  measured  half  my  days, 

And  half  my  journey  run, 
Kor  tasted  the  Redeemer's  grace, 

Kor  yet  my  work  begun  ? 

Tlie  morning  of  my  life  is  past, 

The  noon  is  almost  o^er ; 
The  night  of  death  approadies  fast^ 

When  I  can  work  no  more. 

Darkness  He  makes  His  secret  place, 
Thidc  clouds  surround  His  Throne ; 

Kor  can  I  yet  behold  His  face. 
Or  find  the  God  Unknown. 

A  God  that  hides  Himself  He  is, 

Far  off  from  mortal  sight ; 
An  inaccessible  Abyss 

Of  uncreated  Light 


Far  off  He  is,  yet  always  near; 

He  fills  both  earth  and  Heaven, 
But  doth  not  to  my  soul  appear. 

My  soul  from  Eden  driven. 

O'er  earth  a  banish'd  man  I  rove. 

But  cannot  feel  Him  nigh : 
Where  is  the  pardoning  God  of  Love, 

Who  stooped  for  mc  to  die  ? 

I  sought  Him  in  the  secret  cell 

With  unavailing  care : 
Long  did  I  in  the  desert  dwell, 

Kor  could  I  find  Him  there. 

Still  every  means  in  vain  I  try ; 

I  seek  Him  far  and  near : 
Where'er  I  come,  constrained  to  ay, 

''My  Saviour  is  not  here.^' 

God  is  in  this,  in  every  place : 

Yet  oh  I  how  dark  and  void 
To  me  1  'tis  one  great  wilderness. 

This  earth  without  my  Qod  I 

Empty  of  Him,  who  all  things  fills. 

Till  He  His  Light  impart, 
Till  He  His  glorious  Self  reveals, 

The  veil  is  on  my  heart 

0  Thou,  who  seest  and  know'st  my  giief. 
Thyself  Unseen,  Unknown  1 

Pity  my  helpless  unbelief. 
And  take  away  the  stone  I    . 

R^rd  me  with  a  ffracious  eye ; 

The  long-sought  Dlessing  give; 
And  bid  me,  at  the  point  to  die. 

Behold  Thy  face,  and  live ! 

A  darker  soul  did  never  yet 
Thy  promised  help  implore : 

0 1  that  I  now  my  Lord  might  meet^ 
And  never  lose  Him  more  I 

CharU$  Wedey. 

1514.  00^  TlM  Bool  tad. 

God  and  the  soul  are  two  birds  free, 
And  dwell  together  in  one  tree : 
Thit  eateth  various-fiavored  fruits 
Of  sense's  thoughts  and  world's  pmnsuits; 
TTuU  tasteth  not,  nor  great  nor  small. 
But  silently  beholdeth  alL 

Oriental,  tr.  by  W.  B.  Alger. 

ISM.  001^  Thmiglit  of. 

I  look  to  Thee  in  every  need,  and  never  look 

in  vain; 
I  feel  Thy  strong  and  tender  love,  and  all  is 
well  again : 
The  thought  of  Thee  is  mightier  far 
Than  sin  and  pain  and  sorrow  are. 

■ 

Discouraged  in  the  work  of  life,  disheartened 

by  its  load, 
Shamed  by  its  failures  or  its  fears,  I  sink  be* 
side  the  road : 
But  let  me  only  think  of  Thee, 
And  then  new  heart  springs  up  in  me. 
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Tliy  calmness  bends  serene  above^  mj  nsdess- 

ness  to  still ;  [my  f  altenng  will : 

Aronnd  me  flows  Thy  qoickening  life,  to  nenre 

Thy  presence  fills  my  solitude ; 

Hiy  providence  tarns  all  to  good. 

lOlO,  GOD,  UiiBBaiohable. 

I  cannot  find  Thee  I  Still  on  restless  pinion 
My  spirit  beats  the  void  where  Thou  dost 
dwell; 

I  wander  lost  throngh  all  Th^  vast  dominion, 
And  shrink  beneath  Thy  light  ine&ble. 

I  cannot  find  Thee  I    Even  when  most  ador- 
ing 
Before  Thy  shrine  I  bend  in  lowliest  prayer, 
Beyond  these  bounds  of  thought,  my  thought, 
upsoaring,  [not  there. 

From  farthest  quest  comes  back :  Thou  art 

Yet  high  abore  the  limits  of  my  seeing, 
And  folded  far  within  the  inmost  heart,   ' 

And  deep  below  the  deeps  of  conscious  being, 
Thy  splendor  shineth;  there,  O  God !  Thou 
art 

I  cannot  lose  Thee  I  still  in  Thee  abiding, 

The  end  is  dear,  how  wide  soe'cr  I  roam ; 
The  law  that  holds  the  worlds  my  steps  is 
guiding. 
And  I  must  rest  at  last  in  Thee,  my  home. 

Eliea  Scudder, 

inr.  ooD,  voiM  of. 

God  hath  a  Toice  that  ever  is  heard  [bird ; 
In  the  peal  of  the  thunder,  the  chirp  of  the 
It  comes  in  the  torrent,  all  rapid  and  strong, 
In  the  streamlet's  soft  gush  as  it  ripples  along ; 
It  breathes  in  the  zephyr,  just  kissing  the 

bloom; 
It  lires  in  the  rush  of  the  sweeping  simoom ; 
Let  the  hnnicane  whistle  or  warblers  rejoice, 
What  do  they  tell  thee  but  God  hath  a  voice  ? 
€k>d  hath  a  presence,  and  that  ye  may  see 
In  the  fold  of  the  flower,  the  leaf  of  the  tree ; 
In  the  sun  of  the  noon-day,  the  star  of  the 

night ;  [of  light ; 

In  the  storm-cloud  of  darkness,  the  rainbow 
In  the  waves  of  the  ocean,  the  furrows  of  land ; 
Bi  the  moontains  of  granite,  the  atom  of  sand ; 
Turn  where  ye  may,  from  the  sky  to  the  sod, 
Where  can  ye  gaze  that  ye  see  not  a  God  ? 

Eliea  Cook, 

Ml§.  GOD,  Waitiag. 

Dread  is  the  leisure  up  above 
The  while  He  sits  whose  name  is  love, 
And  waits,  as  Noah  did,  for  the  dove, 
To  wit  if  she  would  fly  to  him. 

He  waits  for  us,  while,  houseless  things, 
We  hcaX  about  with  braisM  wings 
to  the  dark  floods  and  water-springs. 

The  ruined  world,  the  desolate  sea ; 
With  open  windows  from  the  prime, 
AH  night,  all  day,  He  waits  sublime, 
Until  the  fulness  of  the  time 

Decreed  from  His  eternity. 

Jear^  lhffdov6. 


\n».  OOA  Wdgliiag. 

Weigh  me  the  flre ;  or  canst  thou  find 
A  way  to  measure  out  the  wind ; 
Distinguish  all  those  floods  that  are         i 
Hizt  in  that  watery  theatre ; 
And  taste  thou  them  as  saltless  there 
As  in  their  channel  first  they  were ; 
Tell  me  the  people  that  do  Keep 
Within  the  kingdoms  of  the  deep ; 
Or  fetch  me  back  that  doud  again* 
Beshivered  into  seeds  of  rain ; 
Tell  me  the  motes,  dust,  sands,  and  spean 
Of  com  when  summer  shakes  his  ears ; 
Show  me  that  world  of  stars,  and  whence 
They  noiseless  qpill  their  influence : 
This  if  thou  canst,  then  show  me  Him 
That  rides  the  glorioos  Cherubim. 

Eobert  Herrick. 
M90.  OOS^  WondsrftiL 

Hy  (3k)d,  how  wonderful  Thou  art, 

Thy  majesty  how  bright  I 
How  beautiful  Thy  mercy-seat 

In  depths  of  burning  light  t 

How  dread  are  Thine  eternal  years, 

O  everlasting  Lord ; 
By  prostrate  spirits  day  and  night 

Incessantly  adored. 

How  wonderful,  how  beautif ul. 

The  sight  of  Thee  must  be. 
Thine  endless  wisdom,  boundless  power, 

And  awful  purity. 

Oh  how  I  &ar  Thee,  Living  God, 
With  deepest,  tenderest  fears, 

And  worship  Thee  with  trembling  hope^ 
And  penitential  tears. 

Tet  I  may  love  Thee,  too,  O  Lord, 

Almighty  as  Thou  art ; 
For  Thou  hast  stooped  to  ask  of  me 

The  love  of  my  poor  heart. 

No  earthly  father  loves  like  Thee ; 

No  mo&er,  e*er  so  mild. 
Bears  and  forbears,  as  Thou  hast  done 

With  me.  Thy  sinful  child. 

Father  of  Jesus,  lovers  reward. 

What  raptare  will  it  be. 
Prostrate  before  Thy  throne  to  lie, 
And  ever  gaze  on  Thee  I 

F.  W.  Fdber. 
1531.  GOD,  Wflhhipphig. 

O  worship  the  King, 

All  glorious  above ; 
O  gratefully  sing 

His  power  and  His  love ; 
Our  Smeld  and  Defender, 

The  Ancient  of  days. 
Pavilioned  in  splendor. 

And  girded  with  praise. 

O  tell  of  His  might, 

O  sing  of  His  grace. 
Whose  robe  is  the  light, 

Whose  canopy  space ; 
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His  chariots  of  wrath 
Deep  thunder-clonds  form. 

And  dark  is  His  path 
On  the  wings  of  the  storm. 

The  earth,  with  its  store 

Of  wonders  untold. 
Almighty,  Thy  power 

Hath  founded  of  old. 
Hath  stablish'd  it  fast     • 

By  a  changeless  decree^ 
.  And  round  it  hath  cast, 

Like  a  mantle,  the  sea. 

Thy  bountiful  care 

What  tongue  can  recite  t 
It  breathes  in  the  air, 

It  shines  in  the  light ; 
It  streams  from  the  hills, 

It  descends  to  the  plahi. 
And  sweetly  distils 

In  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

Frail  children  of  dust, 

And  feeble  as  frail. 
In  Thee  do  we  trust, 

Nor  find  Thee  to  fail : 
Thy  mercies  how  tender  ] 

How  firm  to  the  end  I 
Our  Maker,  Defender, 

Redeemer,  and  Friend  1 

O  measureless  Might  1 

Ineffable  Love  I 
While  angels  delight 

To  hymn  Thee  above, 
The  humbler  creation, 

Tho'  feeble  their  lays, 
With  true  adoration 

Shall  lisp  to  Thy  praise. 

Sir  Robert  Orant, 

IffM.  GODLnrSSS,  AdTutage  ofi 
About  the  joys  and  pleasures  of  the  world. 
This  question  was  not  seldom  in  debate — 
Whether  the  righteous  man,  or  sinner,  had 
The  greatest  share,  and  relished  them  the 

most? 
Truth  gives  the  answer  thus,  gives  it  distinct, 
Nor  needs  to  reason  lonff :  Tlie  righteous  man. 
For  what  was  he  denied  of  earttuy  growth. 
Worthy  the  name  of  good  t    TruUi  answers — 

Naught. 
Had  he  not  appetites,  and  sense,  and  will  t 
Might  he  not  eat,  if  Providence  allowed. 
The  finest  of  the  wheat  ?    Might  he  not  drink 
The  choicest  wine  ?    True,  he  was  temperate ; 
But  then  was  temperance  a  foe  to  peace  ? 
Might  he  not  rise,  and  clothe  himself  in  gold  t 
Ascend,  and  stand  in  palaces  of  kinss  f 
True,  he  was  honest  still,  and  charitaole : 
Were  then  these  virtues  foes  to  human  peace  ? 
Might  he  not  do  exploits,  and  gain  a  name  f 
Most  true,  he  trod  not  down  a  fellow's  right, 
Nor  walked  up  to  a  throne  on  skuUs  of  men ; 
Were  justice,  then,  and  mercy,  foes  to  peace  ? 
Had  he  not  friendships,  loves,  and  smiles,  and 

hopes  t 


Sat  not  around  his  table  sons  and  daugfatefs  f 
Was  not  his  ear  with  music  pleased?  his  eye 
With  light?  his  nostrils  with  perfomes?  liis 

lips 
With  pleasant  relishes  ?  grew  not  his  herds  t 
Fell  not  the  rain  upon  his  meadows  ?  reaped 
He  not  his  harvests  ?  and  did  not  liis  heart 
Revel  at  will  through  all  the  charities 
And  sympathies  of  nature,  unconfined? 
And  were  not  these  all  sweetened,  and  sano- 

tiified 
By  dews  of  holiness  shed  from  above  ?  [halla  ? 
Might  he  not  walk  through  Fancy's  aiiy 
Might  he  not  History's  ample  page  survey  t 
Might  he  not,  finally,  explore  tho  depths 
Of  mental,  moral,  natural,  divine  ? 
But  why  enumerate  thus  ?    One  word  enough. 
There  was  no  joy  in  all  created  things. 
No  drop  of  sweet,  that  turned  not  in  the  end 
To  sour,  of  which  the  righteous  man  did  not 
Partake — ^partake,  uivit^  by  the  voice 
Of  God,  his  Father's  voice — ^whogave  him  all 
His  heart's  desire.     And  o'er  the  sinner  still. 
The  Christian  had  tliis  one  advantage  more : 
That  when  his  earthly  pleasures  failed,  and 
They  always  did  to  every  soul  of  man,     [fail 
He  sent  his  hopes  on  high,  looked  up,  and 

reached  [heaven. 

His  sickle  forth,  and  reaped  the  nelds  of 
And  plucked  the  dusters  from  the  vines  of 

Qod.  Iiob$rt  B>Uoi. 

1593.  aODLIVBBS,  Bximple  o£ 

Some  angel  ffuide  my  pencil,  while  I  draw. 
What  nothing  less  than  angel  can  exceed, 
A  man  on  earth  devoted  to  the  skies ; 
like  ships  in  sea,  while  in,  above  the  world. . . 
With  aspect  mild,  and  elevated  eye. 
Behold  bun  seated  in  a  mount  serene. 
Above  tiie  fogs  of  sense,  and  passion's  stonn  I 
All  the  blade  cares  and  tumults  of  this  life, 
like  harmless  thunders  breaking  at  his  feet, 
Bxdte  his  pity,  not  impair  his  peace. 
Earth's  genuine  sons,  the  sceptred  and  the 

slave, 
(A  mingled  mob  I  a  wandering  herd !)  he  sees 
Bewildered  in  the  vale.  ...  in  all  unlike : 
His  fall  reverse  in  all  I    What  higher  praise? 
What  stronger  demonstration  of  the  right? 
Hie  present  all  their  care,  ...  the  futiue, 

his. 
When  public  welfare  calls,  or  private  want^ 
Hiey  give  to  &me.  ...  his  Iwunty  he  ooa- 

ceals.  « 

Their  virtues  varnish  nature. ...  his  exalt 
Mankind's  esteem  they  court;   and  he,  hit 

own. 
Thdrs,  the  wild  diase  of  false  felidties: 
His,  the  composed  possession  of  the  true. 
Alike,  throughout,  is  his  consistent  peace- 
All  of  one  color,  and  an  even  thread; 
While  parti-colored  shreds  of  happiness. 
With  hideous  gaps  between,  patch  up  for 

them  [blows 

A  madman's  robe.  . . .  each  puff  of  fortune 
Tho  tatters  by,  and  shows  their  nakedness. 
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He  sees  with  other  eyeg  &an  theirs.  • . . 

Where  they 

Bdold  a  son,  he  spiee  a  Deity ;  [adore ; 

What  makes  them  only  smile,  makes  him 

Where  they  see   moimtaios,  he  bat  atoms 


An  empire^  in  his  balance,  weighs  a  grain. 
They  tmngs  terrestrial  worship  as  divine : 
His  hopes  immortal  blow  them  by,  as  dust 
That  dims  his  sight,  and  shortens  his  sunrey. 
Which  longs,  in  infinite,  to  lose  all  bound. 

EduMvd  T(mng, 

1994.  OODB,  DMth  unong  tlie. 

Between  diyine  and  human  life  what  is  the 
pdds  ? 

A  human  life  is  but  a  watch-tick  to  the  gods. 

Their  hour  has  many  ticks;  their  day  has 
many  an  hour ;  [dower. 

And  many  days  fill  up  their  yearns  enormous 

Bat  when  threescore  and  ten  of  those  large 
years  a  god 

Has  told,  he  is  touched  by  death^s  appro- 
priating rod. 

And  all  those  years  like  arrows  fly  in  hear- 
en^s  bowers,  [swift  than  ours  I 

Because  in  bliss  unmixed  they  pass  more 
Orimtaly  tr.tyW.A,  Alger. 

1595.  GOLD,  Bri1)«Ty  o£ 

Stronger  than  thunder's  wingM  force, 
All-powerful  gold  can  spread  its  course, 
Through  watchful  guaros  its  passage  make, 
And  loves  through  solid  walls  to  break : 
From  gold  the  overwhelming  woes 
That  crosh'd  the  Grecian  augur  rose : 
Philip  with  gold  through  cities  broke, 
And  rival  monarchs  felt  his  yoke. 

Horaesy  tr.  hy  T,  Martin, 

1596.  GOLD,  a  Onrw. 

Gold!  Gold!  in  all  ages  the  curse  of  man- 
kind, •  [mind ; 
Thy  fetters  are  forged  for  the  soul  and  the 
The  limbs  may  be  free  as  the  wings  of  a  bird. 
And  the  mind  be  the  slave  of  a  look  or  a 

word. 
To  gain  thee,  men  barter  eternity's  crown, 
Yie&L  honor,  affection,  and  lasting  renown. 

Ihrh  Benjamin, 

1597.  OOLB,  Seioriptionefi 

Gold  I  goldl  gold!  gold! 
Bright  and  yellow,  hiu'd  and  cold. 
Molten,  graven,  hammered  and  rolled; 
Heavy  to  get,  and  light  to  hold ; 
Hoarded,  bartered,  bought,  and  sold, 
Stolen,  borrowed,  squandered,  doled: 
Spumed  by  the  young,  but  hugged  by  the  old 
To  the  very  verge  of  the  churchyard  mould; 
Price  of  many  a  crime  untold : 
Gold!  gold!  gold!  gold! 
Good  or  bad  a  thousand-fold  I 

How  widely  its  agencies  vary — 
To  save — ^to  ruin — to  curse — ^to  bless. 
As  even  its  minted  coins  express,  [Bess, 

Kow  stamped  with  the  image  of  good  Queen 

And  now  of  a  Bloody  Muy. 


15M.  GOLDi  Birili  A 

O  thou  sweet  king-killer,  and  dear  divorce 
'Twixt  natural  son  and  sire !  thou  bright  de- 
filer 
Of  Hymen's  purest  bed !  thou  valiant  Mars ; 
Thou  ever  young,  fresh,  loved,  and  delicate 

wooer, 
Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow 
That  lies  on  Dian's  lap !  thou  visible  god. 
That  solder'st  close  impossibilities. 
And  mak'st  them  kiss;   that  speak'st  with 

every  tongue. 
To  every  purpose  I  O  thou  touch  of  hearts  I 
Think,  thy  slave,  man,  rebels;   and  by  thy 

virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beasts 
May  have  the  world  in  empire ! 

8hdke9peare, 

15M.  GOLD»  a  God. 

Gold  is  the  greatest  god ;  though  yet  we  see 
No  temples  raised  to  Money's  majesty. 
No  altars  fuming  to  her  power  divine. 
Such  as  to  Valor,  Peace,  and  Virtue  shine. 
And  Faith  and  Concord. 

Juvenal^  tr.  "by  John  Dryden, ' 

1580.  GOLD,  Gmdot 

Mammon,  I  too  have  poised  the  heart  of  men, 

and  watch'd 
With  sleepless  eye  what  avenue  may  best 
Yield  us  access.     And  here  I  answer,  Gold. 
Smile  not  that  yellow  dust  should  have  such 

power;  [then 

For  what  is  man  but  dust?     What  marvel 
Dust  over  dust  holds  swayf    The  blighted 

earth 
No  longer  yields  him  her  spontaneous  fruit. 
Poor  wretch,  his  sweat  moistens  his  daily 

bread. 
Labor  is  bread,  and  bread  is  life :  and  thus 
He  lives  a  pensioner  for  every  breath 
Upon  Another's  bounty — ^yoke  to  us 
Insufferable,  not  the  less  to  man. 
But  gold  appears  a  tower  other  than  God, 
With  honors,  pomp,  and  endless  pleasures 

stored, 
Impregnable  while  life  shall  last     Poor  fool, 
He  knows  not  in  the  lowest  keep  a  fire 
Smoulders  in  its  own  ashes  self-conceal'd : 
It  glows  ;  it  flames ;  it  never  says,  Enough — 
More  is  more  fuel — ^till  the  shrivelVd  som, 
Alive  but  wrapt  in  cerements  of  death. 
Breathes  out  itself  upon  that  funeral  pyre. 
Whatever  counsels  may  obtain  this  day. 
Let  mortals  worship  at  this  golden  shnne, 
They  will  not  fail  of  helL    What  would  ye 

more  f     Sdward  Henry  BickereUth, 

1531.  GOLD,  Lorre  o£ 

Tes !  Rather  than  be  poor. 
What  will  not  mortals  do,  what  not  endure  ? 

Such  dread  disgrace  to  shun, 
From  virtue's  toilsome  path  away  we  run. 

Quick,  let  us  mid  the  roar 
Of  crowds  applauding  to  the  echo  poor 

Into  the  capitol. 
Or  down  into  the  naurest  ocean  roll 
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Oar  jewels,  gems,  and  gold. 
Dire  nutriment  of  ills  and  miBeriea  untold  I 

If  Tnth  sincere  intent 
We  would  of  our  iniquities  repent^ 

Uprooted  then  must  be 
The  very  germs  of  base  cupidity, 

And  our  enervate  souls 
Be  braced  by  manlier  arts  for  nobler  goals ! 

The  boy  of  noble  race  [chase, 

Can  now  not  sit  his  steed,  and  dreads  the 

But  wields  with  masteiy  nice         [dice  I 
The  Grecian  hoop,  or  even  tiie  law-forbidden 

What  marvel,  if  the  while 
His  father,  versed  in  every  perjured  wile. 

For  vilest  private  ends  [friends. 

Defrauds  his  guests,  his  partners,  and  his 

His  pride,  his  only  care. 
To  scramble  wealth  for  an  unworthy  heirl 

They  grow  his  ill-got  gains,  [ne^er  attains ! 
But  something  still  he  lacks,  and  something 
MoToee^  tr.  hy  Theodore  Martin, 

U33.  OOLD,  Origin  oft 

The  Fallen  looked  on  the  world  and  sneered. 
**I  can  guess,"  he  muttered,  *'why  God  is 

feared, 
For  the  eyes  of  mortal  are  fain  to  shun 
The  midnight  heaven  that  hath  no  sun.  [wait 
1  will  stand  on  the  height  of  the  hills  and 
Wlicre  the  day  goes  out  at  the  western  gate, 
And,  reaching  up  to  its  crown,  will  tear 
From  its  plumes  of  glory  the  brightest  there : 
With  the  stolen  ray  I  will  light  the  sod, 
And  turn  the  eyes  of  the  world  from  God." 

He  stood  on  the  height  when  the  sun  went 

down,  [crown, 

He  tore  one  plume  from  the  day's  bright 

The  proud  beam  stooped  till  he  touched  its 

brow. 
And  the  print  of  his  fingers  are  on  it  now ; 
And  the  blush  of  its  anger  forevermoro 
Bums  red  when  it  passes  the  western  door. 
The  broken  feather  above  him  whirled, 
In  flames  of  torture  around  him  curled, 
And  he  dashed  it  down  on  the  snowy  height, 
In  broken  flashes  of  quivering  light. 
Ah,  more  than  terrible  was  the  shock  [rock  I 
Where  the  burning  splinters  struck  wave  and 
The  green  earth  shuddered,  and  shrank  and 
paled,  [quailed ; 

The  wave   sprang   up,  and   the   mountain 
Look  on  the  hills,  let  the  scars  they  bear 
Measure  the  pain  of  that  hour^s  despair. 

The  Fallen  watched  while  the  whirlwind 

fanned 
The  pulsing  splinters  that  ploughed  the  sand ; 
Sullen  ho  watched,  while  the  hissing  waves 
Bore  them  away  to  the  ocean  caves : 
Sullen  he  watched,  while  the  shining  rills 
Throbbed  through  the  hearts  of  the  rocky 

hills; 
Loudly  he  laughed,  * '  Is  the  world  not  mine  ? 
Proudly  the  links  of  its  chain  ahall  shine ; 


Lighted  with  gems  shall  its  dungeon  be, 
But  the  pride  of  its  beauty  ^holl  kneel  to  me.^ 
That  splintered  light  in  the  earth  grew  cold. 
And  the  diction  of  mortals  hath  called  it 
gold.  Sarah  E,  CarmuhaeL 

U38.  GOLD,  Mim  of. 

Three  hungry  travellers  found  a  b(^  of  gold: 
One  ran  into  the  town  where  bread  was  sold. 

He  thought,  I  will  poison  the  bread  I  boy, 
And  seize  the  treasure  when  my  comrades  die. 

But  they  too  thought,  when  back  his  feet 

have  hied,  * 

We  will  destroy  him,  and  the  g^ld  divide. 

They  killed  him,  and,  partaking  of  the  bread. 
In  a  few  moments  all  were  lying  dead. 

O  World  I  behold  what  ill  thy  goods  have 

done:  [one! 

Thy  gold  thus  poisoned  two,  and  murdered 

Oriental, 

1534.  GOLD,  P^ver  9L 

Wliy  this 
Will  lug  your  priests  and  servants  from  your 

sides ;  [licads : 

Pluck  stout  men's  pillows  from  below  their 
Tins  yellow  slave  [cursed; 

Will  knit  and  break  religions ;  bless  the  ac» 
l^Iakethe  hoar  leprosy  Adored ;  place  thieves, 
And  g^ve  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation, 
With  senators  on  the  bench. 

This  is  it, 
That  makes  the  wappen^d  widow  wed  again: 
She,  whom  the  spital-house  and  ulcerous  som 
Would  cast  the  gorge  at,  this  embahns  and 
To  the  April  day  asain.  [^ioci 

For  this,  the  foolisn,  over-careful  fathers 
Have  broke  their  sleep  with  thoughts,  their 

brains  with  care, 
Their  bones  with  industry.       Shakespeare, 

1535.  QOLB,  Btrilbfor. 

Gold  is  the  woman^s  only  theme, 
Grold  is  the  woman^s  only  dream. 
Oh  never  be  that  wretch  forgiven— 
Forgive  him  not,  indignant  heaven ! 
Whose  grovelling  eyes  could  first  adore, 
Whose  heart  could  pant  for  sordid  ore. 
Since  that  devoted  thirst  began, 
Man  has  forgot  to  feel  for  man ; 
The  pulse  of  social  life  is  dead, 
And  all  its  fonder  feelings  fled  1 
War  too  has  sullied  Nature's  diarms, 
For  gold  provokes  the  world  to  arms : 
And  oh  1  the  worst  of  all  its  arts, 
It  rends  asunder  loving  hearts. 

Anaerean^  tr.  by  Thomae  Moore,    , 

1536.  GOLD,  Stragglt  for.  ^ 

Gold  many  hunted—sweat  and  bled  for  gold ; 
Waked  all  the  night,  and  labored  all  the  day. 
And  what  was  this  allurement,  dost  thou  ask  ? 
A  dust  duff  from  the  bowds  of  the  earth. 
Which,  being  cast  into  the  fire,  came  put 
A  shining  thing  that  fools  admired,  and  called 
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Agod ;  and  in  deront  and  humble  plight 
Before  it  kneeled,  the  greater  to  the  less  ; 
And  on  its  altar  saicriflc^  ease,  peace,  [friends, 
Trath,    faith,    integrity,    good   conscience, 
Lore,  charity,  benerolence,  and  all 
The  sweet  and  tender  sympathies  of  life ; 
And,  to  complete  the  homd  murderous  rite 
And  signalize  their  folly,  offered  up 
Their  souls,  and  an  eternity  of  bliss,        [joy  I 
To  gain  them — what?  an  hour  of  dreaming 
A  feverish  hour  that  hasted  to  be  done, 
And  ended  in  the  bitterness  of  woe. 

Most,  for  the  luxuries  it  bought — ^the  pdmp, 
The' praise,  the  glitter,  fashion,  and  renown — 
This  yellow  phuitom  followed  and  adored. 

HobertlhUol. 

1537.  GOLD,  Vanity  oil 

To  purchase  hearen  has  gold  the  power  t 
Can  gold  remove  the  mortal  hour  ? 
In  life  can  love  be  bought  with  gold  ? 
Are  friendship's  pleasures  to  be  sold  ? 
Ko !  all  that^s  worth  a  wish — a  thought, 
Fair  virtue  gives  unbrib'd,  unbought 
Cease  then  on  trash  thy  hopes  to  bind. 
Let  nobler  views  engage  the  mind. 

Samuel  John^nL 

U».  OOLD^Waiitttfi 

Want  sense,  and  the  world  will  o'erlook  it ;  * 

Want  feeling— 'twill  find  some  excuse ; 
Bat  if  the  world  knows  you  want  money, 

You're  certain  to  get  its  abuse. 
The  wisest  advice  in  existence, 

Is  ne'er  on  its  kindness  to  call ; 
The  heat  way  to  set  its  assistance, 

Is-Hshow  you  don't  need  it  at  all  1 

"Man's  the  Gold!  "  said  the  bard,  with  a 
feeling 

That  stiU  his  discretion  outran ; 
For  each  day  of  our  life  is  revealing 

The  bard  should  have  said,  **  QoldisMan.^* 
Gold  is  genius,  and  gp'eatness,  and  merit ; 

Want  gold — ^you  want  all  that  gold  brings ! 
But  if  fortune  you  only  inherit. 

The  world  wiU  excuse  other  things. 

Charles  Swain, 

lft30.  OOLDEH  BULE,  UniYvnality  of  tho. 

Thus  said  Jesus:  ''Go  and  do 
As  thou  would'st  be  done  unto : " 
Here  thy  perfect  duty  see, 
AH  that  God  requires  of  thee. 

Wouldst  thou,  when  thy  faults  are  known, 
Wish  that  pardon  shoidd  be  shown  ? 
"Be  forgiving,  then,  and  do 
As  thou  wouldst  be  done  tmto. 

Shouldst  thou  helpless  be  and  poor, 
Woi^dst  thou  not  for  aid  implore  1 
Think  of  others,  then,  and  be 
What  thou  wouldst  they  should  to  thee. 

For  compassion  if  thou  call. 
Be  compassionate  to  all ; 
If  thou  wouldst  affection  find, 
Be  i^ectionate  and  kind. 


If  thou  wouldst  obtain  the  love 

Of  thy  gradous  God  above, 

Then  to  all  His  children  be 

What  thou  wouldst  they  should  to  thee. 

W.  Maeooe, 
IMO.  QOOA  Fiii4 
Oh,  yet  we  trust  that  somehow  good 

WiU  be  the  final  goal  of  ill. 

To  pangs  of  nature,  sins  of  will, 
Defects  of  doubt  and  taints  of  blood ; 

That  nothing  walks  with  aimless  feet ; 
That  not  one  life  shall  be  destroyed. 
Or  cast  as  rubbish  to  the  void. 

When  Qod  hath  made  the  pile  complete ; 

That  not  a  worm  is  cloven  in  vain : 
That  not  a  moth  with  vain  desire 
Is  shrivelled  in  a  fruitless  fire. 

Or  but  subserves  another's  gain. 

Behold!  we  know  not  anything ; 
I  can  but  trust  that  good  shall  fall 
At  last — far-off— «t  last,  to  all — 

And  every  winter  change  to  spring. 

So  runs  my  dream ;  but  what  am  I  ? 
An  infant  crying  in  the  night — 
An  infant  crying  for  the  light — 

And  with  no  language  but  a  cry. 

Alfred  Tennyeon^ 

1541.  GOOBi  Unezpeeted. 

But  what  of  all  the  joys  of  jearth  was  most 
Of  native  ffrowth,  most  proper  to  the  soil — 
Not  elsewhere  known,  m  worlds  that  never 

fell- 
Was  joy  that  sprung  from  disappointed  woe. 
The  joy  in  gri^ ;  the  pleasure  after  pain ; 
Fears  turned  to  hopes;   meetings  expected 
Deliverances  from  dangerous  attitudes ;  [not ; 
Better  for  worse;   and  best  sometimes  for 

worst; 
And  all  the  seeming  ill,  ending  in  good — 
A  sort  of  happiness  composed,  which  none 
Has  had  experience  of,  but  mortal  man. 

Beibert  Pblloh. 

154I9.  OOCnXBT,  PMfnenoo  of. 

Farewell  I  Farewell  I  is  often  heard 

From  the  lips  of  those  who  part : 
'Tis  a  whispered  tone,  'tis  a  gentle  word. 

But  it  springs  not  from  the  heart. 
It  may  serve  for  the  lover's  lay, 

To  be  sung  'neath  a  summer  sky ; 
But  give  me  the  lips  that  say 

The  honest  woras,  *'  Good-by  I  »* 

Adieu !  Adieu  t  may  greet  the  ear 

In  the  guise  of  courtly  speech ; 
But  when  we  leave  the  kind  and  dear, 

'Tis  not  what  the  soul  would  teach. 
Whene'er  we  grasp  the  hands  of  those 

We  would  have  forever  nigh. 
The  fiame  of  friendship  bums  and  glows 

In  the  warm,  frank  words,  '*  Good-by  I " 

Go  watch  the  pale  and  dyin^  one, 
When  the  glanoe  has  lost  its  beam-^ 
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When  the  brow  is  cold  as  the  marble  stone, 
And  the  world  a  passing  dream ; 

And  the  latest  pressure  of  the  hand, 
The  look  of  the  closing  eye, 

Yield  what  the  heart  mitst  understand — 
A  long,  a  last  '*Good-by.^'  Elita  Cook, 

IMS.  GOOD  DEEDS  Bapaid. 

Good  deeds  in  this  world  done 
Are  paid  beyond  the  sun ; 
As  water  on  the  root 
Is  seen  above  in  fruit. 

OrienUd,  tr.  lyW.R  Alger. 

1M4.  GOOD  VAXE,  Lm  oft 

Good  name  was  dear  to  all :  without  it,  none 
Could  soundly  sleep,  even  on  a  royal  bed; 
Or  drink  with  relish  from  a  cup  of  gold : 
And  with  it,  on  his  borrowed  straw,  or  by 
The  leafless  hedge,  beneath  the  open  heavens, 
The  weary  beggar  took  untroubled  rest 
It  was  a  music  of  most  heavenly  tone, 
To  which  the  heart  leaped  joyfully,  and  all 
The  spirits  danced :  for  honest  fame,  men  laid 
Their  heads  upon  the  block,  and  while  the  axe 
Descended,  looked  and  smiled.    It  was  of 
Invaluable — ^riches,  health,  repose,         [price 
Whole  kingdoms,  life,  were  given  for  it,  and 
Who  ^ot  it  was  the  winner  still ;  and  he  [he 
Who  sold  it  durst  not  open  his  ear,  nor  look  * 
On  human  face,  he  knew  himself  so  vile. 

Babert  FaUoh. 
1M5.  GOOD  HAXE,  Yaliie  of  a. 

Good  name  in  man  and  woman,  dear  my  lord, 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls : 
Who  steals  my  purse  steals  trash ;  'tis  some- 
thing, nothing :  [thousands ; 
'Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  slave  to 
But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name 
Robs  me  of  that  which  not  enriches  him. 
And  m^es  me  poor  indeed.     Shakespeare, 

1546.  G00DHBS8,  Brnty  of. 

In  nature  there's  no  blemish  but  the  mind; 
None  can  be  call'd  def orm'd  but  the  unkind ; 
Virtue  is  beauty  but  the  beauteous  evil 
Are  empty  trunks,  o'erflourish'd  by  the  deviL 

Shaketpeare, 

1547.  eOODIESS,  Divino. 

Bee  the  shining  dew-drops 

On  the  flowers  strowea« 
Proving,  as  they  sparkle, 

God  18  ever  gooo. 

See  the  morning  sunbeams 

Lighting  up  the  wood, 
Silently  proclaiming 

God  is  ever  good. 

Hear  the  mountain  streamlet 

In  the  solitude, 
With  its  ripple  saying, 

God  Ib  ever  good. 

In  the  leafy  tree-tops, 

Where  no  fears  intrude, 
Merry  birds  are  singing 

God  is  ever  goo£ 


Bring,  my  heart,  thy  tribute — 

Songs  of  gratitude — 
While  all  nature  utters, 

God  is  ever  good. 

1548.  000DIE88,  VoUlity  o£ 

Howe'er  it  be,  it  seems  to  me 

'Tis  only  noble  to  be  good ; 
Kind  hearts  are  more  than  coronets. 

And  simple  faith  than  Norman  blood. 

Alfred  Tennyson, 

IMO.  000DHE88,  Bopatatioa  of: 

A  very  little  soodness  goes  for  much. 

I'm  kind,  they  say — 
Give  coals  in  winter,  cordials  for  the  sick; 
They  love  me,  those  poor  hinds,  though  I  Inve 

ne'er 
Resigned  a  pleasure,  let  a  whim  be  crossed, 
Pin(£ed  for  an  hour  the  stomach  of  desire, 

For  one  of  theuL 

1550.  Q00DIE88,  Bmod  oft 

Who  has  good  deeds  brought  well  to  end, 
For  him  the  gloomy  forests  shine; 

The  whole  worm  is  to  him  a  friend. 
And  all  the  earth  a  diamond  mine. 

Oriental,  tr.  by  W.  B:  Alger, 

1551.  000DVE88,  ToMliliig. 

She  taught  us  how  to  live ; 
With  blameless  life  girt  round  with  sanctitj, 
Lowly  in  heart,  in  soul  and  purpose  high. 

Sweet  lessons  did  she  give 
Of  faith,  of  love,  of  hope ;  for  aU  that  shone 
Brightest  in  Christian  lives,  she  made  her  own. 

W.  H.  Burleigh. 

1559.  GOODHESS  OF  00^  EvideaoM  of  tko. 

God  is  good  1    Eadi  perfumed  flower, 
The  smiling  fields,  the  dark-green  wood. 

The  insect  fluttering  for  an  hour, — 
All  things  proclaun  that  '*  God  is  good." 

I  hear  it  in  the  rushing  wind ; 

Hills  that  have  for  ages  stood. 
And  clouds,  with  gold  and  silver  lined, 

Are  still  repeating,  **  God  is  good.** 

Each  little  rill,  that,  many  a  year. 
Has  the  same  verdant  path  pursued. 

And  every  bird  in  accents  clear. 
Joins  in  the  song  that  "God  is  good." 

The  restless  main,  with  haughty-  roar, 
Calms  each  wild  wave  and  billow  rude, 

Retreats  submissive  from  the  shore. 
And  swells  the  chorus,  * '  God  is  good.** 

Countiess  hosts  of  burning  stars 
Sinp^  His  praise  with  liffht  renewed; 

The  nsing  sun  eadi  day  declares. 
In  rays  of  glory,  *'God  is  good." 

The  moon  that  walks  in  brightness,  says, 
God  is  good  t  and  man,  endued 

With  power  to  speak  his  Maker's  praise 
Should  still  repeat  that ''  God  is  good." 
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IMS.  GOO0  WOBKBp  ThtBeit. 

"Of  all  good  works  of  men,  which  is  the 

best?" 
A  joimg  man  once  a  prophet  thus  addressed, 
And  this  reply  the  prophet  on  him  pressed : 
*'From  strife  exempt,  good  works  together 

chime, 
And  all  are  beantif  al  eadi  m  its  time." 

Oriental,  tr.  hy  W,  B,  Alger. 

1M4.  QOBFELiABflkgyoftlia. 

Mark  the  soft-falling  snow, 
And  the  diffnsive  ram : 
To  heaven,  from  wheAoe  it  f ell^ 
It  turns  not  back  again. 

Bat  waters  earth 

Through  eveiy  pore, 

And  calls  forth  all 

Its  secret  store. 

Arrayed  in  beauteous  green 
The  hills  and  yalleys  shine, 
And  man  and  beast  is  fed 
By  Providence  divine ; 

The  harvest  bows 

Its  golden  ears. 

The  copious  seed 

Of  future  years. 

"  So,"  saith  the  God  of  grace, 
'*  My  Gospel  shall  descend — 
Almighty  to  effect 
The  purpose  I  intend; 

Millions  of  souls 

Shall  feel  its  power, 

And  bear  it  down 

To  millions  more. 

"Joy  shall  begin  your  march. 
And  peace  protect  your  ways, 
While  all  the  mountains  round 
Echo  melodious  praise ; 

The  vocal  groves 

Shall  sing  the  Qtodi, 

And  eveiy  tree 

Consenting  nod." 

PhUip  Doddridge, 

15M.  OOSFEI^iikoftiia 

The  gospePs  glorious  hope. 
Its  rule  of  purity,  its  eye  of  prayer. 
Its  fort  of  firmness  on  temptation^s  steep. 
Its  bark  that  fails  not,  'midtho  storm  of  death 
He  spread  before  them,  and  with  gentlest  tone, 
Such  as  a  brother  to  his  sister  breathes, 
His  little  sister,  simple  and  untaught^ 
Did  urge  them  to  the  shelter  of  that  ark 
"Which  rides  the  wrathful  deluge. 

Jfr*.  L.  ]£  Sigoumey, 

](I56.  QOSFEI^BieftUiofthe. 

And  so  the  Word  had  breath,  and  wrought 
With  human  hands  the  creed  of  creeds, 
In  loveliness  of  perfect  deeds, 

More  strong  than  all  poetic  thought. 

Which  ho  may  read  that  binds  the  sheaf, 
Or  buildi  the  house,  or  dfgs  the  grave, 


And  those  wild  eyes  that  watch  the  wavd 
In  roaring  round  the  coral  reef. 

Alfred  Tennyeoru 

IMT.  Q06FEL,  Immortality  of  the. 

In  all  our  way  through  life  the  gospel  sheds 
Its  kind  and  healing  beams  o'er  all  our  woes : 
And  when  our  days  are  done,  it  lights  the  path 
That  leads  us  on  to  brighter,  happier  scenes ; 
And  it  will  live  and  shine  when  i\i  beside 
Has  perished  in  the  wreck  of  earthly  things. 

155§.  QOBPEL,  Light  of  the. 

'  *  Let  there  be  light  I "    O^r  heaven  and  earth. 

The  Gk>d  who  first  the  day-beuns  poured 
Uttered  again  His  fiat  forth. 

And  shed  the  gospel's  light  abroad. 
And  like  the  dawn,  its  cheering  rays 

On  rich  and  poor  were  meant  to  fall, 
Lmiring  their  Redeemer's  praise, 

m  lowly  cot  and  lordly  halL 

C.  F,  Hoffman. 

15W«  GOBPELtProgretioftiMb 

Solemn  praise 
And  prayers  devoutly  breathed,  the  tears,  the 
Of  penitential  grief,  the  broken  heart,  [sighs 
Now  formed  the  Gentile's  purer  sacrifice 
To  the  true  Gk)d.    The  philosophic  lore 
Of  learned  Athens  sunk  ere  long,  ecL'psed 
By  truth's  resistless  blaze ;  the  vain  parade 
Of  empty  jargon,  and  unmeaning  forms. 
No  longer  won  the  prostituted  praise    [tence 
Of  wondering  Greece.    The  Stoic's  fond  pre- 
Was  urged  no  more ;  the  boasted  apathist 
Confessed  the  strength  of  nature, .  owned  the 

power, 
The  use  of  passion,  deigned  to  feel  himself 
And  sympathize  the  miseries  of  man 

John  Lettice. 

15e0.  Q08EBL,  Spresdoftho. 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed, 

Great  David's  greater  son  I 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed, 

His  reign  on  earth  begun ! 
He  comes  to  break  oppression. 

To  let  the  captive  free, 
To  take  away  laransgiession. 

And  rule  in  equity. 

He  comes  with  succor  speedy. 

To  those  who  suffer  wrong ; 
To  help  the  poor  and  needy. 

And  bid  the  weak  be  strong : 
To  give  them  songs  for  sighing. 

Their  darkness  pam  to  nght, 
Whose  souls,  condemn'd  and  dying, 

Were  precious  in  His  sight 

He  shall  come  down  like  showers 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth, 
And  love,  joy,  hope,  like  flowers. 

Spring  in  His  path  to  birth ; 
Before  Him,  on  the  mountains. 

Shall  peace,  the  herald,  go. 
And  righteousness,  in  fountains, 

From  hill  to  valley  flow. 
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Arabians  desert-ranger 

To  Him  Bhall  bow  the  knee ; 
The  Ethiopian  stranger 

His  glory  come  to  see : 
With  offerings  of  devotion 

Ships  from  the  Isles  shall  meet, 
To  pour'the  wealth  of  ocean 

In  tribute  at  His  feet. 

Kings  shall  fall  down  before  Him, 

And  ^old  and  incense  bring ; 
All  nations  shall  adore  Him, 

His  praise  all  people  sing ; 
For  He  shall  have  dominion 

0*er  river,  sea,  and  shore ; 
Far  as  the  eaglets  pinion, 

Or  dove^s  light  wing,  can  soar. 

For  Him  shall  prayer  mioeasing, 
«  And  daily  vows  ascend. 

His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end : 
The  mountain-dews  shall  nourish 

A  seed,  in  weakness  sown, 
Whose  fruit  shall  spread  and  flourish. 

And  shake  like  Lebanon. 

O'er  every  foe  victorious 

He  on  His  throne  shall  rest. 
From  a^  to  age  more  elorious, 

All  blessing  and  all-blest: 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove ; 
His  Name  shall  stand  forever, 

That  Kame  to  us  is  Love. 

James  Mtrntgomery. 

1561.  GOSFELy  BtrMm  oftlMi 

O,  have  you  not  heard  of  a  beautiful  stream, 
Tlutt  flows  through  our  Father's  land  ? 
Its  waters  gleam  bright 
In  the  heavenly  light, 
And  ripple  o'er  golden  sand. 

With  murmuring  sound  doth  it  wander  along 
Throuffh  fields  of  eternal  green, 
Where  songs  of  the  blest 
In  their  haven  of  rest, 
Float  soft  on  the  air  serene. 

Its  fountains  are  deep,  and  its  watem  are  pure, 
And  sweet  to  the  weary  soul ; 
It  flows  from  the  throne 
Of  Jehovah  alone ; 
O,  oome  where  its  bright  waves  roU  I 

• 
This  beautiful  stream  is  the  river  of  life, 
It  flows  for  all  nations  free ; 
A  balm  for  each  wound 
In  its  waters  is  found ; 
O,  sinner,  it  flows  for  thee ! 

O,  will  you  not  drink  of  tiie  beautiful  stream, 
And  dwell  on  its  peaceful  shore  ? 
The  Spirit  says,  Come, 
All  ye  weary  ones,  home. 
And  wander  in  sin  no  more. 


15ed.  OOSPEL,  Tiaite  of  ths. 

O  worthy  gift  of  heavenly  love  to  man  I 
Blessed  exposition  of  salvation's  plan!  [line. 
By  truth  confirmed,  through  ench  important 
A  revelation  of  the  Will  divine  1  [bend. 

The  rule  to  which  our  stubborn  hearts  should 
The  rich  man's  monitor,  the  poor  man's  friend  I 
The  good  man's  trust,  the  scoffer's  secret 

dread! 
A  song  of  peace  to  soothe  death's  fearful  bed. 
Of  peace  from  Gk>d,  long  tempted,  oft  denied. 
To  man  the  contrite,  humble  child  of  pride! 

H,  Sdvoyn. 

1563.  GOYESHKEHT,  Art  oC 

Each  petty  hand 
Can  steer  a  ship  becalm'd ;  but  he  that  will 
Govern  and  carry  her  to  her  ends,  must  know 
His  tides,  his  currents,  how  to  shift  his  sails; 
What  she  will  bear  in  foul,  what  in  fair 

weathers :  [stop  them ; 

Where  her  springs  are,  her  leaks,  and  how  to 
What  stranas,  what  shelves,  what  rocks  do 

threaten  her ; 
The  forces,  and  the  natures  of  all  winds, 
Gusts,  storms,  and  tempests :  when  her  keel 

ploughs  hell. 
And  deck  knocks  heaven,  then  to  manage  her. 
Becomes  the  name  and  office  of  a -pilot. 

Ben  Jonaon, 

1M4,  OOVEBHICEVT,  I^m. 

A  government  on  freedom's  basis  built, 
Has,  in  all  ages,  been  the  theme  of  song. 
And  the  desire  of  great  and  god-like  men. 
For  this  the  Grecian  patriots  fought — for  this 
The  noblest  Roman  died.    Shall  I  go  on  ? 
Name  Tell,  and  Hampden,  and  our  Washing- 
The  perfect  hero  whose  example  shows  [ton  ? 
How  war  with  righteousness  may  be  allied — 
The  conqueror  with  the  Christian ;  and  how 

man 
In  blessing  others  finds  his  highest  fame ! 

Mr$,  Borah  J.  Bale. 

15d5,  GOYESHKEHT,  InstinotiTe. 

So  work  the  honey-bees. 
Creatures,  that  by  a  rule  in  nature  tcacb 
The  art  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 
They  have  a  king,  and  offioere  of  sorts,  [home; 
Where  some,  like   magistrates,    correct  at 
Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad ; 
Others,  like  soldiers,  armed  in  their  stinss. 
Make  boot  upon  the  summer's  velvet  bucB, 
Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring 
To  the  tent  royal  of  their  emperor.        [home 
Who,  busy'd  in  his  tent,  surveys 
Tlie  singing  mason  building  roofs  of  gold; 
The  dvil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey ; 
Tlie  poor  mechanic  porters  crowding  in 
Their  heavy  burthens  at  his  narrow  gate : 
The  sad-ey'd  justice,  with  his  surly  hum. 
Delivering  o'er  to  cxecutorcf  pale 
The  lazy  yawning  drone.  Shaletpeare, 

1(MI6«  GRAOE,  Adaptation  oil 

When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to 
The  rivers  of  sorrow  shaU  not  overflow;  [go» 
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For  I  will  be  ivitii  thee  thy  troubles  to  bless, 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress,  [lie, 
When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  shall 
Hy  grace  all-sufficient  shall  be  thy  supply ; 
The  flanie  shall  not  hurt  thee,  I  only  aesign 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  reSne. 
iTen  down  to  old  age,  all  My  people  shall 

prore, 
Hy  soTereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love ; 
And  then,  when  gray  hairs  shall  their  temples 

adorn, 
Li^e  lambs  they  shall  still  in  My  bosom  be 

borne. 
The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose 
I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes ; 
That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endearor 

to  shake, 
rU  neyer,  no  nerer,  no  nerer  forsake. 

1M7.  G&AOBi  0(nBftrto£ 

Nor  exile  I,  nor  prison,  fear ;  lore  makes  my 
courage  great ;  [eyery  state. 

I  find  a  Sayiour  eyerywhere.  His  grace  in 

Kor  castlc-wallB,  nor  dungeons  deep,  ex- 
clude His  quickening  oeams. 

There  I  can  sit,  and  sing,  and  weep,  and 
dwell  on  heayenly  themes  I 

MadtNne  €hiyon. 

1M8.  aiULCEi  Foimtsia«r. 

The  yoice  of  free  grace  cries,  Escape  to  the 
mountain  I  [fountain. 

For  Adam's  lost  race  Christ  hath  opened  a 
For  sin  and  uncleanness  and  eyery  trans- 
gression, [salyation. 
His  blood  flows  must  freely  in  streams  of 
Cho.   Halleluiah  to  the  Lamb,  who  hath 
porchasea  our  pardon,  [Jordan  I 
We'll  praise  Him  again  when  we  pass  oyer 

Ye  souls  that  are  wounded,  to  Jesus  repair, 
Kow  He  calls  you  in  mercy,  and  can  you 

forbear  f  [mountain, 

Though  your  sins  are  increased  as  high  as  a 
His  blood  can  rcmoye  them,  it  flows  from  the 

fountain. 

Kow  Jesus,  our  King,  reigns  triumphantly 
glorious ;  [yictorious ; 

O'er  ran,  death,  and  hell.  He  is  more  than 

With  shouting  proclaim  it,  oh  trust  in  His 
passion  I  [tion  I 

He  sayesus  most  freely,  oh  glorious  salya- 

Our  Jesus  His  name  now  proclaims  all  yic- 
torious, [nous : 

He  reigns  oyer  all,  and  His  kingdom  is  glo- 

To  Jesus  we'll  join  with  the  great  congrega- 
tion. 

In  triumph  ascribing  to  Him  our  salyation. 

With  joy  shall  we  stand,  when  escaped  to 
the  shore ;  [the  more ; 

With  harps  in  our  hands,  we'll  praise  Him 

We'll  range  the  sweet  plains  on  the  bank  of 
the  riycr. 

And  sing  of  salyation  f  oreyer  and  eyer  t 

Th4>rriJby. 

24 


1M9.  GBAGEi  Ftm. 

O  Ood,  how  beautiful  the  thought. 

How  merciful  the  bless'd  decree, 
That  grace  can  e'er  be  found,  when  sousht, 

And  naught  shut  out  the  soul  from  Thee. 
The  cell  may  cramp,  the  fetters  gall. 

The  flame  may  scorch,  the  rack  may  tear; 
But  torture,  stake,  or  prison-wall 

Can  be  endured  with  faith  and  prayer. 

Elvsa  Cook. 

1570,  OSAGE  sad  Okcy. 

The  Lord  will  grace  and  glory  giye 
To  those  who  humbly  seek  His  Aioe ; 

We  liye  for  glory  while  we  liye. 
And  seek  it  in  the  paths  of  grace. 

For  grace  is  glory  here  begun. 
And  till  the  heayenly  prize  is  won. 
The  Christian  finds,  through  aU  his  race. 
That  grace  is  glory,  gloiy  grace.  ' 

Jame9  Montgomery. 
15T1.  OBAOE,  Q«ipeL 

€k>d,  in  the  gospel  of  EQs  Son, 
Makes  His  eternal  counsels  known, 
Where  loye  in  aU  its  glory  shines. 
And  truth  is  drawn  in  fairest  linek 

Here  sinners  of  a  humble  frame 
May  taste  His  grace,  and  learn  His  name ; 
May  read,  in  (£aracters  of  blood. 
The  wisdom,  power,  and  grace  of  God. 

The  prisoner  here  may  break  his  chains ; 
The  weary  rest  from  all  his  pains ; 
The  captiye  feel  his  bondage  cease ; 
The  mourner  find  the  way  of  peace. 

Here  faith  reveals  to  mortal  eyes 
A  brighter  world  beyond  the  skies ; 
Here  shines  the  light  which  guides  our  way 
From  earth  to  reslms  of  endless  day. 

Benjamin  Beddoms, 

157SI,  OSAOB,  Xsanor  o£ 

Ye  bold  to  explain,  describe,  define 
The  progress  of  the  life  diyine. 
Tour  learned  ignorance  allow. 
And  own  it  grows  ye  know  not  how  I 

No  mortal  eye  the  manner  sees. 
The  imperceptible  degrees, 
By  which  our  Lord  conducts  His  plan. 
And  brings  us  to  a  perfect  man. 

Charles  Wesley. 
1573.  aSAOE,  Prsytr  far. 

My  stock  lies  dead,  and  no  increase 
Doth  my  didl  husbandry  improye ; 
Oh  I  let  Thy  graces  without  cease 

Drop  from  aboye. 

The  dew  doth  eyery  morning  fall. 

And  shaJl  the  dew  outstrip  Thy  doye  ? 
The  dew  for  which  grass  cannot  call 

Drops  from  aboye. 

Death  is  still  working  like  a  mole, 

And  digs  my  graye  at  each  rcmoye : 
Let  grace  work  too,  and. on  my  soul 

Drop  from  aboye. 
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Sin  is  still  hammering  my  heart 
Unto  a  hardness,  void  of  love ; 
Let  suppling  grace,  to  cross  his  art, 

Drop  from  above. 

Oh  I  come,  for  Thou  dost  know  the  way ; 

Or  if  to  me  Thou  wilt  not  move, 
Remove  me  where  I  need  not  say 

Drop  from  above. 
George  Herbert, 

1574.  OBAOE,  Blighted. 

"No,  I  cannot,  cannot  yet 

Yield  me  to  the  Saviour's  call ; 
All  my  sinful  joys  forget, 
At  His  feet  for  mercy  fall." 

So  the  fair  one  said,  and  tam*d 
From  the  throne  of  grace  away ; 

Soon,  alas  I  she  pray'd  and  mourned, 
When  too  late  to  mourn  or  pray. 

Sickness  came  with  rapid  pace- 
Laid  her  on  a  bed  of  death ; 

Terror  stared  her  in  the  face. 
She  must  yield  her  fleeting  breath. 

**  Send,"  she  cried,  "  for  mercy  send — 
Bring  the  man  of  God  with  speed ; 
Tell  him  I  am  near  my  end. 
Tell  him  that  his  prayers  I  need." 

Wakened  at  the  midnight  hour. 
To  the  dying  couch  he  flew ; 

There  was  woric  beyond  his  power. 
More  than  mortal  man  could  do. 

''Save  me,  save  me,"  cried  the  fair. 
Shriek  on  shriek  heart-rending  rose ; 

"  Down  I  sink  to  dark  despair, 
Down  to  everlasting  woes." 

Vainly  did  the  man  of  prayer 

Point  her  to  the  crucified. 
Vainly  whispered  in  her  ear, 

**  Christ  for  every  sinner  died-" 

" Lost,"  she  cried,  "forever  lost  1 
Every  ray  of  hope  has  fled ; 
Now  too  late  I  coimt  the  cost " — 
Horror  followed — she  was  dead. 

William  Hunter. 

1575.  GBAOB,  Thione  o£ 

There  is  a  spot  of  consecrated  ground 
Where  brightest  hopes  and  holiest  joys  arc 
found :  [known  sound) 

"ns  named  (and  Christians  love  the  well- 
TiiQ  throne  of  grace. 

^'Hs  here  a  calm  retreat  is  always  found : 
Perpetual  sunshine  gilds  the  sacred  ground ; 
Pure  airs  and  heav^y  odors  breathe  around 
The  throne  of  grace. 

While  on  this  vantage-ground  the  Christian 
stands,  [mands ; 

His  quickened  eye  a  boundless  view  com- 
Disoovers  fair  abodes  not  made  with  hands — 
Abodes  of  peace. 


Terrestrial  objects,  disenchanted  there, 
Lose  all  their  power  to  dazzle  or  insnare: 
One  only  object  then  seems  worth  our 
To  win  the  race. 

This  is  the  mount  where  Christ's  disciples  see 
The  glory  of  incarnate  Deity : 
'Tis  here  they  find  it  good  indeed  to  be. 
And  view  His  face. 

A  new  creation  here  begins  to  rise- 
Fruits  of  the  Spirit,  flowers  of  Paradise, 
Watered  from  heaven  in  full  and  sure  supplies 
By  streams  of  grace. 

Toward  this  blest  spot  the  Spirit  bends  His 

ear. 
The  fervent  prayer,  the  contrite  sigh,  to  hear; 
To  bid  the  mourner  banish  every  fear. 
And  go  in  peace. 

Here  may  the  comfortless  and  weary  find 
One  who  can  cure  the  sickness  of  the  mind; 
One  who  delights  the  broken  heart  to  bind— 
The  Prince  of  Peace. 

Saviour  I  the  sinner's  friend,  our  hope,  our  all  1 
Here  teach  us  humbly  at  Thy  feet  to  fall ; 
Here  on  Thy  name  with  love  and  faith  to  call 
For  pardoning  grace. 

Ne'er  let  the  glory  from  this  spot  remove. 
Till,  number^  with  thy  ransomed  flock  above, 
We  cease  to  want,  but  never  cease  to  love, 
The  throne  of  grace. 

Mies  Charlotte  ElUatL 

Iff 76.  QBAOBi  Works  el 

Grace !  His  a  charming  sound ; 

Harmonious  to  the  ear  I 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 

And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

Grace  flrst  contrived  the  way 

To  save  rebellious  man ; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 

Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

Grace  led  my  roving  feet 
To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 

And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet, 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown. 

Through  everlasting  days ; 
It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone, 

And  well  deserves  the  praise. 

Philip  Doddridge, 

1577.  QBAOESp  A  Trio  of. 

There  are  three  lessons  I  would  write — 
Three  words  as  with  a  burning  pen, 

Li  tracings  of  eternal  light,  v 

Upon  the  hearts  of  men. 

Have  Hope  I    Though  clouds  environ  round, 
And  gladness  hides  her  face  in  soom, 

Put  thou  the  shadow  from  thy  brow-^ 
No  night  but  hath  its  mom* 
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Hare  Faith !     Wherever  thy  bark  is  driven— 
The  calm^s  disport,  tho  tempest's  mirth — 

Know  this :  God  rales  the  hosts  of  heaven, 
The  inhabitants  of  earth. 

Have  Love  I    Not  love  alone  for  one, 
Bat  man,  as  man,  thy  brothers  csAl ; 

And  scatter,  like  the  circling  sttn. 
Thy  charities  on  alL 

Thus  grave  these  lessons  on  thy  soul —    [find 
Hope,  F&ith,  and  Love — and  thoa  shalt 

Strength  when  life's  sarges  rudest  roll, 
Light  when  thou  else  wert  blind. 

Fiiedrich  Schiller. 

157§.  GBATrrUDE,  Demand  for. 

Lord,  with  what  bounty  and  rare  clemency 
Hast  Thou  redeemed  us  from  tho  grave  I 

If  Thou  hadst  let  us  run. 
Gladly  had  man  adored  the  sun 
And  thought  his  gods  most  brave ; 
Where  now  we  shall  l>3  better  gods  than  l)o. 

Thou  hast  but  two  rare  cabinets  full  of  trcas- 
Tbe  Trinity  and  Incarnation :  [ure, 

Thou  hast  unlocked  them*  both. 
And  made  them  jewels  to  betroth 
The  works  of  Thy  creation 
Unto  Thyself  in  everlasting  pleasure. 

Tlie  statelier  cabinet  is  the  Trinity 
Whose  sparkling  Hffbt  access  denies : 

Therefore  Thou  dost  not  show 
This  fully  to  us,  till  death  blow 
The  dust  into  our  eyes ; 
For  by  that  powder  Thou  wilt  make  us  sec. 

But  all  Thy  sweets  are  packed  up  in  the  otlicr, 
Tliy  mercies  thither  flock  and  flow : 

That,  as  the  first  affrights, 
This  may  allure  us  with  delights ; 
Because  this  box  we  know ;       x 
For  we  have  all  of  us  just  such  another. 

But  man  is  dose,  reserved,  and  dark  to  Thee ; 
When  Thou  demandest  but  a  heart. 

He  cavils  instantly. 
In  his  poor  cabinet  of  bone 
Sins  have  their  box  apart 
Defrauding  Thee,  who  gavest  two  for  one. 

George  Herbert 

1570.  (^LATITUDE,  Hjnm  ot 

When  all  Thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  rising  soul  surveys. 
Transported  with  the  view,  Tm  lost 

Jn  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

O  how  shall  words  with  equal  waimth 

Tlie  gratitude  declare. 
That  glows  within  my  ravished  heart  I 

But  Thou  canst  read  it  there. 

Thy  Providence  my  life  sustained, 

And  all  my  wants  redrest. 
When  in  the  silent  womb  I  lay, 

And  hung  upon  the  breast. 


To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear, 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learnt 

To  form  themselves  in  prayer. 

Unnumbered  comforts  to  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestowed, 
Before  my  infunt  heart  conceived 

From  whence  these  comforts  flowed. 

When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth 

With  heedless  steps  I  ran, 
-Thine  arm,  unseen,  conveyed  me  safe. 
And  led  me  up  to  man. 

Through  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and  death. 

It  gently  cleared  my  way ; 
And  through  the  pleasing  snares  of  vice. 

More  to  be  feared  than  they. 

When  worn  with  sickness,  oft  hast  Thou 
With  health  renewed  my  face ; 

And,  when  in  sins  and  sorrows  sunk. 
Revived  my  soul  with  grace. 

Thy  bounteous  hand  with  worldly  bliss 

Has  made  my  cup  ran  o'er ; 
And  in  a  kind  and  faithful  friend 

Has  doubled  all  my  store. 

Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart 

That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  FU  pursue ; 
And  after  death,  in  aistant  worlds, 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 

When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night 

Divide  Thy  works  no  more. 
My  ever-grateful  heart,  O  lord, 

Thy  mercy  shall  adore. 

Through  all  eternity  to  Thee 

A  joyful  song  ru  raise : 
But  0 1  cternity^s  too  short 

To  utter  all  Thy  praisel 

Joseph  Addieon^ 

1580*  OSATITUDB,  IsBtinot  o£ 

He  that  has  nature  in  him  must  be  grateful 
'Tis  the  Creator's  primary  great  law, 
That  links  the  chain  of  beings  to  each  other. 
Joining  the  greater  to  the  lesser  nature, 
Tying  the  weak  and  strong,  the  poor  and 
powerful,  [to  men. 

Subduing  men  to  brates,  and  even  brutes 

Samuel  Madan, 

1581.  GBATITUDC,  Penonifioation  of. 

Here,  as  her  home,  from  morn  to  eve  frequents 
The  cherab  Gratitude  ;  behold  her  eyes ! 
With  love  and  gladness  wcepingly  they  shed 
Ecstatic  smiles ;  tho  incense  that  her  hands 
Uprear  is  sweeter  than  the  breath  of  May 
Caught  from  the  nectarine^s  blossoms,   and 

her  voice 
Is  more  than  voice  can  tell ;  to  Him  she  smgs, 
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To  Him  who  feeds,  who  clothes,  and  who 
adorns,  [dwells 

Who   made,  and  who   preserves  whatever 
In  air,  in  steadfast  earth,  or  fickle  sea. 

Christopher  Smart, 

1M9.  aBATirTIDE,  Bewtrd  of. 

When  gratitude  overflows  the  swelling  heart, 
And  breathes  in  free  and  nncorrapted  praise 
For  benefits  received :  propitious  Heaven 
Takes  such  aclmowlec^gment  as  fragrant  in- 
And  doubles  all  its  blessings.  [cense, 

George  Lillo, 

ldS3.  aSAVE,  AddiMB  to  tho. 

Dust  receive  thy  kindred  I 
Earth  take  now  thine  own  I 

To  thee  this  trust  is  rendered ; 
In  thee  this  seed  is  sown. 

Time's  tide  of  change  and  uproar 

Breaks  above  thy  head ; 
Feet  of  restless  millions 

O'er  thy  chambers  tread. 

Earthquakes,  whirlwinds,  tempests, 
Tear  the  quivering  ground; 

Voices,  trumpets,  thunders. 
Fill  the  air  around. 

But  these  sounds  of  terror 

Pierce  not  this  low  toinb ; 
Kor  break  the  happy  slumbers 

Of  this  quiet  home. 

Couch  of  the  tranquil  dumber 

For  the  weary  brow ; 
Rest  of  the  faint  and  toiling, 

Take  this  loved  one  now. 

Guard  the  precious  treasure. 

Ever-faithful  tomb  I 
Keep  it  all  unriflcd. 

Till  the  Master  come. 

EarcUiue  Banar. 

UM.  ChSAYB,  Adorning  Hie. 

Ezewhile,  on  England's  pleasant  shores,  our 

sires  [shades 

Left  not  their  churchyards  unadorned  with 
Or  blossoms,  but  indulgent  to  the  strong 
And  natural  dread  of  man's  last  home,  the 

grave. 
Its  frost  and  sUence — ^they  disposed  around. 
To  soothe  the  melancholy  spirit  that  dwells 
Too  sadly  on  life's  dose,  tho  forms  and  hues 
Of  vegetable  beauty.    There  the  yew. 
Green  even  amid  the  snows  of  winter,  told 
Of  immortality,  and  gracefully 
The  willow,  a  perpetvuil  mourner,  drooped ; 
And  there  the  gadding  woodbine  crept  about. 
And  there  the  ancient  ivy.     From  the  spot 
Where  the  sweet  maiden,  in  her  blossoming 

years  [hands 

Cut  off,  was  laid  with  streaming  eyes,  and 
That  trembled  as  they  placed  her  there,  the 

rose  [spoke 

Sprung  modest,  on  bowed  stock,  and  t>etter 
Her  graces  than  the  proudest  monument 


There  children  set  about  their  playmate's 

grave 
The  pansy.    On  the  infant's  little  bed, 
Wet  at  its  planting  with  maternal  tears, 
Emblem  of  early  sweetness,  early  death. 
Nestled  the  lowly  primrose.    Childless  dames. 
And  maids  that  would  not  raise  the  reddened 

eye—  [of  joy 

Orphans,  from  whose  young  lids  the  light 
Fled  early — silent  lovers,  who  had  given 
All  that  they  lived  for  to  the  arms  of  earth. 
Came  often,  o'er  the  recent  graves  to  strew 
Their   offerings,    rue,    and   rosemary,    and 

flowers.         WUliam  CvXlen  Bryant. 

1585.  eSAVE,  Blitt  of  the. 

'Tis  a  blessing  to  live,  but  a  greater  to  die; 
And  the  best  of  the  world  is  its  path  to  the 
sky —  [gave 

Be  it  gloomy  or  bright,  for  the  life  that  He 
Let  us  thank  Him — but  blessed  be  <}od  for  the 

grave !  [bliss, 

'Tis  the  end  of  our  toil,  'tis  the  crown  of  our 
'Tis  the  portal  of  happiness — aye,  but  for  this, 
How  hopeless  were  sorrow,  how  narrow  were 

love,  [aljove ! 

If  they  looked  not  from  earth  to  the  rapture 

J.  K  MitchdL 

1586.  OSAVE,  BloeMm  from  tho. 

Rest,  weary  dust,  lie  here  an  hour ; 

Ere  long,  like  blossom  from  the  sod. 
Thou  shalt  come  forth  a  glorious  flower. 

Fit  for  the  eye  of  God. 

Horatms  Bonar, 

158t.  QBAVE,  Olirisi  in  tba. 

No  more  a  charnel-house,  to  fence 

The  relics  of  lost  innocence, 

A  vault  of  ruin  and  decay ; 

Th'  imprisoning  stone  is  roU'd  away ; 

'Tis  now  a  cell,  where  angels  use 

To  come  and  go  with  heavenly  newa. 

And  in  the  ear  of  mourners  say, 

*'  Come  see  the  place  where  Jesus  lay." 

'Tis  now  a  fane  where  love  can  find 

Christ  everywhere  embalm'd  and  shrin'd ; 

Aye,  gathering  up  memorials  sweet. 

Where'er  she  sets  her  duteous  feet 

J:  Keble. 

1588.  OBAVE,  Oangrogation  of  tho. 

Here,  are  the  prude,  severe,  and  gay  coquette, 
The  sober  widow,  and  the  young  green  virgin, 
Cropp'd  like  a  rose  before  'tis  fully  blown. 
Or  half  its  worth  disclosed.    Strange  medley 

hcrel 
Here  garrulous  old  age  winds  up  his  tale ; 
And  jovial  youth,  of  lightsome,  vacant  heart, 
Whose  every  day  was  made  of  melody. 
Hears  not  the  voice  of  mirth:  the  shriU- 

tongued  shrew, 
Meek  as  the  turtle-dove,  forgets  her  chiding. 
Here  are  the  wise,  the  generous,  and  the  brave; 
The  just,  the  good,  the  worthless,  the  profane^ 
The  downright  clown,  and  perfectly  well- 
bred;  [mean. 
The  fool,  the  churl,  the  scoundrel*  and  the 
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Tbe  supple  Btatesman,  and  the  patriot  stern ; 
The  wrecks  of  nations,  and  the  spoils  of  time, 
With  all  the  lumber  of  six  thousand  years. 

Bobert  Blair. 

MM.  GBATE;  Ooooh  of  t3ie. 

Ah!  hnsh  now yonr  mournful  complainings, 

Nor  mothers  your  sweet  babes  deplore ; 
This  death,  we  so  shrink  from,  but  cometh 

The  ruin  of  life  to  restore. 
Who  now  would  the  sculptor's  rich  marble, 

Or  beautiful  sepulchres  crave  ? 
We  lay  them  but  here,  in  their  slumber : 

This  earth  is  a  couch,  not  a  graye. 

The  seed,  which  we  sow  in  its  weakness, 

In  the  spring  shall  rise  green  from  the  earth ; 
And  the  aead  we  thus  mournfully  bury, 

Ih€k)cL's  springtime  again  shall  shine  forth. 
Mother  Earth,  in  thy  soft  bosom  cherish 

Whom  we  lay  to  repose  in  thy  dust ; 
For  precious  these  relics  we  yield  thee ; 

Be  faithful,  O  Earthl  to  thy  trust 
The  happy  and  just  times  are  coming, 

When  Qod  erery  hope  shall  fulfil : 
And  yisibly  then  must  thou  render 

What  now  in  thy  keying  lies  stilL 

Phidentius, 

IMO.  OBATE,  Deoontiag  ths. 

Come  and  deck  the  grave  with  flowers. 

That  is  now  a  ble»Bed  bed. 
Where  the  truest  Friend  of  ours 

Stooped  to  rest  His  holy  head : 
For  the  Saviour,  in  it  lying, 

Did  its  grief  and  gloom  destroy, 
Took  from  death  the  dread  of  dying, 

Gave  to  life  its  crown  and  joy. 

John  8.  B,  MarudL 

IMl.  OSAVE,  Bomsiii  of  tiM. 

I  stood  within  the  gravels  overshadowing 
vault :  [main ; 

Gloomy  and  damp  it  stretched  its  vast  do- 
Shades  were  its  boundary ;  for  my  strained 

eye  sought 
For  other  limit  to  its  width  in  vain. 

Faint  from  the  entrance  came  a  daylight  ray, 
And  distant  sound  of  living  men  and  things ; 
This,  in  the  encountering  darkness  passed 

away. 
That  took  the  tone  in  which  a  mourner  sings. 

i  lit  a  tordi  at  a  sepulchral  lamp. 
Which  shot  a  threaa  of  light  amid  the  gloom ; 
And  feebly  buminff  *gaii^t  the  rolling  damp, 
I  bore  it  tlirough  the  regions  of  the  tomb. 

Around  me  stretdied  the  slumbers  of  the  dead, 
Whereof  the  silence  ached  upon  mine  ear ; 
More  and  more  noiseless  did  I  make  my  tread. 
And  yet  its  echoes  chilled  my  heart  with  fear. 

The  f onner  men  of  every  age  and  place. 
From  all  their  wanderings  gathered,  round 

me  lay ; 
The  dust  of  withered  empires  did  I  trace. 
And  stood  *mid  geneiatioiia  passed  away. 


I  saw  whole  dties,  that  in  flood  or  fire« 

Or  famine,  or  the  plague,   gave    up  their 

breath; 
Whole  armies  whom  a  day  beheld  expire. 
By  thousands  swept  into  the  arms  of  Death. 

I  saw  the  old  worid^s  white  and  wave-swept 

bones, 
A  giant  heap  of  creatures  that  have  been ; 
Far  and  confused  the  broken  skeletons 
Lay  strewn  beyond  mine  eye*s  remotest  ken. 

Death^s  various  shrines — ^the  Urn,  the  Stone, 
the  Lamp  —  [dead ; 

Were  scattered  round,  confused,  amid  ^e 

Symbols  and  Types  were  mouldering  in  the 
damp,  [fled. 

Their  shapes  were  waning,  and  their  meaning 

Unspoken  tongues,  perchance  in  praise  or  woe. 
Were  charactered  on  tablets  Time  had  swept ; 
And  deep  were  half  their  letters  hid  below 
The  thick  small  dust  of  those  they  once  had 
wept 

No  hand  was  here  to  wipe  the  dust  away ; 
No  reader  of  the  writing  traced  beneath ; 
No  spirit  sitting  by  its  form  of  day ;  [Death. 
Nor  sigh  nor  sound  from  all  the  heaps  of 

One  place  alone  had  ceased  to  hold  its  prey ; 
A  form  had  pressed  it  and  was  there  no  more ; 
The  garments  of  the  grave  beside  it  lay, 
Where  once  they  wrapped  Him  on  the  rocky 
floor. 

He  only  with  returning  footsteps  broke 
The  eternal  calm  wherewith  the  Tomb  was 

bound; 
Among  the  sleeping  dead  alone  He  woke, 
Ancl  blessed  with  outstretched  hands  the  host 

around. 

Well  is  it  that  sudi  blessing  hovers  here. 
To  soothe  each  sad  survivor  of  the  throng 
Who  haunt  the  portals  of  the  solemn  sphere, 
And  pour  their  woe  the  loaded  air  along. 

They  to  the  verge  have  followed  that  they 
love, 

And  on  the  insuperable  threshold  stand ; 

With  cherished  names  its  speechless  calm  re- 
prove, •  [hand. 

And  stretch   in  the  abyss  their  ungrasped 

But  vainly  there  the  mourners  seek  relief 
From  silenced  voice,  and  shapes  Decay  has 

swept. 
Till  Death  himself  shall  medicine  their  grief, 
Closing  theur  ^es  by  those  o'er  whom  they 

wept 

All  that  have  died,  the  earth^s  whole  race, 
repose,  [heap ; 

Where  Death  collects  his  treasures,  heap  oh 

O'er  each  one^s  busy  day  the  nigbt-shades 
close;  I 

Its  Actors,  Sufbrers,  Schools,  Kings, 

— sleep.  Caroline  Clive, 
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1593.  aBAVE,  ChiM  to  the. 

Thon  art  gone  to  the  grave :  but  wo  will  not 
,       deplore  thee,  [the  tomb ; 

Though  sorrows  and  darkness  encompass 

The  Saviour  hath  passed  through  its  portal 

before  thee,  [through  the  gloom. 

And  the  lamp  of  His  love  is  thy  guide 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave :  we  no  longer 

behold  thee,  [thy  side ; 

Nor  tread  the  rough  path  of  the  world  by 

But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to 

enfold  thee,  [died. 

And  sinners  may  die,  for  the  Sinless  has 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave:  and,  its  man- 
sion f orsakinff,  [long ; 
Perhaps  thy  weak  spirit  in  fear  lingered 
But  the  mild  rays  of  Paradise  beamed  on  thy 
waking,                     [Seraphim^s  song. 
And  the  sound  which  thou  heard^st  was  the 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave :  but  we  will  not 
deplore  thee,  [and  Guide ; 

Whose  €k>d  was  thy  ransom,  thy  Guardian 
He  gave  thee,  He  took  thee,  and  He  will  re- 
store thee ;  [has  died. 
And  death  has  no  sting,  for  the  ^viour 

Bp,  ItegiruM  Htiw, 

IMS.  aHAVE,  House  of  tlkd« 

For  thee  was  a  house  built 
Ere  thou  wast  bom. 
For  thee  was  a  motdd  meant 
Ere  thou  of  mother  earnest 
But  it  is  not  made  ready, 
Nor  its  depth  measured. 
Nor  is  it  seen 
How  long  it  shall  be. 
Now  I  bring  thee 
Where  thou  shalt  be ; 
Now  I  shall  measure  thee 
And  the  mould  afterwardti 

Thy  house  is  not 
Highly  timbered. 
It  is  unhigh  and  low ; 
When  thou  art  therdn, 
Tlie  heel-ways  are  low. 
The  side-ways  unhigh. 
The  roof  is  built 
Thy  breast  full  nigh. 
So  thou  shalt  in  mould 
DweU  fuU  r  cold, 
Dimly  and  dark. 

Doorless  is  that  haase, 
And  dark  it  is  within ; 
There  thou  art  fast  detained, 
And  death  hath  the  key. 
Loathsome  is  that  earth-house, 
And  grim  within  to  dwelL 
There  thou  shalt  dwell, 
And  worms  shall  divide  thee. 

Thus  thou  art  laid. 
And  leavest  thy  friends ; 
Thou  hast  no  Mend 


Who  will  come  to  thee. 
Who  will  ever  see 
How  that  house  pleaseth  thee ; 
Who  will  ever  open 
The  door  for  thee, 
And  descend  after  thee ; 
For  soon  thou  art  loathsome 
And  hateful  to  see. 
From  the  Anglo-Saxonj  SL  W.  JjmgfdUm* 

15IM.  aEAVE,  Eymii  of  the, 

*'  Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  I  " 
Here  the  evil  and  the  just, 
Here  the  youthful  and  the  old. 
Here  the  fearful  and  the  bold. 
Here  the  matron  and  the  maid. 
In  one  silent  bed  are  laid ; 
Here  the  vassal  and  the  khig 
Side  by  side  lie  withering ; 
Here  the  sword  and  sceptre  rust — 
"Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dusti  ** 

Age  on  age  shall  foil  along 
O^er  this  pale  and  mighty  throng ; 
Those  that  wept  them,  they  that  weep, 
All  shall  with  these  sleepers  sleep ; 
Brothers,  sisters  of  the  worm — 
Summer's  sun,  or  Winter's  storm. 
Song  of  peace,  or  battle's  roar 
Ne'er  shall  break  their  slumbers  more ; 
Death  shall  keep  his  sullen  trust — 
**  Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  I  ^ 

But  a  day  is  coming  fast — 
Earth,  thy  mightiest  and  thy  laatl 
It  shall  come  in  fear  and  wonder. 
Heralded  by  tramp  and  thunder ; 
It  shall  come  in  strife  and  toil. 
It  shall  come  in  blood  and  spoil ; 
It  shall  come  in  empires'  groans. 
Burning  temples,  ruined  thrones ; 
Then,  Ambition,  rue  thy  lust  1 

* '  Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  1  ^ 

Then  shall  come  the  judgment  sign ; 
In  the  east  the  King  shau  shine. 
Flashing  from  heaven's  golden  gate — 
Thousands,  thousands,  round  His  state  * 
Spirits  with  the  crown  and  plume ; 
TVemble  then,  thou  sullen  tomb  I 
Heaven  shall  open  on  thy  sight, 
Earth  be  turnea  to  living  light — 
Kingdom  of  the  ransomoid  just — 
*' £arth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dost  I  ^ 

Then  thy  mount,  Jerusalem, 
Shall  be  gorgeous  as  a  gem  I 
Then  sh^  in  the  desert  rise 
Fruits  of  more  than  Paradise ; 
Earth  by  angel  feet  be  trod — 
One  great  ganden  of  her  God  t 
Till  are  dried  the  mounter's  tears. 
Through  a  thousand  glorious  years  1 
Now  in  hope  of  Him  we  trust — 
*' Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  1 " 

Bwrg9  Chrolf. 

1M5.  Q&ATB,  Our  HoriUgo  tho. 
Only  a  tomb,  no  more  I 
A  future  resting-plaoe 
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Where  God  shall  lay  thee  down,  and  bid 
All  thy  long  wanderings  oeaae. 

Thy  life  unrest  and  toil ; 

Thy  course  a  pilgrimage ; 
Only  in  death  thoa  goest  down, 

To  daim  thy  heritage ; — 

A  heritage  which  death 

Shall  seal  to  thee  for  aye, 
A  resnrrection-heritage 

When  all  things  pass  away. 

A  home  of  endless  peace, 

Beyond  these  hills  of  strife ; 
When  these  old  rocks  give  up  their  dead, 

And  death  shall  end  in  life. 

1M6.  GllAVEi  FrMohiiig  of  fhoi 

As  Adi,  with  the  youthful  prince  NomAn, 
His  pupil,  silled  one  day  .where  slowly  ran 
A  river  past  a  cemetery  gray,  [say  ? 

He  asked,  Knowest  what  yon  silent  tenants 
This  is  the  speech  their  mouths  of  ruin  hold. 
The  gist  of  thousand  songs  and  proverbs  old ; 
'*  Te  toiling  caravans,  who  travel  by, 
Like  you  we  lived ;  and  you  like  us  shall  die  I 
What  throngs  have  made  their  cameb  here  re- 
cline [wine 
Before  our  doors,  and  in  thdr  halt  quaffed 
Mixed  with  this  stream  1  The  morning  passed 

away. 
And,  lo  I  they  had  become  of  time  the  prey. 
And  disappeared  in  its  mutations  strange ; 
For  time  itself  is  only  change  on  change ! " 
OrienUU,  tr.  ^  W,  R,\S>ger, 

1M7.  G&A.VB,  Baftinthe. 

lie  down,  frail  body,  here. 

Earth  has  no  fairer  bed, 
No  gentler  pillow  to  afford — 

Come,  rest  thy  home-sick  head. 

lie  down  with  all  thy  aches, 

There  is  no  aching  here ; 
How  soon  shall  all  &y  life-long  ilia 

Forever  disappear. 

Foot-sore  and  worn  thou  art. 
Breathless  with  toil  and  fight, 

How  welcome  now  the  long-sought  sleep 
Of  tins  all-tranquil  night 

Brief  night  and  quiet  couch 

In  some  star-lighted  room. 
Watched  but  by  one  beloved  Eye, 

Whoso  light  dispels  all  gloom. 

Best  for  the  toiling  hand. 
Best  for  the  thought-worn  brow. 

Best  for  the  weary  way-sore  feet. 
Best  from  ijl  labor  now. 

Best  for  the  fevered  brain, 

Best  for  the  throbbing  eye ; 
Tlm>*  these  parched  lips  of  thine  no  more. 

Shall  pass  the  moan  or  sigh. 

fforatiui  Banar. 


MM.  OBAVE,  Uhms  €f  tlM. 

I  love  to  muse  when  none  are  nigh. 
Where  yew-tree  branches  wave. 

And  hear  the  winds,  with  softest  sigh, 
Sweep  o'er  the  grassy  grave. 

It  seems  a  mournful  music,  meet 

To  soothe  a  lonely  hour ; 
Sad  though  it  be,  it  is  more  sweet 

Than  that  from  pleasure's  bower. 

I  know  not  why  it  should  be  sad. 

Or  seem  a  mournful  tone, 
Unless  by  man  th%  spot  be  clad 

With  terrors  not  his  own. 

Bernard  Barton, 

MM.  eBATB,  T«t€f  iU 

A  furloughed  soldier,  here  I  sleep,  from  bat- 
tle spent. 
And  in  the  resurrection  I  shall  strike  my  tent. 
Oriental,  tr.  hy  W.  B.  Alger. 

16M,  GEiVEiWftniiiigioftk*. 

Thet^  is  a  calm  for  those  who  weep, 
A  rest  for  weary  pilgrims  found. 
They  softly  Ue  and  sweetly  sleep 

Low  in  the  ground. 

The  storm  that  wrecks  the  winter  sky 
No  more  disturbs  their  deep  repose. 
Than  summer  evenii^'s  lat^t  sigh 

That  shuts  me  rose. 

I  long  to  lay  this  painful  head 
And  aching  heart  beneath  the  soil. 
To  slumber  in  that  dreamless  bed 

From  all  my  toiL 

For  misery  stole  me  at  my  birth. 
And  cast  me  helpless  on  the  wild : 
I  perish ; — O  my  Mother  Earth  I 

Take  home  thy  child. 

On  thy  dear  lap  these  limbs  redined 
Shall  gently  moulder  into  thee ; 
Nor  leave  one  wretched  trace  behind 

BesembHng  me. 

Hark  I — a  strange  sound  affrights  mine 
My  pulse — ^my  brain  runs  wild— I  rave ; 
Ah  t  who  art  thou  whose  voice  I  hear  ? 

'*  I  am  the  Grave  I 

"  The  Grave  that  never  spake  before, 
Hath  found  at  length  a  tongue  to  diide ; 
O  listen  I — ^I  wiU  speak  no  more : 

Be  silent.  Pride  t 

''Art  thou  a  wretch  of  hope  forlorn, 
The  victim  of  consuming  care  ? 
Is  thy  distracted  conscience  torn 

By  fell  despair  ? 

"  Do  foul  misdeeds  of  former  times 
Wring  with  remorse  thy  guilty  breast  f 
And  ghosts  of  unf  omven  crimes 

Murder  thy  rest! 
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"  Lashed  by  the  fnries  of  the  mind, 
From  wrath  and  vengeance  wouldst  thou  flee  ? 
Ah !  think  not,  hope  not,  fool,  to  find 

A  friend  in  me. 

"By  all  the  terrors  of  the  tomb, 
Beyond  the  power  of  tongue  to  tell ; 
By  the  dread  secrets  of  my  womb ; 

By  death  and  hell ; 

"  I  charge  thee  live ! — ^repent  and  pray : 
In  dust  thine  infamy  deplore ; 
There  yet  is  mercy — ^go  thy  way, 

And  «n  no  more. 

**  Art  fhon  a  mourner  ?  Hast  thou  known 
The  Joy  of  innocent  delights, 
Endearing  days  forever  flown, 

And  tranquil  nights  t 

"  O  live  I — and  deeply  cherish'still 
The  sweet  remembrance  of  the  past : 
Rely  on  Heaven's  unchanging  will 

For  peace  at  last 

**  Art  tiiou  a  wanderer  ?    Hast  thou  neen 
O'erwhelming  tempests  drown  thy  ^/ark  i 
A  shipwreck'd  sufferer  hast  thou  been. 

Misfortune's  mark  ? 

*'  Though  long  of  winds  and  waves  the  sport, 
Condemned  in  wretchedness  to  rpam, 
live  t — thou  shalt  reach  a  sheltering  port» 

A  quiet  home. 

"To  friendship  didst  thou  trust  thy  fame, 
And  was  thy  mend  a  deadly  foe. 
Who  stole  into  thy  breast  to  aim 
/  A  surer  blow? 

"  live  1— and  repine  not  o'er  his  loss, 
A  loss,  unworthy  to  be  told : 
Thou  hast  mistaken  sordid  dross 

For  friendship's  gold. 

"  Whate'er  thy  lot,  whoe'er  thou  be, 
Confess  thy  folly — ^kiss  the  rod, 
And  in  thy  chastening  sorrows  see 

The  hand  of  Ood. 

**  A  bruised  reed  He  will  not  break ; 
AfELictions  all  His  children  feel : 
He  wounds  them  for  His  mercy's  sake, — 

He  wounds  to  heaL 

*'  Humbled  beneath  His  mighty  hand. 
Prostrate  His  providence  adore : 
'Tis  done  t    Ajise  I  He  bids  thee  stand, 

To  fall  no  more. 

*'Now,  traveller  in  the  vale  of  tears, 
To  realms  of  everlasting  light, 
Through  Time's  dark  wLidemess  of  yean 

Pursue  thy  flight. 

**  There  is  a  calm  for  those  who  weep, 
A  rest  for  weary  pilgrims  found : 
And  while  the  mouldering  ashes  slieep 

Low  in  the  ground. 


"The  soul,  of  origin  divine, 
God's  glorious  image,  freed  from  clay, 
In  heaven's  eternal  sphere  shall  shine, 

A  star  of  day. 

"  The  sun  is  but  a  spark  of  flre, 
A  transient  meteor  in  the  sky ; 
The  soul,  immortal  as  its  8ire, 

Shall  never  die.** 
James  Montgomery, 

IWl.  aBAVETABA  Hymii  of  fha. 

Ah  me  I  this  is  a  sad  and  silent  city : 

Let  me  walk  softly  o'er  it,  and  survey 
Its  grassy  streets  with  melancholy  pity  I 
Where  are  its  children  ?  where  their  glee- 
some  play  f 
Alas  I  their  cradled  rest  is  cold  and  deep — 
Their  playthings  are  thrown  by,  and  they 
asleep. 

This  is  pale  beauty's  bower :  but  where  the 
beautiful,  [hours, 

Whom  I  have  seen  come  forth  at  evening's 
Leading  their  aged  friends,  with  feelings  duti- 
ful, [erBl 
Amid  the  wreaths  of  spring  to  gather  flow- 
Alas  1  no  flowers  are  here  but  flowers  of  death. 
And  those  who  once  were  sweetest  sleep  be- 
neath. 

This  is  a  populous  place :  but  where  the  bust- 
ling— 
The  crowded  buyers  of  the  noisy  mart — 
The   lookers-on — ^the  snowy  garments  rust- 
ling; 
The  money-changers,  and  the  men  of  art! 
Business,  alas  1  haSi  stopped  in  mid  career, 
And  none  are  anxious  to  resume  it  here. 

This  is  the  home  of  grandeur:  where  are 

they —  [wise  ? 

The  ridb,  the  great,  the  glorious,  and  the 

Where  are  the  trappings  of  the  proud,  the 

gay— 

The  gaudy  guise  of  human  butterflies! 
Alas  I  all  lowly  lies  each  lofty  brow, 
And  the  green  sod  dizens  their  beauty  now. 

This  is  a  place  of  refuge  and  repose. 

Where  are  the  poor,  the  old,  the  weaiy 

wight,  [woes, 

The  scorned,  the  humble,  and  the  man  of 

Who  wept  for  mom,  and  sighed  again  for 

night?  [sleep 

Their  sighs  at  last  have  ceased,  and  here  th^ 

Beside  &eir  scomers,  and  forget  to  weep. 

This  is  a  place  of  gloom:  where  are  the 
gloomy  ? 
The  gloomy  arc  not  citizens  of  death — 
Approach  and  look,  where  the  long  grass  is 
plumy ;  [ncath ! 

See  them  above  I  they  are  not  found  be- 
For  these  low  denizens,  with  artful  wiles, 
Nature,  in  flowers,  contrives  her  mimic  smileib 
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Hub  is  a  place  of  sorrow :  friends  have  met 
And  mingled  tears  o*er  those  who  answered 
not ;  [wet  ? 

And  where  are  they  whose  eyelids  then  were 
Alas !  their  gpiefa,  their  tears  are  all  forgot ; 

They,  too,  are  landed  in  this  silent  city, 

Where  there  is  neither  love,  nor  tears,  nor  pity. 

This  is  a  place  of  fear :  the  firmest  eye 

Hath  <juailed  to  see  its  shadowy  dreariness; 
Bat  Christian  hope,  and  heayeidy  prospects 
high. 
And  earthly  cares,  and  natnre^s  weariness, 
Have  made  the  timid  pilgrim  cease  to  fear, 
And  long  to  end  his  painfnl  journey  here. 
'  John  Bethune. 

1M9.  aBBAI  MEH$  Death  ofi 

A  callow  bird  of  not  so  many  days 
As  there  are  leaves  upon  the  wilminff  rose, 
Chirps  from  yon  sycamore ;  thisyi(%t 
Sprnng  np  an  hour  since  from  the  fibrous 

earth: 
At  noon  the  rain  fell,  and  to-night  the  sun 
Will  sink  with  its  old  grandeur  in  the  sea — 
And  yet  to-day  agod  died. .  .  .  Naturesmiles 
On  our  mortality.     A  sparrow's  death, 
Or  the  unnoticed  falling  of  a  leaf, 
Is  more  to  her  than  when  a  great  man  dies. 

Thomoi  Bailey  Aldrich* 

leeS.  GBEAT  MEH,  Defaoti  o£ 

The  mightier  man,  the  mightier  is  the  thing 
That  makes  him  honored,  or  begets  him  hate : 
For  greatest  scandal  waits  on  greatest  state. 
The  moon  being  clouded  presently  is  missed. 
But  little  stars  may  hide  them  when  they  list. 

The  crow  may  bathe  his  coal-black  wings 
in  mire, 
And  unperceiyed  fly  with  the  filth  away ; 

Bat  if  the  like  the  snow-white  swan  desire, 
The  stain  upon  his  silver  down  will  stay. 
Poor  grooms  are  sightless  night,  kings  glori- 
ous day. 
Gnats  are  unnoted  wheresoe'er  they  fly, 
But  eagles  gazed  upon  with  every  eye. 

SJuEietpeare, 

leOAi  0SBAT  MBV,  Good. 

How  seldom,  friend,  a  good  great  man  in- 
herits 
Honor  and  wealth,  with  all  his  worth  and 
pains! 
It  seems  a  story  from  the  world  of  spirits 
When  any  man  obtains  that  which  he  merits, 

Or  any  merits  that  which  he  obtains. 
For  ahiune,  my  friend!  renounce  this  idle 
strain  I  [obtain  ? 

What  wouldst  thou  have  a  good  great  man 
Wealth,  title,  dignity,  a  golden  chain, 
0^  heaps  of  corses  which  his  sword  hath  slain  ? 
€K)odne8s  and  greatness  are  not  means,  but 

ends. 
Hath  he  not  always  treasures,  always  friends, 
'nie  great  good  man  ?   Three  treasures — love, 
and  light, 
And  calm  thoughts,  equable  as  infant's 
breath; 


And  three  fest  friends,  more  sure  than  day  or 
night — 
Himscu,  his  Maker,  and  the  angel  Death. 

Samud  Taylor  Coleridge, 

16M.  GBEAT  ICEI,  lead  oC 

FeetuB,    Oh !  the  brave  and  good  who  serve 
A  worthy  cause  can  only  one  way  feil ; 
By  perishing  therein.    Is  it  to  fail  ? 
No ;  every  great  or  good  man's  death  is  a  step 
Firm  set  towards  their  end — ^the  end  of  being ; 
Which  is  the  good  of  all  and  love  of  €k>d. 
The  world  must  have  great  minds,  even  as 

great  spheres 
Or  suns,  to  govern  lesser  restless  minds. 
While  they  stand  still  and  bum  with  life ;  to 

keep 
Them  in  their  places,  and  to  light  and  heat 

them.  Philip  Jamee  Bailey^ 

leOd.  GSBAT  USB,  Povw  ofi 

He  had  a  twofold  nature,  and  the  one 
Was  of  a  brighter  order,  with  the  souls 
Who  shine  along  the  path  of  centuries 
In  full  and  perfect  brightness,  standing  forth 
In  their  own  loftiness,  the  beacon-lights 
By  which  the  world  is  guided  and  upborne 
fVom  its  forever  downward  tendency ; 
By  which  it  gathers  beauty  and  is  formed 
To  the  one  tnie  refinement,  that  of  thought 
And  chastened  feeling — with  such  better  souls 
Communing  ih  an  equal  fellowship, 
As  dear  in  intellect,  as  brightly  clear 
In  every  hi^h  conception,  and  as  warm 
In  all  emotions,  where  the  heart  of  man 
Ascends  and  widens,   and  with  outspread 

wings  [ing 

Shadows  aU  human  hearts  in  kindness,  len£ 
Its  inspiration  unto  all  who  feel 
The  glow  of  its  benignity,  and  dwell 
Blessed  in  its  steady  sunshine.    As  a  rock 
Lifts  its  blue  f orehoid  from  a  mountain  ridge, 
And  heaves  a  cloudless  summit  into  heaven. 
Forever  smiling  in  the  softened  beam 
Of  an  eternal  noonday ; — ^to  the  world 
Of  living  things,  who  watch  it  far  below 
With  a  mute  look  of  wonder,  as  a  throne 
On  which  the  ^ods  are  dwelling — ^to  that 
Soaring  in  unstamed  purity,  it  seems  [world. 
The  centre  of  devotion,  and  the  fane 
Where  the  heart  bows  in  awe,  and  offers  up 
Its  deepest  adoration : — so  these  souls 
Are  to  the  humbler  spirits,  who  go  on 
Mincing  along  the  track  they  draw,  upreared 
To  a  commanding  loftiness,  and  set 
As  idols  on  their  pedestals  to  fill  [bend 

The  crowd  with  wonder.    Men  are  made  to 
Before  the  mighty,  and  to  follow  on    [great. 
Submissive  where  the  great  may  lead — ^the 
Whose  might  is  not  in  crowns  and  palaces. 
In  parchment  roUs  or  blazoned  heraldry. 
But  in  the  power  of  thought,  the  energy 
Of  unsupported  mind,  whose  steady  will 
No  force  can  daunt,  no  tangled  paUi  divert, 
From  its  right-onward  purpose.     Few  are 

they. 
And  well  that  they  are  few,  who  in  the  blaza 


878 


Q-RSIA.TI7SjSS. 


Of  genius  kindled,  like  a  baleful  star 
To  such  a  flame  as  terrifies,  and  bears 
Ruin  when  rushing  onward — who  in  "vvrath 
Are  launched  along  the  path  where  nations  go, 
The  highway  of  the  battle,  and  the  field 
Where  power  is  won,  and  thrones  are  emptied. 
The  spirits  who  originate  and  bend         [Few 
All  meaner  hearts  to  wonder  and  obey. 
As  if  their  look  were  death,  their  word  were 

fate; 
As  if  they  held  the  balance  and  the  sword 
To  measure  out  their  happiness,  and  g^ve 
To  each  his  stated  portion,  and  avenge 
All  such  as  dare  to  murmur. 

JwfM»  Gates  B^reival. 

leoy.  aSEATNESS,  Age  of. 

O  great  bard  I 
Ere  yet  that  last  strain  dying  awed  the  air. 
With  steadfast  eyo  I  viewed  thee  in  the  choir 
Of  ever-endudng  men.     The  truly  great 
Have  all  one  age,  and  from  one  visible  space 
Shed  influence  I  They,  both  in  power  and  act, 
Are  permanent,  and  time  is  not  with  them, 
Save  as  it  worketh  for  them,  they  in  it^ 
Nor  less  a  sacred  roll  than  those  of  old. 
And  to  be  placed,  as  they,  with  gradual  fame 
Among  the  archives  of  mankind,  thy  work 
Makes  audible  a  linked  lay  of  truth. 
Of  truth  profound  a  sweet  continuous  lay. 
Not  learnt,  but  native,  her  own  natural  notes  I 

8.  T.  Coleridge. 

16M.  0EEATIEB8,  OonditionB  of. 

A  faithless  heart,  how  despicably  small  I 
Too  strait  aught  great  or  generous  to  receive  I 
Filled  with  an  atom  I  filled  and  fouled  with 

selfl 
And  self  mistaken  I  self  that  lasts  an  hour  1 
Instincts  and  passions  of  the  nobler  kind 
Lie  suffocated  there ;  or  they  alone,       [open 
Reason  apart,  would  wake  high  hope,  and 
To  ravished  thought  that  intellectual  sphere 
'Where  order,  wisdom,  goodness,  providence 
Their  endless  miracles  of  love  display, 
And  promise  all  the  truly  great  desire. 
The  mind  that  would  to  happy  must  be 

great.  .  •  • 
Great  in  its  wishes — great  in  its  surveys. 
Extended  views  a  narrow  mind  extend. 
Push  out  its  corrugate,  expansive  make. 
Which,  ere  long,  more  than  planets  shall  em- 
brace. 
A  man  of  compass  makes  a  man  of  worth.  .  .  . 
Divine  contemplate,  and  become  divine. 

As  man  was  made  for  glory  and  for  bliss, 
All  littleness  is  an  approach  to  woe.    •  .   . 
Open  thy  bosom,  set  thy  vnshes  wide. 
And  let  in  manhood — let  in  happiness ; 
Admit  the  boundless  theatre  of  thought 
From  nothing  up  to  God  .  .   .  which  makes 
a  man  I  Edward  Young, 

1609.  OBEATNE88,  Oonsiftent. 

Be  great  in  act  as  you  have  been  in  thought ; 
Be  stirring  as  the  time ;  be  fire  with  fire ; 
Threaten   the   threat^ner,    and  outface  the 
brow 


Of  bragging  horror  :  so  shall  inferior  eyei, 
That  borrow  their  behaviors  from  the  great, 
Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 
The  dauntless  spirit  of  resolution. 

Shakmpeare, 

1010.  aBBATHESS,  Ooit  ofi 

Bring  then  these  blessings  to  a  strict  account ; 
Make  fair  deductions,  see  to  what  they  mount : 
How  much  of  other  each  is  sure  to  cost ; 
How  much  of  other  oft  is  wholly  lost ; 
How  inconsistent  greater  goods  with  these ; 
How  sometimes  life  is  risked,  and  always  ease ; 
Think,  and  if  still  the  things  they  envy  call. 
Say,  would'st  thou  be  the  man  to  whom  thef 
To  sigh  for  ribbons,  if  thou  art  silly,    [fall  t 
Mark  how  they  grace  Lord  Umbra,  or  Sir 
Is  yellow  dirt  the  passion  of  thy  life  ?  [Billy. 
Look  but  on  Gripus,  or  on  Gripus'  wife. 
If  parts  allure  thee,  think  how  Bacon  shined, 
The  wisest,  brightest,  meanest  of  mankind. 

Alexander  I^^ 

1011.  aSEATIESS,  Enduing. 

A  king,  who  by  the  public  mouth  was  named 

the  Great, 
Was  on  liis  station^s  frailty  wont  to  meditate. 
Against  all  arrogance  as  a  protecting  gate 
This  phrase  he  oft  repeated:  '*  Only  God  is 

great." 
Those  words  he  bade  them  on  the  palace 

wall  ingrain,  [day  remain. 

Whose  fragment  columns,  crumpling,  to  this 
City  and  realm  are  sunk,  but  travellers  relate 
You  still  may  read  the  motto:  **OnlyGodis 

great."  OrientaL 

1013.  aBEATHSSS,  PiDai. 

WoUey.    Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all 
my  greatness !  [forth 

This  is  the  state  of  man :  to-day  he  puts 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope ;  to-morrow  blos- 
soms, [him: 
And  bears  his  blushing  honors  thick  upon 
The  third  day  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  frost; 
And — ^when  ho  thinka,  good  easy  man,  foil 

surely 
His  greatness  is  a  ripening — ^nips  his  root, 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.     I  havo  ventured, 
Like  little  wanton  boys  that  swim  on  blad- 
ders. 
This  many  summers  in  a  sea  of  glory ; 
But  far  beyond  my  depth :  my  high-blown 
pride  [me, 

At  length  broke  under  me ;  and  now  has  left 
Weary  and  old  with  service,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  stream,  that  must  forever  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp  and  gloiy  of  this  world,  I  hata 

ye: 
I  feel  my  heart  new  opened.  O,  how  wrctdied 
Is  that  poor  man  that  hangs  on  princes^  fa- 
vors 1  [to, 
There  is,  betwixt  that  smile  we  would  aspire 
That  sweet  aspect  of  princes,  and  their  ruin, 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  wars  or  women 

have: 
And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again.  Shaletpottre, 
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1613.  (!^SEATHE88,  Falao. 

Hylo,  forbear  to  call  him  blest 

That  only  boasts  a  large  estate, 
Should  all  the  treasures  of  the  West 

Meet,  and  conspire  to  make  him  great 
I  know  thy  better  thoughts,  I  know 

Tliy  reason  can't  descend  so  low. 
Let  a  broad  stream,  with  golden  sands. 

Through  all  his  meadows  roll, 
He's  but  a  wretch  with  all  his  lands, 

That  wears  a  narrow  soul. 
He  swells  amidst  his  wealthy  store, 

And  proudly  poismg  what  he  weighs, 
In  his  own  scale  he  fondly  lays 

Huge  heaps  of  shining  ore. 
He  spreads  the  balance  wide  to  hold 

His  manors  and  his  farms, 
And  cheats  the  beam  with  loads  of  gold 

He  hugs  between  his  arms. 
So  might  the  ploughboy  climb  a  tree. 

When  CrcBsus  mounts  his  throne. 
And  both  stand  up,  and  smile  to  see 

How  long  their  shadow's  grown : 
Alas !  how  vain  their  fancies  be 

To  think  that  shape  their  own  I 
Thus  mingled  still  with  wealth  and  state, 

Croesus  himself  can  never  know ; 
His  true  dimensions  and  his  weight 

Are  far  inferior  to  their  show. 
Were  I  so  tall  to  reach  the  pole, 

Or  grasp  the  ocean  with  my  span, 
I  must  be  measured  by  my  soul : 

The  mind's  the  standard  of  the  man. 

laaac  Wcttts, 

1614.  GBSATHB88,  Inspintioa  oil 

There  is  a  fire  that  has  its  birth 
Above  the  proudest  hills  of  earth ; 
And  higher  than  the  eternal  snows 
The  fountain  whence  it  rose. 

It  came  to  man  in  ancient  days, 
And  fell  upon  his  ardent  gaze, 
A  god  descending  in  his  car. 
The  spirit  of  a  star. 

And  as  the  glorious  vision  broke 
Full  on  his  eye,  at  once  he  woke. 
And  with  the  rush  of  battling  steeds 
He  sprang  to  generous  deeds. 

Then  first  he  stood  erect  and  free, 
And  in  the  might  of  destiny 
A  st^n,  unconquerable  fate 
Compelled  him  to  be  great 

He  strove  not  for  the  wreath  of  fame ;    [came. 
From  Heaven  the  power  that  moved  him 
And  welcome  as  the  mountain  air 
The  voice  that  bade  him  dare. 

Onward  he  bore,  and  1)attled  still 
With  a  most  firm,  enduring  will ; 
His  only  hope  to  win  and  rise. 
His  only  aim,  the  skies. 

He  saw  their  glories  blaze  afar ; 

A  soul  looked  down  from  every  star; 


And  from  its  eye  of  lightning  flew 

A  glance  that  thrilled  hmi  through. 

Full  in  the  front  of  war  he  stood ; 
His  home,  his  country  claimed  his  blood : 
Without  one  sigh  that  blood  was  given ; 
He  only  thought  of — Heaven. 

Jameg  Oates  Bsrcwak 

1615.  OBEATVE88,  PoUtiooL 

Nor  happiness,  nor  majesty,  nor  fame. 

Nor  peace,  nor  strength,  nor  skill  in  arms  or 

arts,  [tame ; 

Shepherd  those  herds  whom  tyranny  makes 
Verse  echoes  not  one  beating  of  their  hearts : 
History  is  but  the  shadow  of  their  shame ; 
Art  veils  her  glass,  or  from  the  pageant  starts 
As  to  oblivion  their  blind  millions  fleet. 
Staining  that  Heaven  with  obscene  imagery 
Of  their  own  likeness.     What  are  numbers, 

knit 
By  force  or  custom  f   Man  who  man  ^ould  be. 
Must  rule  the  empire  of  himself  I  in  it 
Must  be  supreme,  establishing  his  throne 
On  vanished  will,  quelling  the  anarchy 
Of  hopes  and  fears,  being  himself  alone. 

Bsrey  Bystiha  8hdley, 

1616.  aSEATHBBS,  Standard  oft 

Honor  and  shame  from  no  condition  rise ; 
Act  well  your  part,  there  all  the  honor  lies. 
Fortune  in  man  has  some  small  difference 

made, 
One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade ; 
The  cobbler  apron'd,  and  the  parson  gown'd, 
The  friar  hooded,  and  the  monarch  crown'd, 
'^  What  differ  more  (you  cry)  than  crown  and 

cowl  ? " 
ril  tell  you,  friend  I  a  wise  man  and  a  fool. 
Tou'll  find,  if  once  the  monarch  acts  the  monk. 
Or,  cobbler-like,  the  parson  will  be  drunk. 
Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  f el- 
The  rest  is  all  but  leather  or  pruncllo.  [low ; 
Stuck  o'er  with  titles,  and  hung  round  with 
strings,  [kings ; 

That  thou  mayst  be  by  kings,  or  wives  of 
Boast  the  pure  blood  of  an  illustrious  race, 
In  quiet  flow  from  Lucrece  to  Lucrece ; 
But  by  your  father's  worth  if  yours  you  rate, 
Coant  me  those  only  who  were  good  and  great 
Go  I  if  your  ancient  but  ignoble  blood, 
E[as  crept  through  scoundrels  ever  since  the 

flood. 
Qo  I  and  pretend  your  family  is  young. 
Nor  own  your  fathers  have  been  fools  so  long. 
What  can  ennoble  sots  or  slaves  or  cowards  ? 
Alas  I  not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards. 
Look  next  on  g^reatness  1  say  where  great- 
ness lies? 
"  Where,  but  among  the  heroes  and  the  wise  ?  ^' 
Heroes  are  much  the  same,  the  point's  amed, 
From  Macedonia's  madman  to  the  Swede ; 
The  whole  strange  purpose  of  their  lives,  to 
Or  make  an  enemv  of  all  mankind !        [find 
Not  one  looks  backward,  onward  still  he  goes. 
Yet  ne'er  looks  forward  farther  than  his  nose. 
No  less  alike  the  politic  and  wise ; 
All  sly  slow  things,  with  drcnmspective  eyes ; 
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Men  in  their  loose  nngnardcd  hours  they  take, 
Not  that  themselves  are  wise,  but  others  weak. 
But  grant  that  those  can  conquer,  these  can 

cheat; 
^Tis  phrase  absurd  to  call  a  villain  great : 
Who  wickedly  is  wise,  or  madly  brave, 
Is  but  the  more  a  fool,  the  more  a  knave. 
Who  noble  ends  by  noble  means  obtains, 
Or,  failing,  smiles  in  exile  or  in  chains, 
Like  good  Aurelius  let  him  reign,  or  bleed 
Like  Socrates,  that  man  is  great  indeed. 

Alexander  Ihpe, 

1617.  GEEATVE88,  Tomb  oft 

Cyrus,  the  dreaded  arbiter,  a  dawning  em- 
pire's trust,  [the  just, 
The  eagle  child  of  victory,  the  great,  the  wise, 
Assyria's  famed  and  conquering  sword,  and 

Media's  regal  strength. 
Hath  bowed  his  head  to  earth  beneath  a 

mightier  hand  at  length,  [o'ergrown. 
There  is  a  solitary  tomb,  with  rankling  weeds 
A  single  palm  bends  mournfully  beside  the 

mouldering  stone. 
Amidst  whose  leaves  the  passing  breeze,  with 

fitful  gust  and  slow. 
Seems  sighing  forth  a  feeble  dirge  for  him 

who  sleeps  below. 
Beside,  its  sparkling  drops  of  foam  a  desert 

fountain  showers ; 
And,  floating  calm,  the  lotus  wreathes  its  red 

and  scented  flowers. 
Here  lurks  the  mountain  fox  unseen  beside 

the  vulture's  nest ;  [silent  quest. 

And  steals  the  wild  hyena  forth,  in  lone  and 
Is  this  deserted  resting-place  the  couch  of 

fallen  might  ?  [inspiring  light  ? 

And  ends  the  path  of  glory  thus,  and  fame's 
Chief  of  a  progeny  of  kings  renowned  and 

feared  afar,  [thine  honor's  star  I 

How  is  thy  boasted  name  forgot,  and  dimmed 
Approach! — what  saith  the  mven  verso? 

*'  Alas  for  human  pride T 
Dominion's  envied  gifts  were  mine,  nor  earth 

her  praise  denied. 
Thou  traveller,  if  a  suppliant's  voice  find 

echo  in  thy  breast,  [tal  rest  I  " 

O,  envy  not  the  little  dust  that  hides  my  mor- 

1618.  GBIEF,  Angdi  ofi 

With  silence  only  as  their  benedictioa 

God's  angels  come, 
Where,  in  the  shadow  of  a  great  affliction, 

The  soul  sits  dumb. 

Tet  would  we  say,  what  e veiy  heart  approveth, 

Our  Father's  will. 
Calling  to  Him  the  dear  ones  whom  He  lo veth, 

Is  mercy  stilL 

Not  upon  us  or  ours  the  solemn  angel 

Hath  evil  wrought ; 
The  funeral  anthem  is  a  glad  evangel — 

The  good  die  not  1 

God  calls  our  loved  ones,  but  we  lose  not 
wholly 

What  He  has  given ;  [truly 

They  live  on  earth,  in  thought  and  deed,  as 

As  in  His  heaven.     John  Q.  Whittier, 


1619.  OBIBF,  Bowflt  A 

Not  all  in  vain  do  sorrows  here 
Pierce  with  keen  arrows  every  heart ; 
Lessons  divine  their  lips  impart : 

There's  balm  and  blessing  in  a  tear. 

The  grie&,  which  every  heart  may  know. 
Which  earth  is  powerless  to  console. 
May  keep  the  tendrils  of  the  soul 

From  taking  deeper  root  below. 

The  storm  that  sways  the  forest  trees. 
Still  roots  them  deeper  in  the  soil ; 
So  sorrow,  conflict,  care  and  toil 

Nurture  our  strength  by  slow  degrees. 

Though  ruthless  seems  the  Winter  wild. 
The  spring  is  sleeping  in  its  breast ; 
And  snow-stoims  braid  her  flowery  vest ; 

For  genial  Spring  is  Winter's  child. 

Edward  HdrUy  DewarU 

16M.  aSIEF,  OoDfldlatioii  for. 

Yes,  thou  mayest  weep,  for  Jesus  shed 
Such  tears  as  those  thou  sheddest  now. 

When  for  the  living  or  the  dead 
Sorrow  lay  heavy  on  His  brow. 

He  sees  thee  weep,  yet  doth  not  blamo 
The  weakness  of  thy  flesh  and  heart ;  ' 

Tby  human  nature  is  the  same 
As  that  in  which  He  took  a  part. 

He  knows  its  weakness,  for  He  felt 
The  crushing  power  of  pain  and  woe. 

How  body,  soul,  and  spirit  melt 
And  faint  beneath  the  stunning  blow. 

What  if  poor  sinners  count  thy  grief 
The  sign  of  an  unchastened  will ; 

He  who  can  give  thy  soul  relief 
Knows  that  thou  art  submissive  stilL 

Turn  thee  to  Him,  to  Him  alone ; 

For  all  that  our  poor  lips  can  say 
To  soothe  thee,  broken-hearted  one. 

Would  fail  to  comfort  thee  to-day. 

We  will  not  speak  to  thee,  but  sit 
In  prayerful  silence  by  thy  side : 

Grief  has  its  ebbs  and  flows ;  'tis  fit 
Our  love  should  wait  the  ebbing  tide. 

Jesus  Himself  will  Comfort  thee. 
In  His  own  time,  in  His  own  way ; 

And  haply  more  than  "two  or  three" 
Unite  in  prayer  for  thee  to-day. 

leiil.  WEBS,  OouiMmiig. 

Men 
Can  counsel,  and  speak  comfort  to  that  grief. 
Which  they  themselves,  not  feel ;  but  taste  it, 
Their  counsel  turns  to  passion,  which  before 
Would  give  pieceptial  medicine  to  rage. 
Fetter  strong  madness  in  a  silken  thread. 
Charm  ache  with  air,  and  agony  with  words : 
No,  no  I  'tis  all  men's  office  to  speak  patience 
To  those  that  wring  under  the  load  of  sorrow ; 
But  no  man's  virtue,  nor  sufficiency. 
To  be  so  moral,  when  he  shall  endure 
The  like  himself.  Bhaieapeare, 
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1099.  aSIEF,  BMP, 

Queen,  Good  Hamlet,  cast  thy  nighted  color 
off,  [mark. 

And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  Den- 
Do  not,  forerer,  with  thy  yeilM  lids 
Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust :     [die, 
ThoQ  know^st  'tis  common— idl  that  lire  mnst 
Passing  throagh  nature  to  eternity. 
ffanUet.    Ay,  madam,  it  is  common. 
QuMtu  If  it  be, 

Why  seems  it  so  particular  with  thee  ? 
Mir/u     Seems,  madam  I  nay,  it  is ;  I  know 
not  seems. 
'Tis  not  alone  my  inky  doak,  good  mother, 
Kor  customary  suits  of  solemn  black, 
Kor  windy  suspiration  of  forced  breath, 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  rirer  in  the  eye, 
Nor  the  dejected  havior  of  the  visage. 
Together  with  all  forms,  modes,  shows  of 
grief,  [seem. 

That  can  denote  me  truly:  these,  indeed, 
For  they  arc  actions  that  a  man  nxight  play ; 
But  I  have  that  within,  which  passeth  show; 
These,  but  the  trappings  and  the  suits  of  woe. 

Shakespeare. 

1093.  QRIEFf  Dismlnion  o£ 

'  ft 

Friends  counsel  quick  dismission  of  our  grief ; 
Mistaken  kindness !  Our  hearts  heal  too  soon. 
Are  they  more  kind  than  He  who  struck  the 

blow; 
Who  bid  it  do  His  errand  in  our  hearts. 
And  banish  peace  till  nobler  guests  arrive. 
And  bring  it  back,  a  true  ana  endless  peace  t 
Calamities  are  friends.        Edward  Young. 

1094*  OBIEF,  End  of. 

When  rejnedies  are  past,  the  griefs  are  ended. 
By  seeing  the  worst,  which  late  on  hopes 
depended. 
To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gone 
Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischief  on. 
What  cannot  hQ  preserved  when  fortune  tiJces, 
Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 
TherobVd,  that  smiles,  steals  something  from 

the  thief ; 
He  robs  himself,  that  spends  a  bootless  grief. 

Shakeepeare. 
1695.  OBIBF,  Pnits  o£ 

From  lips  divine,  like  healing  balm 

To  hearts  oppressed  and  torn, 
The  heavenly  consolation  fell, 

**  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn.'* 

Unto  the  hopes  by  sorrow  crushed 

A  noble  faith  succeeds ; 
And  life,  by  trials  furrowed,  bears 

The  fruit  of  loving  deeds. 

How  rich,  how  sweet,  how  full  of  strength. 

Our  human  spirits  are 
Baptized  unto  tne  sanctities 

Of  suffering  and  of  prayer  I 

Yes,  heavenly  wisdom,  love  divine. 
Breathed  through  the  lips  which  said, 

"  O  blessed  are  the  hearts  that  mourn ; 
They  shall  be  comforted.'' 


1696.  GSIEF,  Hetling  ftr. 

Oh  Thou  who  dry'st  the  moumer^s  tear. 

How  dark  this  world  would  be. 
If,  when  deceived  and  wounded  here. 

We  could  not  fly  to  Thee  1 
The  friends  who  in  our  sunshine  live, 

When  winter  comes,  are  flown ; 
And  he  who  has  but  tears  to  give. 

Must  weep  those  tears  alone. 
But  Thou  wilt  heal  that  broken  heart, 

Which,  like  the  plants  that  throw 
Their  fragrance  from  that  wounded  part; 

Breathe  sweetness  out  of  woe. 

When  joy  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers. 

And  even  the  hope  that  threw 
A  moment's  sparkle  o'er  our  tears 

Is  dimm'd  and  vanished  too. 
Oh  who  could  bear  life's  stormy  doom, 

Did  not  Thy  wing  of  Love 
Come,  brightly  wafting  through  the  gloom. 

Our  Peace-branch  from  above  ? 
Then  sorrow,  touched  by  Thee,  grows  bright 

With  more  than  rapture's  ray ; 
As  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 

We  never  saw  by  day  I      Tkomae  Moore, 

1697.  GBIEF,  ImprenioBB  of. 

Who  that  a  watcher  doth  remain 
Beside  a  couch  of  mort-al  pain. 
Deems  he  can  ever  smile  again  f        • 

Or  who  that  weeps  beside  a  bier 

Counts  he  has  any  more  to  fear 

From  the  world's  flatteries,  false  and  leer  ? 

And  yet  anon  and  he  doth  start 
At  the  light  toys  in  which  his  heart 
Can  now  already  claim  its  part. 

O  heart  of  ours  I  so  weak  and  poor. 
That  nothing  there  can  long  endure ; 
And  so  their  hurts  find  shameful  cure,— 

While  every  sadder,  wiser  thought, 
Each  holier  aim  which  sorrow  brought, 
Fades  quite  away,  and  comes  to  naught. 

Arehbiehop  R.  C.  Trench, 

leiM.  QiBIEPt  Joj  from. 
Thus  ever  in  the  steps  of  grief 

Are  sown  the  predous  seeds  of  joy ; 
Each  fount  of  Marah  hath  a  leaf. 

Whose  healing  balm  we  may  employ. 

Then  'mid  life's  fitful,  fleeting  day, 
Look  up — ^the  sky  is  bright  above  I 

Kind  voices  cheer  thee  on  thy  way  I 
Faint  spirit !  trust  the  Qod  of  love  t 

A.  D.  Woodbridge, 

1699,  OSIEF,  Panioiilen. 

I  tell  you  hopeless  grief  is  passionless — 
That  only*  men  incredulous  of  despair. 
Half -taught  in  anguish,  through  the   mid- 
night air 
Beat  upward  to  God's  throne  in  loud  access 
Of  shrieking  and  reproach.    Full  dcsertness 
In  souls  as  countries,  lieth  silent — ^bare 
Under  the  blanching,  vertical  eye-glare 
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Of  the  absolute  Hearens.   Deep-hearted  man, 

express 
Grief  for  thy  dead  in  silence  like  to  death , 
Most  like  a  monnmcntal  statue  set 
In  everlasting  watch  and  moveless  woe. 
Till  itself  crumble  to  the  dust  beneath. 
Touch  it :  the  marble  eyelids  are  not  wet — 
If  it  could  weep,  it  could  arise  and  go. 

Mtlizdbeth  Barrett  Browning, 

1630.  aSIEF,  ?eTwiililoatio&  o£ 

Next  him  went  Grief  and  Fury,  matched  f  aur ; 

Grief  all  in  sable,  sorrowfully  clad,  [cheer ; 
Down  hanging  his  dull  head  with  heavy 

Tet  inly  being  more  than  seeming  sad ; 

A  pair  of  pincers  in  his  hand  he  had. 
With  which  he  pinched  many  people  to  the 
heart,  [led 

That  from  thenceforth  a  wretched  life  they 
In  wilful  languor  and  consuming  smart. 
Dying  each  day  with    inward  wounds  of 
Dolores  dart.  Edmund  Spenter. 

1631.  aSIEF,  Finiiig. 

What  equal  torment  to  the  grief  of  mind, 
And  pining  anguish  hid  in  gentle  heart. 
That  inly  reeds  itself  with  thoughts  unkind. 
And  nomisheth  her  own  consuming  smart  ? 
What  medicine  can  any  leech's  art        [hide. 
Yield  such  a  sore,  that  doth  her  grievance 
And  will  to  none  her  malady  impart  f 

Edmund  Bprnter. 

1633.  GBIEF,  Blfleplon. 

I  turned  to  thee,  to  thousands,  of  whom  each 
And  one  as  all  a  ghastly  gap  did  make 
In  his  own  kind  and  kindred,  whom  to  teach 
Forgeliulness  were  mercy  for  their  sake; 
The  archangel's  trump,  not  glory's,   must 

awake  [sound  •  of  Fame 

Those  whom  they  thirst  for;    though  the 
Kay  for  a  moment  soothe,  it  cannot  slake 
The  fever  of  vain  longing,  and  the  name 
So  honored  but  assumes  a  stronger,  bitterer 

daim. 

They  mourn,  but  smile  at  length ;  and,  smil- 
ing, mourn : 

The  tree  will  wither  long  before  it  fall ; 

The  hiiU  drives  on,  though  mast  and  soil  be 
torn; 

The  roof-tree  sinks,  but  moulders  on  the  hall 

In  massy  hoariness ;  the  ruined  wall   [gone ; 

Stands  when  its  wind-worn  battlements  are 

The  bars  survive  the  captive  they  inthrall ; 

The  day  drags  through  though  storms  keep 
out  the  sun ;  [live  on ; 

And  thus  the  heart  will  break,  yet  brokenly 

Even  as  a  broken  mirror,  which  the  glass 
In  every  fragment  mi^tiplies,  and  makes 
A  thousand  images  of  one  that  was  [breaks ; 
The  same,  and  still  the  more,  the  more  it 
And  thus  the  heart  will  do  which  not  for- 
sakes. 
Living  in  shattered  ^pise,  and  still,  and  cold. 
And  uoodless,  with  its  sleepless  sorrow  aches, 


Yet  withers  on  till  all  without  is  old, 
Showing  no  visible  sign,  for  such  things  are 
untold.  Lord  Byron, 

1633.  QBIEF,  Sympfttliy  In. 

I  pray  thee,  cease  thy  counsel. 
Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitless 
As  water  in  a  sieve :  give  nol  me  counsel ; 
Nor  let  no  comforter  delight  mine  ear,  [mine. 
But  such  a  one  whose  wrongs  do  suit  witii 
Bring  me  a  father,  that  so  loved  his  diild. 
Whose  joy  of  her  is  overwhelmed  like  mine. 
And  bid  him  speak  of  patience ;  [mine, 

Measure  his  woe  the  length  and  breadth  of 
And  let  it  answer  every  strain  for  strain ; 
As  thus  for  thus,  and  such  a  grief  for  such, 
In  every  lineament,  branch,  shape,  and  form : 
If  such  a  one  will  smile,  and  stroke  his 

beard; 
Cry,  sorrow,  wag !  and  hem  when  he  shodld 

groan ;  [dnmk 

Patch  grief  with  proverbs ;  make  misfortune 
With  candle-wasters ;  bring  him  yet  to  me, 
And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience. 
But  there  is  no  such  man.         Shahetpeare. 

1634.  OROUHB^  EsUowed. 

What  is  hallowed  ground?    Has  earth  a  dod 
Its  Maker  meant  not  should  be  trod 
By  man,  the  image  of  his  God, 

Erect  and  free, 
Unscourged  by  Superstition's  rod 

To  bow  the  knee  ? 

That's   hallow'd   ground — ^where,    moura'd 

and  miss'd, 
The  lips  repose  our  love  has  kias'd : 
But  Where's  their  memory's  mansion  ?    Is^t 

Yon  churchyard's  bowers  ?  * 
No  1  in  ourselves  their  souls  exist, 

A  part  of  ours. 

What  hallows  mund  where  heroes  sleep! 
'Tis  not  the  sculptured  piles  you  heap  t 
In  dews  that  heavens  far  distant  weep 

Their  turf  may  bloom ; 
Or  Genii  twine  beneath  the  deep 

Their  coral  tomb : 

But  strew  his  ashes  to  the  wind 

MThose  sword  or  voice  has  served  mankind ; 

And  IS  he  dead,  whose  glorious  mind 

Lifts  thine  on  high  ?  — 
To  live  in  hearts  we  leave  behind, 

Is  not  to  die. 

What's  hallow'd  ground?  'Tis  what  gives 
To  sacred  thoughts  in  souls  of  worth —  [birth 
Peace  1  Independence!  TruUil  go  forth 

Earth's  compass  round ; 
And  your  high  priesthood  shfdl  make  eaxtii 

AU  haUou>*d  ground, 

Thomoi  CampbdL 

1635.  GBOWTH,  Heavenwwd. 

The  oak-tree's  boughs  onoe  touched  thegnsf ; 

But  every  year  they  grew 
A  little  farther  from  the  ground. 

And  nearer  toward  the  olue. 
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So  liTO  that  yon  each  year  may  ba, 

While  time  glides  softly  by, 
A  little  farther  from  the  earth. 

And  nearer  to  the  sky. 

1636,  QtWWTE,  Troe. 

It  is  not  growing  like  a  tree 
In  bulk,  doth  make  men  better  be ; 
Or  standing  long  an  oak,  three  hundred  year, 
To  fall  a  log  at  last,  dry,  bald,  and  sere. 
A  lily  of  a  day 
Is  fairer  i&r  in  May, 
Although  it  fall  and  die  that  night ; 
It  was  Sie  plant  and  flower  of  light 
In  small  proportions  we  just  beauties  sec. 
And  in  short  measures  life  may  perfect  be. 

BonJansan, 
IMT.  eUIDAlOE,  Olirist'i. 

Jesus,  still  lead  on. 

Till  our  rest  be  won ; 
And  although  the  way  be  cheerless. 
We  will  follow,'  calm  and  fearless : 

Guide  us  by  Thy  hand 

To  our  Fatherland. 

If  the  way  bo  drear, 

If  the  foe  be  near, 
Let  not  Pithless  fears  overtake  us, 
Let  not  faith  and  hope  forsake  us ; 

For,  through  many  a  foe, 

To  our  home  we  go. 

When  we  seek  relief 
From  a  long-felt  grief. 
When  temptations  come  alluring. 
Hake  us  patient  and  enduring ; 
Show  us  that  bright  shore 
Where  we  weep  no  more. 

Jesus,  still  lead  on, 

Till  our  rest  be  won ; 
Heayenly  Leader,  still  direct  us, 
Still  support,  console,  protect  us, 

Tul  we  safely  stand 

In  our  Fatherland.    ZinMmdorf, 

1638.  GUIDAVOE,  DiTlna. 

Is  this  the  way,  my  Father  ?    'Tis,  my  child. 
Thou  must  pass  through  this  tangled,  dreary 

wild. 
If  thou  wouldst  reach  the  city,  undcfiled. 

Thy  peaceful  home  above. 

Bat  enemies  are  round  I  Yes,  child,  I  know 
That  where  thou  least  ezpectest  thou'lt  find  a 

foe ; 
But  yictor  thou  ahalt  prove  o'er*all  below, 

Only  seek  strength  above.  * 

My  Father,  it  is  dark  I  Child,,  take  my  hand, 
Cling  dose  to  Me :  TU  lead  thee  through  the 

land; 
Trust  My  all-seeing  care ;  so  shalt  thou  stand 

'Midst  glory  bright  above. 

^y  footsteps  seem  to  slide  1    Child,  only  raise 
Thine  eye  to  Me,  then  in  these  slippery  ways 
I  will  hold  up  thy  goings;  thou  shalt  praise 

Me  for  eadi  step  above. 


0  Father,  I  am  weary  I  Child,  lean  thy  head 
Upon  My  breast.  It  was  My  love  that  spread 
Thy  ragged  path ;  hope  on,  till  I  have  said, 

'*  Rest,  rest  for  aye,  above.  ^' 

1689.  OniDAHOE,  Heed  of. 

1  stand  like  one  has  lost  his  way. 
And  no  man  near  him  to  inquire  it  of ; 
Tet  there's  a  Providence  above  that  knows 
The  roads  which  ill  men  tread,  and  can  direct 
Inquirin|^  justice :  the  passengers  that  travel 
In  the  wide  ocean  where  no  paths  are, 
Look  up  and  leave  their  conduct  to  a  star. 

Bir  Robert  Howard. 

1640.  OniDAlOE,  Pnyn  for. 

Lead,  kindly  light,  amid  th*  encircling  gloom, 

Lead  Tliou  me  on ; 
The  night  is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home ; 

Lead  Thou  me  on ; 
Keep  Thou  my  feet ;  I  do  not  ask  to  see 
The  distant  scene ;  one  step  enough  for  me. 

I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed,  that  Thou 

Shouldst  lead  me  on ; 
I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path  ;  but  now 

Lead  Thou  me  on ! 
I  loved  the  garish  day,  and,  spite  of  fears. 
Pride  ruled  my  will:  Remember  not  past 
years  I 

So  long  Thy  Power  has  blest  me,  sure  it  still 

Will  lead  me  on 
O^er  moor  and  fen,  o^er  crag  and  torrent,  till 

The  night  is  gone, 
And  with  the  mom  those  angel  faces  smile 
Which  I  have  loved  long   since,  and  lost 
awhile  I  John  Henry  Neioinan, 

1641.  QTTIDAHOE,  Seeking. 

To  what  am  I  reserved?    Great  Qod, 
The  counsel  of  Thy  wHl  display ; 

Kor  let  me  underneath  the  load 
Of  anxious  doubt  forever  stay. 

Thou  seest  I  cannot  jourpey  on 
Till  Thou  the  lingering  cloud  remove, 

And  make  the  destined  action  known. 
And  lead  me  by  the  fire  of  love. 

My  every  choice,  desire,  design. 

I  now  implicitly  submit ; 
My  will  is  fixed  to  follow  Thine, 

And  lies  indifferent  at  Thy  feet. 

Loosed  and  detached;  I  cease  from  man ; 

Opinions,  names,  are  clean  forgot ; 
This  all  my  aim,  and  all  my  plan. 

To  do,  and  be— I  know  not  what. 

But  wilt  Thou  not  at  last  appear. 
Make  darkness  light  before  my  face, 

And  crooked  straight,  and  doubtful  clear, , 
And  show,  and  shine  on  all  my  ways  ? 

Who  on  Thine  only  truth  depend. 
Who  Thee  mine  only  Ma,ster  own ; 

To  me  Thou  wilt  Thy  Spirit  send. 
And  govern  me  Thyself  alone. 
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Thy  wisdom  and  Thy  power  shall  join 
To  effectuate  what  Thy  Love  decrees ; 

Hy  work,  and  place,  and  f  liends  assign, 
And  crown  the  whole  with  full  success. 

Charles  Wesley. 

1649.  GUILT,  Beginning  o£ 

Let  no  man  trust  the  first  false  step 
Of  guilt ;  it  hangs  upon  a  precipice, 
Whose  steep  descent  in  last  perdition  ends. 

Young, 

To  what  gulfs 
A  single  deriation  from  the  track 
Of  human  duties  leads  eyen  those  who  claim 
The  homage  of  mankind  as  their  bom  due, 
And  find  it  till  they  forfeit  it  themselves. 

Lord  Byron, 

He  who  once  sins,  like  him  who  slides  on  ice. 
Goes  swiftly  down  the  slippery  ways  of  vice ; 
Though  conscience  check  him,  yet  these  rul^ 

gone  o'er,  [more. 

^     es  on  smoothly  and  looks  back  no 

Juvenal. 

164MU  QUILT,  Bemons  o£ 

Moloch.  Tliere  is  a  power 

Mightier  than  pride,  or  war,  or  pleasure's 

thrall, 
Or  greed  of  gold — ^the  intolerable  pangs 
Of  conscience  seeking  rest  and  finding  none. 
The  terror  which  hath  torment.     Slighting 

this,  [wrong. 

We  do  ourselves,  we   do  our  cause   much 
Friends,  I  have  seen  the  wretched  outcast  rove, 
Driven  by  the  angpiish  of  tyrannic  guilt. 
From  land  to  land  self-exiled.     I  have  seen 
Parents  imbrue  their  dench'd'  hands  in  the 

blood 
Of  their  own  children.    Nor  do  I  despair 
Of  more.     So  dreadful  are  the  shadows  cast 
From  the  dark  outlines  of  that  prison  of  death 
Whence  never  yet  a  prisoner  returned. 

Edward  Henry  Bickereteih. 

1644.  GUILT,  Boouge  of. 

Guilt  is  the  source  of  sorrow ;  'tis  the  fiend, 
The  avenging  fiend,  that  follows  us  behind 
With  whips  and  stings ;  the  blest  know  none 

of  this. 
But  rest  in  everlasting  peace  of  mind. 
And  find  the  height  of  all  their  heaven  is 

goodness.  Nicholas  Bowe. 

IMS.  HABIT,  SUtm  of. 

The  slaves  of  custom  and  established  mode. 
With  packhorse  constancy  we  keep  the  road. 
Crooked  or  straight,  through  quags  or  thorny 

dells, 
True  to  the  jinffling  of  our  leader's  bells. 
To  follow  foolish  precedents,  and  wink 
With  both  our  eyes,  is  easier  than  to  think. 
And  such  an  ase  as  ours  balks  no  expense, 
Except  of  caution  and  of  common  sense. 

WUliam  Cowper, 

1M6.  HABITS,  Ohaoge  ofi 

Habitual  evils  change  not  on  a  sudden. 
But  many  days  must  pass  and  many  sorrows ; 


Conscious  remorse  and  angxdsh  must  bo  felt. 
To  curb  desire,  to  break  the  stubborn  will. 
And  work  a  second  nature  in  the  soul. 
Ere  virtue  can  resume  the  place  she  lost. 

Nicholas  Bowe. 
1647.  EABITSi  Bra 

When  at  first  from  virtue's  path  we  stray 
How  shrinks  the  feeble  heart  with  sad  dismay  I 
More  bold  at  length,  by  powerful  habit  led, 
Careless  and  seai*cd  the  dreary  wild  we  tread; 
Behold  the  gaping  gulf  of  sin  with  scorn, 
And  plunging  deep,  to  endless  death  are  bome. 

J.  Scott. 
1649.  HABITS,  Orowtli  o£ 

We  are  not  worst  at  once ;  the  course  of  evil 
Begins  so  slowly,  and  from  such  slight  source, 
An  infant's  hand  might  stop  the  breach  with 
clay;  [phy. 

But  let  the  stream  grow  wider,  and  Philoso- 
Aye,  and  Religion  too,  may  strive  in  vain 
To  stem  the  headlong  current 

1649.  HABITS,  Holy. 

Slowly  fashioned,  link  by  link. 

Slowly  waxing  strong, 
Till  the  spirit  never  shrink. 

Save  from  touch  or  wrong. 

Holy  habits  are  thy  wealth, 

G<)lden  pleasant  chains ; 
Passing  earth's  prime  blessing — ^health. 

Endless,  priceless  gains. 

Holy  habits  give  thee  place 

With  the  noblest^  best. 
All  most  god-like,  of  thy  race. 

And  with  seraphs  blest 

Holy  habits  are  thy  joy. 

Wisdom's  pleasant  ways. 
Yielding  good  without  alloy. 

Lengthening,  too,  thy  days. 

Seek  them,  Christian,  night  and  moni. 

Seek  them  noon  and  even ; 
Seek  them  till  thy  soul  be  bom 

Without  stains — ^in  Heaven.  T. 


16M.  HAFPIHE88,  Aimhig  for. 

To  aim  at  thine  own  happiness,  is  an  end 
idolatrous  and  evil ; 

In  earth,  yea,  in  heaven,  if  thou  seek  it  for 
thyse^,  seeking  thou  shalt  not  find. 

Happiness  is  a  roadside  fiower,  growing  on 
the  highways  of  Usefulness ; 

Plucked,  it  shall  wither  in  thy  hand;  pa«»d 
by,  if  is  a  fragrance  to  thy  spirit ; 

Love  not  thine  own  soul,  regard  not  thine 
own  weal. 

Trample  the  th3rme  beneath  thy  feet ;  be  use- 
ful, and  be  happy.     M.  F.  Tapper. 

1651,  HAPHHESS,  Atteining. 

Our  aim  is  happiness;  'tis  yours,  'tis  miiie, 
He  said ;  'tis  the  pursuit  of  all  that  live. 
Yet  few  attain  it,  if  'twas  e*er  attained ; 
But  they  the  widest  wander  from  the  mark, 
Who  thro'  the  fiowery  paths  of  sauntering  joy 
Seek  this  coy  goodness.     John  Armstrong. 
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IM3.  HAFFIHB88|  OastloA  ot 

How  8ad  a  sight  is  human  happiness, 
To  those  whose  thought  can  pierce  beyond  an 
hour  I  [exults  I 

0  thou  I  whateVr   thou   art,  whose   heart 
Wbuldst  thou  I  should  congratulate  thy  fate  t 

1  know  thou  wouldst ;  thy  pride  demands  it 

from  me. 
Let  thy  pride  pardon  what  thy  nature  needs, 
The  salutary  censure  of  a  friend.      [blessed  ; 
Thou  happy  wretch!  by  blindness  thou  art 
By  dotage  dandled  to  poipetnal  smiles. 
Know,  smiler  I  at  thy  peru  thou  art  pleased : 
Thy  pleasure  is  the  promise  of  thy  pain. 
Misfortune,  like  a  creditor  severe, 
But  rises  in  demand  for  her  delay ; 
She  makes  a  scourge  of  past  prosperity, 
To  sting  thee  more,  and  double  thy  distress. 
Is  Heaven  tremendous  in  its  frowns  ?    Most 
And  in  its  favors  formidable  too :         [sure ; 
Its  favors  here  are  trials,  not  rewards ; 
A  call  to  duty,  not  discharge  from  care ; 
And  should  alann  us  full  as  much  as  woes ; 
Awake  us  to  their  cause  and  consequence ; 
0*er  our  scanned  conduct  sive  a  jealous  eye, 
And  make  us  tremble,  weighed  with  our  de- 
sert: 
Awe  nature's  tumult,  and  chastise  her  joys. 
Lest,  while  we  dasp,  we  kill  them :  nay,  in- 
vert 
To  worse  than  simple  misery  their  charms. 
Revolted  joys,  like  foes  in  civil  war. 
Like  bosom  friendships  to  resentment  soured. 
With  rage  envenomed  rise  against  our  peace. 
Beware  what  earth  calls  happiness :  beware 
All  joys  but  joys  that  never  can  expire. 
Who  builds  on  less  than  an  immortal  base. 
Fond  as  he  seems,  condemns  his  joys  to  death. 

Edward  Toung, 

1M3.  HAFFnmSS,  Ohaaoe  o£ 

Oh  happy  you  I  who  blest  with  present  bliss, 
Bee  not  with  fatal  prescience  future  tears, 
Nor  the  dear  moment  of  enjoyment  miss 
Throng  gloomy  discontent,  or  sullen  fears 
Foreboding  many  a  storm  for  coming  years ; 
Change  is  the  lot  of  all.    Ourselves  with  scorn 
Periu^  shall  view  what  now  so  fair  appears ; 
And  wonder  whence  the  fancied  charm  was 

bom, 
Which  now  with  vain  despair  from  our  fond 

grasp  is  torn.         Mr».  Mary  Tighe. 

1€M.  HAFFISE88,  OhrirtisB. 

Long  did  I  toil,  and  knew  no  earthly  rest ; 

Far  did  I  rove,  and  found  no  certain  home ; 
At  last  I  sought  them  in  His  sheltering  breast. 

Who  spreads  His  arms  and  bids  the  vreorj 
come. 
With  Him  I  found  a  home,  a  rest  divide ; 
And  I  nnoe  then  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

Yes,  He  is  mine  I  and  naught  of  earthly 
things,  [power, 

Kot  all  the  charms  of  pleasure,  wealth,  or 
The  fame  of  heroes,  or  the  pomp  of  kings. 

Could  tempt  me  to  forego  His  love  an  hour. 
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"Go,  worthless  world,''  I  cry,  "with  all 

that's  thine ; 
€k> !  I  my  Saviour's  am,  and  He  is  mine." 

The  good  I  have  is  frcnn  His  store  supplied; 

The  ill  is  only  what  He  deems  the  best ; 
With  Him  my  Friend,  I'm  rich  with  naught 
beside,  [sesMd. 

And  poor  without  Him,  though  of  all  poe- 
Changes  may  come, — I  take,  or  I  resign, — 
Content  while  I  am  His,  while  He  is  mine. 

Whate'er  may  change,  in  Him  no  change  is 
seen :  [dmes^ 

A  glorious  Bun  that  wanes  not,  nor  de- 
Above  the  clouds  and  storms  He  walks  se- 
rene, [shines. 
And  sweetly  on   His   people's   darkness 
All  may  depart, — ^I  fret  not,  nor  repine. 
While  I  my  Saviour's  am,  while  He  is  mine. 

He  stays  me  falling ;  lifts  me  up  when  down ; 

Reclaims  mo  wandering ;  guards  from  ev- 
ery foe ;  [crown. 
Plants  on  my  worthless  brow  the  victor's 

Which,  in  return,  before  His  feet  I  throw, 
Grieved  that  I  cannot  better  grace  His  shrine, 
Who  deigns  to  own  me  His,  as  He  is  mine. 

While  here,  alas  t  I  know  but  half  His  love,. 

Bat  half  discern  Him,  and  but  half  adore  ; 
But,  when  I  meet  Him  in  the  realms  above^ 

I  hope  to  love  Him  better,  praise  Him  more,, 
And  feel  and  tell,  amid  the  choir  divine, 
How  fully  I  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

Menry  Francis  LyU^ 

16M.  HAFPIHESSr  Oooditiins  ofL 

Man's  greatest  streng^th  is  shown  in  standing 

still.  .  .  . 
The  first  sure  symptom  of  a  mind  in  health 
Is  rest  of  heart,  and  pleasure  felt  at  home. 
False  pleasure  from  abroad  her  joys  imports: 
Rich  from  within,  and  self-sustained,  the 
The  true  is  fixed  and  solid  as  a  rock :     [true. 
Slippery  the  false,  and  tossing  as  the  wave. 
This,  a  wild  wanderer  on  earth,  like  Cain : 
That,  like  the  fabled,  self -enamored  boy. 
Home-contemplation  her  supremo  delight ; 
She  dreads  an  interruption  from  witliout, 
Smit  with  her  own  condition ;  and  the  more 
Intense  she  gaases,  still  it  charms  the  more. 
No  man  is  imppy,  till  he  thinks,  on  earth 
There  breathes  not  a  more  happy  than  him- 

Then,  envy  dies,  and  love  o'erflows  on  all ; 
And  love  o'ei^owing  makes  an  ansel  here. 

Edwara  Young, 

leM.  EAFnHESS,  Belize  for. 

Love  God,  love  truth,  love  virtue,  and  be 

happy : 
These  were  the  words  first  uttered  in  the  ear 
Of  every  being  rational  made,  and  made 
For  thought,  or  word,  or  deed  accountable^ 
Most  men  the  first  forgot,  the  second  none» 
Whatever  path  they  took,  by  hiU  or  vale,. 
By  night  or  day,  the  universal  wish, 
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The  aim,  and  sole  intent,  was  happiness : 
But,  erring  from  the  Heaven-appointed  path, 
Strange  tracks  indeed  they  took  through  bar- 
ren wastes, 
And  up  the  sandy  mountain  climbing  toiled, 
Which,  piamg,  lay  beneath  the  curse  of  €k)d, 
And  naught  produced :  yet  did  the  traveller 

look, 
And  point  his  eye  before  him  greedily, 
As  if  he  saw  some  verdant  spot,  where  grew 
The  heavenly  flower,  where  sprung  the  well 

of  life. 
Where  undisturbed  felicity  reposed ;     [cem, 
Thouffh  Wisdom's  eye  no  vestige  could  dis- 
That  happiness  had  ever  passed  that  way. 

Hobert  I\>llok, 

1697.  HAFFIHE8S,  Bomeitio. 

Domestic  happiness,  thou  only  bliss 
Of  Paradise,  that  has  survived  the  fall  I 
Though  few  now  taste  thee  unimpaired  and 

pure, 
Or,  tasting,  long  enjoy  thee !  too  infirm. 
Or  too  incautious,  to  preserve  thy  sweets 
Unmixed  with  drops  of  bitter,  which  neglect 
Or  temper  sheds  into  thy  crystal  cup. 
Thou  art  the  nurse  of  virtue ;  in  thine  arms 
She  smiles,  appearing,  as  in  truth  she  is. 
Heaven-bom,  and  destined  to  the  skies  again. 

William  Cotoper. 

165§.  HAPFIHE88,  Example  oft 

He  is  the  happy  man  whose  life  e^en  now 
Shows  somewhat   of  that  happier   life  to 

come; 
Who,  doomed  to  an  obscure  but  tranquil  state, 
1b  pleased  with   it   and  were   he  free  to 

choose,  [peace  the  fruit 

Would  make    his  fate  his  choice;   whom 
Of  virtue,  and  whom  virtue  fruit  of  faith, 
Prepare  for  happiness ;  bespeak  him  one 
Content  indeed  to  sojourn  while  he  must 
Below  the  skies,  but  having  there  his  home. 

WiUiam  Copper, 


1650.  EAFHHE8S,  Oange  ofi 

The  Greeks    said  grandly,  in  their  tragic 

phrase, 
'^  Let  no  one  be  called  happy  till  his  death.'' 
To  which  I  add.  Let  no  one  till  his  death 
Be  called  unhappy.    Measure  not  the  work 
Until  the  day's  out,  and  the  labor  done ; 
Then  bring  your  gauges.    If  the  day's  work's 

scant. 
Why,  call'  it  scant ;  affect  no  compromise ; 
And,  in  that  we  have  nobly  striven,  at  least 
Deal  with  us  nobly,  women  though  we  be. 
And  honor  us  with  truth,  if  not  with  praise. 

Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning, 

IMO.  HAFFIHE88,  HanntB  of. 

True  happiness  had  no  localities, 
No  tones  provincial,  no  peculiar  garb,  [went, 
Where  duty  went,  she  went,  with  justice 
And  went  with  meekness,  charity,  and  love. 
Where'er  a  tear  was  dried,  a  wounded  heart 
Bound  up,  a  bruised  spirit  with  the  dew 
Of  sympathy  anointed,  or  a  pang 


Of  honest  suffering  soothed,  or  injury 
Repeated  oft,  as  oft  by  love  forgiven; 
Where'er  an  evil  passion  was  subdued, 
Or  virtue's  feeble  embers  fann'd;  where'er 
A  sin  was  heartily  abjured  and  left ; 
Where'er  a  pious  act  was  done,  or  breathed 
A  pious  prayer,  or  wished  a  pious  wiBh,«~ 
There  was  a  high  and  holy  place,  a  spot 
Of  sacred  light,  a  most  religious  fane. 
Where  happiness,  descending,  sat  and  smiled. 

Bohert  FMfh 

1661.  HAFPIHBB8,  Bag's  Uaa  o£ 

King  Henry.  O  God!  methinks,  it  were  a 

happy  life. 
To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  swain ; 
To  sit  upon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now. 
To  carve  out  dials  quaintly,  point  by  point, 
Thereby  to  see  the  minutes  how  they  run; 
How  many  makcthe  hour  full  complete; 
How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day ; 
How  many  days  will  finish  up  the  year ; 
How  many  years  a  mortal  roan  may  live. 
When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the 

times, — 
So  many  hours  must  I  tend  my  flock ; 
So  many  hours  must  I  take  my  rest; 
So  many  hours  must  I  contemplate ; 
So  many  hours  must  I  sport  myself; 
So  many  days  my  ewes  have  be^  with  young ; 
So  many  weeks  ere  the  poor  fools  wUl  yean; 
So  many  years  ere  I  shall  shear  the  fleece: 
So  minutes,  hours,  days,  weeks,  months,  and 

years,  , 

Passed  over  to  the  end  they  were  created. 
Would  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  gnv& 
Ah,  what  a  life  were  this  I  how  sweet  \  how 

lovely ! 
Gives  not  the  hawthorn  bush  a  sweeter  shade 
To  shepherds,  looking  on  their  silly  sheep. 
Than  doth  a  rich  embroidered  canopy 
To  kings  that  fear  their  subjects'  treachery  t 

Bhalceepeare, 

1669.  HAPPINESS,  Plant  of: 

True  happiness  is  not  the  growth  of  earOL 

The  sou  is  fruitless  if  you  seek  it  there; 
'Tis  an  exotic  of  celestial  birth, 

And  never  blooms  but  in  celestial  air. 
Sweet  plant  of  Paradise !  its  seeds  are  sown 

In  here  and  there  a  breast  of  heavenly 
mould ; 
It  rises  slow  and  buds,  but  ne'er  was  known 

To  blossom  here — ^the  climate  is  too  cold. 

B.  B,  Sheridan. 

1663.  HAPPIHESS,  Qaert  of. 

Tell  me,  ye  wingM  winds, 

That  round  my  pathway  roar, 
Do  ye  not  know  some  spot 

Where  mortals  weep  no  more  t 
Some  lone  and  jpleasant  dell. 

Some  valley  in  the  west, 
Wlierc,  free  from  toil  and  pain. 
The  weary  soul  may  rest  ? 
The  loud  wind  dwindled  to  a  whin)er  low, 
And  sighed  for  pity  as  it  answered,— ''No." 
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Tell  me,  tboa  mighty  deep. 

Whose  billows  romid  me  play 
Enow^st  tbott  some  favored  spot, 

Some  island  far  away, 
Where  weary  man  may  find 

The  bfiss  for  which  he  sighs, — 
Where  sorrow  nerer  lives, 
And  friendship  never  dies  ? 
The  loud  waves,  rolling  in  perpetnal  flow, 
Stopped  for  a  while,  and  sighed  to  answer, — 
"No." 

And  thou,  serenest  moon, 

That,  with  snch  lovely  fiioe, 
Dost  look  upon  the  earth, 

Asleep  in  night's  embrace ; 
Tell  me,  in  all  thy  romid 

Hast  thou  not  seen  some  spot 
Where  miserable  man 
May  find  a  happier  lot  f 
Behind  a  doud  the  moon  withdrew  in  woe. 
And  a  voice,  sweet  bnt  sad,  responded, — 
**  No." 

Tell  me,  my  secret  soul, 

O,  tell  me,  Hope  and  Faith, 
Is  there  no  resting-place 

From  sorrow,  sm,  and  death  ? 
Is  there  no  happy  spot 

Where  mortals  mav  be  blessed. 
Where  grief  may  fina  a  balm. 
And  weariness  a  rest  ? 
Faith,  Hope,  and  Love,  best  boons  to  mortals 

given. 
Waved  their  bright  wings,  and  whin>ered, — 
'*  Tes,  in  heaven !  '^      Charles  Mwckay, 

IMM.  HA?PIHS88,  Mae  A 

How  cheap 
Is  genuine  happiness,  and  yet  how  dearly 
Do  we  all  pay  for  its  base  comiterf eit ! 
We  fancy  wants,  which  to  supply  we  dare 
Danger  and  death,  enduring  the  privation 
Of  idl  free  nature  offers  in  her  bounty. 
To  attain  that,  which,  in  its  full  fruition. 
Brings  but  satiety.    The  poorest  man 
Hay  taste  of  nature  in  her  element,     [richest. 
Pure,  wholesome,  never  cloying;  while  the 
From  the  same  stores,  does  but  elaborate 
A  pungent  dJsh  of  well-conoocted  poison. 

J,  N.  Barker. 

1605.  EAPFHESSi  TheoiiM  cl 

O  happiness  I  our  being's  end  and  aim  I 
Goo^  pleasure,  ease,  content  1  whatever  thy 

name :  [eternal  siffh 

That  something   still  which   prompts   the 
For  which  we  hear  to  live  or  dare  to  die, 
Which  stiU  so  near  us,  yet  beyond  us  lies, 
Overlooked,   seen  double,  by  the  fool,  and 

wise. 
Plant  of  celestial  seed  I  if  dropped  below. 
Say,  in  what  mortal  soil  thou  deign'st  to 

grow?  [shrine. 

Fair  opening  to  some  court^s  prbpitious 
Or  deep  with  diamonds  in  the  flaming  mine  ? 
Twined  with  the  wreaths  Parnassian  laurels 

yield, 


Or  reaped  in  iron  harvests  of  the  field  t 
Where  grows  f — where  grows  it  not  ?    If  vain 

our  toil, 
We  ought  to  blame  the  culture,  not  the  soil : 
Fixed  to  no  spot  is  happiness  sincere, 
'Tis  nowhere  to  be  found,  or  everywhere : 
Tis  never  to  be  bought,  but  always  free, 
And  fled  from  monarchs,  St  John  I  dwells 

with  thee.  [are  blind ; 

Ask  of  the  learned  the  way  ?    The  learned 
This  bids  to  ser^e,  and  that  to  shun  mankind; 
Some  place  the  bliss  in  action,  some  in  ease. 
Those  call  it  pleasure,  and  contentment  these ; 
Some,  sunk  to  beasts,  find  pleasure  end  in 

pain ;  [vain  I 

Some,  swelled  to  gods,  confess  even  virtue 
Or,  indolent,  to  ea^  extreme  they  fall — 
To  trust  in  everything,  or  doubt  of  alL 

Who  thus  define  it,  say  they  more  or  less 
Than  this,  that  happiness  is  happiness  9 
Take  nature^s  path,   and  mad   opinion^s 

leave; 
All  states  can  reach  it,  and  all  heads  conceive ; 
Obvious  her  goods,  in  no  extreme  they  dwdl ; 
There  needs  but  thinking  right  and  meaning 

well ; 
And  mourn  our  various  portions  as  we  please, 
Equal  is  common  sense  and  common  ease. 

Alexander  l^)pe, 

1M6,  HAPPIHE88,  True. 

O  happy  soul  that  lives  on  high. 
While  men  lie  grovelling  here  I 

His  hopes  are  fix^  above  the  sky. 
And  fBith  forbids  his  fear. 

His  conscience  knows  no  secret  stings, 
While  grace  and  joy  combine 

To  form  a  life  whose  holy  springs 
Are  hidden  and  divine. 

He  waits  in  secret  on  his  God, 

His  God  in  secret  sees ; 
Let  earth  be  all  in  arms  abroad. 

He  dwells  in  heavenly  peace. 

'  His  pleasures  rise  from  things  unseen, 
Beyond  this  world  and  time, 
Where  neither  eyes  nor  ears  have  been, 
Nor  thoughts  of  mortals  climb. 

He  wants  no  pomp  nor  royal  throne 

To  raise  his  honors  here ; 
Content  and  pleased  to  live  unknown. 

Till  Christ,  his  life,  appear. 

Isaac  Watts. 

1M7.  HAFFIHBflfi,  TrutftiL 

Through  the  love  of  €k)d  our  Saviour 

All  will  be  well ; 
Free  and  changeless  is  His  favor ; 

All,  aU  is  well  t 
Precious  is  the  blood  that  heal'd  us, 
Perfect  is  the  grace  that  sealed  us. 
Strong  the  Hand  stretched  forth  to  shield  ua ; 

All  must  be  well ! 

Though' we  pass  tiirough  tribulation. 
All  will  be  well; 
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Onn  is  such  a  full  salrstion, 

All,  all  is  well  I 
Happy,  still  to  Gk>d  abiding, . 
Holy,  through  the  Spirit's  guiding ; 

All  must  be  well ! 

We  expect  a  bright  to-morrow, 

All  will  be  well ; 
Faith  can  sing  through  days  of  sorrow, 

AU,  all  is  well! 
On  our  Father's  love  relying, 
Jesus  every  need  supplymg, 
Or  in  living,  or  in  dying 

All  must  be  weU  1  Marp  Bouly, 

166§.  EAPPIHE88,  Virtue  tad. 

Enow  then  this  truth  (enough  for  man  to 
*'  Virtue  alone  is  happiness  below ; ''  [know), 
The  only  point  where  human  bliss  stands  still, 
And  tastes  the  good  without  the  fall  to  ill ; 
Where  only  merit  constant  wr  receives ; 
1r  blessed  in  what  it  takes  and  what  it  gives; 
The  joy  unequalled  if  its  end  it  gain, 
And,  if  it  lose,  attended  with  no  pam ; 
Without  satiety,  though  e*er  so  blessed. 
And  but  more  relish'd  as  the  more  distressed : 
The  broadest  mirth  unfeeling  folly  wears. 
Less  pleasing  far  than  virtue's  very  tears : 
Good  from  each  object,  from  each  place  ao- 
Forever  oxerds'd,  yet  never  tir'd :      [quir'd, 
Never  elated  while  one  man's  oppressed ; 
Never  dejected  while  another's  bless'd : 
And  where  no  wants,  no  wishes  can  remain, 
Since  but  to  wish  more  virtue  is  to  gain.' 

See  the  sole  bliss  Heaven  could  on  all  be- 
stow I  [know: 
Which  who  but  feels  can  taste,  but  thinks  can 
Tet  poor  witih  fortune,  and  with  learning 
blind,  [find : 
The  bad  must  miss,  the  good  untaught  will 
Slave  to  no  sect,  who  takes  no  private  road, 
But  looks  through  nature  up  to  nature's  Qod : 
Pursues  that  chain  which  links  th'  immense 
design,                                        [vine ; 
Joins  heaven  and  earth,  and  mortal  and  di- 
Sees  that  no  being  any  bliss  can  know. 
But  touches  some  above  and  some  below ; 
Learns  from  this  union  of  the  rising  whole 
The  first,  last  purpose  of  the  human  soul. 
And  knows  where  faith,  law,  morals,  all  be- 


All  end  in  love  of  God  and  love  of  man. 


For  him  alone  hope  leads  from  goal  to 
And  opens  still  and  opens  on  his  soul,  [goal. 
Till  lengthcn'd  on  to  faith,  and  unconfin'd. 
It  pours  the  bliss  that  fills  up  all  the  mind. 
Ho  sees  why  nature  plants  in  man  alone 
Hope  of  known  bliss,  and  faith  in  bliss  un- 
known: 
(Nature,  whose  dictates  to  no  other  kind 
Are  given  in  vain,  but  what  they  seek  they 

find.) 
Wise  is  her  present ;  she  connects  in  this 
His  greatest  virtue  with  his  greatest  bliss ; 
At  once  his  own  bright  prospect  to  be  blest^ 
And  strongest  motive  to  assist  the  rest 


Self-love  thus  push'd  to  social,  to  divine, 
Gives  thee  to  make  thy  neighbor's  blessing 

thine. 
Is  this  too  little  for  the  boundless  heart  t 
Extend  it,  let  thy  enemies  have  part : 
Grasp  the  whole  world  of  reason,  Uf e,  and 
In  one  dose  system  of  benevolence :      [seose, 
Happier  as  kinder,  in  whate'er  degree. 
And  height  of  bliss  but  height  of  charity. 

AUxaiider  B^pe, 

IdW.  EABVEST,  Analogy  o& 

Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest-home ; 
All  is  safely  gathered  in. 
Ere  the  winter  storms  begin ; 
€k)d  our  Maker  doth  provide 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied : 
Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come. 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest-home ! 

AU  the  world  is  God's  own  field. 
Fruit  unto  His  praise  to  yield; 
Wheat  and  tares  together  sown, 
Unto  joy  or  sorrow  grown : 
First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear, 
Then  the  full  com  shall  appear: 
Lord  of  Harvest,  grant  that  we 
Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be ! 

For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come. 
And  shall  take  His  harvest  home ; 
From  His  field  shall  in  that  day 
AU  offences  pui^  away ; 
Give  His  angels  charge  at  last 
In  the  fire  the  tares  to  cast ; 
But  the  fruitful  ears  to  store 
In  His  gamer  evermore. 

Even  so.  Lord,  quiddy  come 
To  Thy  final  Harvest-home  1 
Gather  Thou  Thy  people  in 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin. 
There,  forever  purified, 
In  Thy  presence  to  abide : 
Come,  with  aU  Thine  angela,  come, 
Raise  the  glorious  Harvest-home  I 

Henry  Alford, 

1670.  EASVEST,  End  of  tliA. 

The  time  for  toU  has  passed,  and  night  has 
come — 

The  last  and  saddest  of  the  harvest  eves ; 
Worn  out  with  labor  long  and  wearisome, 
Drooping  and  faint,  the  reapers  hasten  hoane^ 

Each  laden  with  his  sheaves. 

Last  of  the  laborers.  Thy  feet  I  gain. 

Lord  of  the  harvest !  and  my  spirit  grieves 
That  I  am  burdened,  not  so  much  with  grain. 
As  with  a  heaviness  of  heart  and  brain ; 
Master,  behold  my  sheaves! 

Few,  Ught  and  worthless — ^yet  their  trifling 
weight  [leaves; 

Through  aU  my  frame  a  weary  a<^ing 
For  long  I  strangled  with  my  hopeless  fate, 
And  stayed  ana  toUed  tiU  it  was  dark  and 

Yet  these  are  aU  my  sheaves.  [lato— 
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Full  well  I  know  I  haye  more  tares  than 
wheat,  [ered  leaTes ; 

Brambles  and  flowers,  dry  stalks  and  with- 
Wherefore  I  blush  and  weep,  as  at  Thy  feet 
I  kneel  down  rcYerently  ana  repeat, 

*^  Master,  behold  my  sheaves !  " 

I  know  these  blossoms,  dnsteiing  heayily, 

With  eyening  dewnpon  their  folded  leares, 
Can  daim  no  value  or  utility — 
Therefore  shall  fragrancy  and  beauty  be 
The  glory  of  my  sheaves. 

So  do  I  gather  strength  and  hope  anew ; 

For  well  I  know  Thy  patient  love  perceives 
Not  what  I  did  but  what  I  strove  to  do — 
And  though  the  full  ripe  ears  be  sadly  few, 

Thou  wilt  accept  my  sheaves. 

JBluabeth  Akers. 

1671.  HABVEST,  Hymn  o£  ^ 

Lord  of  the  harvest  I  Thee  we  haO ; 
Thine  ancient  promise  doth  not  £iil ; 
The  varying  seasons  haste  their  round. 
With  goodness  all  our  years  are  crowned : 

Our  thanks  we  pay 

This  holy  day ; 
O  let  our  hearts  in  tune  be  found ! 

If  Spring  doth  wake  the  song  of  mirth. 
If  Summer  warms  the  fruitful  earth ; 
When  Winter  sweeps  the  naked  plain, 
Or  Autumn  yields  its  ripened  gram ; 

Still  do  we  sing 

To  Thee,  our  IGng ; 
Through  all  their  changes  Thou  dost  xeign. 

But  chiefly  when  Thy  liberal  hand 
Scatters  new  plenty  o'er  the  land. 
When  sounds  of  music  fill  the  air. 
As  homeward  all  their  treasures  bear ; 

We  too  will  raise 

Our  hymn  of  praise, 
For  we  Thy  common  bounties  share. 

Lord  of  the  harvest  I  all  is  Thine  I 
«  The  rains  that  falls,  the  suns  that  shine, 
The  seed  once  hidden  in  the  ground. 
The  skill  tliat  makes  our  fruits  abound  I 
New,  every  year. 
Thy  gifts  appear ; 
New  praises  from  our  lips  shall  sound  I 

John  uampden  Q^trmtfy* 

1679.  EAE7E8T,  SpiritatL 

The  harvest  dawn  is  near. 

The  year  delays  not  long ; 
And  he  who  sows  witii  many  a  tear 

Shall  reap  with  many  a  song. 

Sad  to  his  toil  he  goes. 
His  seed  with  wecpinff  leaves ; 

But  ho  shall  come  at  twilights  doee, 
And  bring  his  goldoi  sheaves. 

1673,  SAISEI^  Ooxs  o£ 

Is  he  not  sailing. 
Lost  like  thyself  on  an  ocean  unknown,  and 
is  he  not  guided 


By  the  same  star  that  guides  thee?  Why 
should'st  thou  hate,  then,  th^  brother  f 

Etateth  he  thee  t  Foigive  1  For  'tis  sweet  to 
stammer  one  letter 

Of  the  Etemars  language;  on  earth  it  is 
called/<?r^««nM«.       Bishop  Teener, 

Waip'd  by  the  world  in  disappointment's. 

school. 
In  words  too  wise,  in  conduct  there  a  fool ; 
Too  firm  to  yield,  and  far  too  proud  to  stoop, 
Doomed  by  his  very  virtues  for  a  dupe, 
He  curs'd  those  virtues  as  the  cause  of  ill. 
And  not  the  traitors  who  betray'd  him  still ; 
Nor  deem'd  that  gifts  bestowed  on  better  men. 
Had  left  him  joy,  and  means  to  give  again. 
Feared,  shunned,  belied,  ere  youth  hi^  lost 

her  force. 
He  hated  men  too  mudi  to  feel  remorse. 
And  thought  the  voice  of  wrath  a  sacred  call; 
To  pay  the  injuries  of  some  on  alL 

Lord  Byron, 

167ft.  HATKBD^  Pdim  fO. 

From  thy  false  tears  I  did  distil 

An  essence  which  hath  strength  to  kill ; 

From  tiiy  own  heart  I  then  did  wring 

The  blade  blood  in  its  blackest  spring ; 

From  thy  own  smile  I  snatch'd  the  snake, 

For  there  it  coiled  as  in  a  brake ; 

From  thy  own  lip  I  drew  the  diarm 

Which  ^ve  all  tnese  their  chief  est  harm : 

In  provmg  every  poison  known, 

I  found  the  strongest  wis  thine  own. 

Lord  Sy^^ 

1676.  HAXBEDb  Wiih  «£ 

Oh,  that  I  could  but  mate  him  in  his  might. 
Oh,  that  we  were  on  the  dark  waVe  together, 
With  but  one  plonk  between  us  and  destruc- 
tion, [arms, 
Tliat  I  might  gnisp  him  in  these  desperate 
And  plunffe  with  him  amid  the  weltering 
And  view  him  gasp  for  life.             [billows, 

Charles  B.  Maturin, 

1677.  HSABOrOk  Attiatlfv. 

In  time  of  service  seal  up  both  thine  eyes, 
And  send  tiiem to  thy  heart;  that,  spying  sin, 
They  may  weep  out  the  stains  by  them  did 

rise: 
Those  doors  being  shut,  all  by  the  ear  comes  in. 
Who  marks  in  church-time  others*  symmetry, 
Makes  all  their  beauty  his  def  oimiihr. 

George  Merb&rt 

1678.  HBAfinrOk  Kjitny  ot 

Thy  functions  are  ethereal, 

As  if  within  thee  dwelt  a  glancing  mind. 

Organ  of  vision  I    And  a  spirit  aerial 

bif  onus  the  cell  of  Hearing,  dark  and  blind ; 

Intricate  labyrinth,  more  oread  for  thought 

To  enter  than  oracular  cave ; 

Strict  passage  thro*  which  sighs  are  brought^ 

And  whispers  for  the  heart  tiieir  slave ; 

And  shrieks,  that  revd  in  abuse 

Of  diivering  flesh ;  and  warbled  air, 
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Whose  pierdng  sweetness  con  tmloose 
The  chains  of  frenzy,  or  entice  a  smile 
Into  the  ambush  of  despair ; 
Hosannas  pealing  down  the  long-drawn  aisle, 
And  requiems  answered  by  the  pulse  that  beats 
Devoutly,  in  lifers  last  retreats  1 

WiUiam  Wordstoarth. 

1670.  HEABnsra,  Sense  of. 

This  is  the  slowest,  yet  the  daintiest  sense ; 

For  even  the  ears  of  such  as  haye  no  skilX 
Perceive  a  discord,  and  conceive  offence ;  [ilL 

And  knowing  notwhafs  good,  yet  find  the 
And  though  this  sense  first  gentle  music  sound, 

Her  proper  object  is  the  speech  of  men ; 
But  that  speech,  chiefiy,  which  God*s  heralds 
sound, 

When  their  tongues  utter  what  His  spirit 
wrote.  Sir  John  Daviei, 

1690.  HBABTfAotlTityofihe. 

A  millstone  and  the  human  heart  are  driven 

ever  round ; 
If  they  have  nothing  else  to  grind,  they  must 

themselves  be  ground. 

Von  LogaUf  tr.oyE.  W.  Lonf^feUow. 

1681.  HBABTiBresUiiga. 

When  other  things  are  broken,  they  are  noth- 
ing worth,  [er; 
Unless  it  be  to  some  old  Jew  or  some  repair- 
But  hearts,  the  more  they^re  bruised  and  oro- 
ken  here  on  earth,  [er. 
In  heaven  axe  so  much  the  costlier  and  the  hai- 
OriaUd^  tr.  by  W.  B.  Alger. 

1683.  EEABT,  Blttenen  «£ 

Its  bitterness  the  heart  alone  can  know — 

The  blight,  the  death  of  hope,  and  love, 
and  fame ; 

The  fire  that  all  can  dim  but  none  can  tame ; 
D^>arted  peace,  which  time  can  ne'er  bestow ; 
The  tender  feelings  of  unsullied  years, 

When  earth  and  heaven  are  beautiful  and 
bright. 

When  nothing  dims  the  eye's  serenest  light, 
And  life  is  fairer  seen  through  innocent  tears. 
O,  who  would  wear  the  tedious  years  away, 

That  hang  around  us  like  a  rusted  chain. 
Clinging  the  closer  each  dull,  joyless  day. 

And  printing  all  its  links  in  scam  of  pain, 
O,  who  can  feel  this  bitterness  of  heart, 

This  death-like  chill,  that  curdles  all  the 
soul. 
This  ever- writhing  round  a  yenomed  dart^ 
Nor  keenly  wish  to  reach  life's  final  goaL 

Jamei  Oatea  Bn'eivdL 

1683.  BEABT,  Boiyiag  a. 

**  Thou  know'st  the  words  Ei^g  Robert  spoke 

Upon  his  d3ring  day : 
How  he  bade  take  his  noble  heart 

And  carry  it  far  away ; 

'*  And  lay  it  in  the  holy  soil 

Where  onoe  the  Saviour  trod, 
Sinoe  he  mi^ht  not  bear  the  blessed  Cross, 

Nor  stnke  one  blow  for  Qod." 

WiUiam  MdmondsUnoM  Af/Umn, 


1684.  HEABTi  Oslli  to  the. 

Who  calleth  thee,  Heart  ?    World's  Strife, 
With  a  golden  heft  to  his  knife : 
World's  Mirth,  with  a  finger  fine 
That  draws  on  a  board  in  wine 
Her  blood-red  plans  of  life : 
World^s  Gain,  with  a  brow  knit  down: 
World's  Fame,  with  a  laurel  crown, 
Which  rustles  most  as  theieaves  turn  brown- 
Heart,  wilt  thou  go  f 

— "  No,  no ! 
Calm  hearts  are  wiser  so.'* 

Howbeit  all  b  not  lost : 
The  warm  noon  ends  in  frost, 
The  worldly  tongues  of  promise, 
like  sheep-bells  die  off  nrom  us 

On  the  desert  hills  cloud-crossed! 
Yet,  through  the  silence,  shall 
Pierce  the  death-angel's  call. 
And  "  Come  up  hither,"  recover  alL 
Heart,  wilt  thou  go  ? 

—"I  go! 
Broken  hearts  triumph  so." 

Elitabeth  Barrett  Brammng. 

1885,  EEABTf  Ohsiigei  in  thob 

The  heart  is  like  the  sky,  a  Dart  of  heaven. 
But  changes,  night  and  aay,  too,  like  the 
sky ;  [driven, 

Now  o'er  it  clouds  and  thunder  must  be 
And  darkness  and  destruction,  as  on  hi^; 
But  when  it  hath  been  scorch'd  and  piero'd 
and  riven. 
Its  storms  expire  in  water-drops ;  the  eye 
Pours  forth,  at  last,  the  heart's  blood  tnm'd 
to  tears.  Lord  Byron, 

1686.  HEAST,  Christ  U  the. 

As  soihe  rare  perfume  in  a  vase  of  day 

Pervades  it  with  a  f  raj^ranoe  not  its  own,— - 
So  when  Thou  dwellest  m  a  mortal  soul. 
All  heaven's  own  sweetness  seems  aroimd  it 
thrown. 
The  soul  alone,  like  a  neglected  haip. 
Grows  out  of  tune,  and  needs  Thy  hand 
divine :  [chord< 

Dwell  Thou  within  it,  tune  and  toudi  its 
Till  every  note  and  string  aihali  answer 
Thine.  Harriet  Beecher  SUme, 

1687.  HEABT,  Oonseerstion  of  the. 

"  Had  I  a  thousand  hearts,  Fd  raise 
Them  all  in  my  Redeemer's  praise," 

We  sometimes  cry ; 
And  still  we  find  it  hard  to  ^ve 
Our  one  poor  offering,  and  hve 

As  He  were  by ! 

O  purest,  truest,  boundless  love  I 
Worthy  of  Him  who  reigns  above^«— 

Our  heavenly  guide ! 
He  takes  the  heart  we  fain  would  glvc^ 
He  deigns  in  it  Himsell  to  live, 

With  us  to  'bide. 

Tune,  Lord,  this  heart  as  twere  a  lyrs 
Of  heavenly  make,  till  every  wire 
And  every  chord 
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Wake  but  one  stein— one  deepest  fhrOl, 
Long,  louder,  sweeter,  fuller  still,  «> 
Xove  to  my  Lord. 

Louua  wm  HeUenbaui, 

16§8.  HEAET,  Contentf  of  thee 

ril  introduce  thee  to  a  single  heart ; 
A  human  heart ;  we  enter  not  the  worst : 
But  one  by  God's  renewing  Spirit  touched ; 
A  Christian  heart,  awaked  from  sleep  of  sin. 
What  seest  thou  here  ?  what  mark'st  ?  observe 

it  well —  [tress. 

Will,  passion,  reason,  hopes,  fears,  joy,  dis- 
Peace,  turbulence,  simplicity,  deceit, 
Good,  ill,  corruption,  immortality. 
A  temple  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  yet 
Oft  lodging  fiends ;  the  dwelling-place  of  all 
The  heavemy  yirtnes — charity  and  truths 
Humility,  and  holiness,  and  loye. 
And  yet  the  common  haunt  of  auger,  pride, 
Hatred,  revenge,  and  passions  foul  with  lust ; 
Allied  to  heaven,  yet  parleying  oft  with  hell ; 
A  soldier  listed  in  Messiah  s  band, 
Tet  giving  quarter  to  Abaddon^s  troops : 
With  seraphs  drinking  from  the  well  of  life, 
And  yet  carousing  in  the  cup  of  death ; 
An  heir  of  heaven,  and  walking  thitherward, 
Yet  casting  back  a  covetous  eye  on  earth : 
£mblem  of  strength  and  weakness;  loving 

now, 
And  now  abhorring  sin ;  indulging  now. 
And  now  repenting  sore ;  rejoicing  now 
With  joy  unspeakable,  and  full  of  glory ; 
Now  weeping  bitterly,  and  clothed  m  dust 
A  man  willing  to  do,  and  doing  not ; 
Doing,  and  willing  not ;  embracing  what 
He  hates,  what  most  he  loves  abandoning. 
Half  saint,  and  sinner  half— half  life,  half 

death;  [and  Hell! 

Oommiztuie  strange  of  Heaven,  and  Earth, 

What  seest  thou  heret  what  mark^st?  A 

battle-field —  [war 

Two  banners  spread ;  two  dreadful  fronts  of 
In  shock  of  opposition  fierce  engaged — 
God,  angels,  saw  whole  empires  rise  in  arms ; 
Saw  kings  exalted;    heard  them   tumbled 

down; 
And  others  raised,  and  heeded  not ;  but  here 
God,  angels,  looked;  God,  angels,  fought; 

andHeU 
With  all  his  legions  fought :  here  error  fought 
With  truth;  with  darkness  light;   and  life 

with  death : 
And  here  not  kingdoms,  reputations,  worlds, 
Were  won ;  the  strife  was  ror  eternity ; 
The  victory  was  never-ending  bliss ; 
The  badge,  a  chaplet  from  we  tree  of  life. 

BobertlhUok. 
16m.  H£A£T,  Onm  ud. 
Cross,  most  adored,  to  thee  I  give  my  heart ; 
Heart  I  have  2iot,  except  to  love  thy  cross. 
Cross,  thou  hast  woiLmy  wayward,  alien  heart ; 
Heart,  thou  hast  owned  the  triumph  of  the 

cross. 
Cross,  tree  of  life,  to  thee  I  nail  my  heart ; 
Heart  cannot  live  that  lives  not  on  the  cross. 
Crofls,  be  thy  blood  the  cleansing  of  my  heart ; 


Heart,  be  thy  blood  an  offering  to  the  cross. 
Cross,  thou  shalt  have  the  homage  of  my  heart ; 
Heart,  thou  shalt  be  the  temple  of  the  cross. 
Cross,  blessed  is  he  who  yields  to  thee  his 

heart; 
Heart,  rest  seciure,  thou  deavest  to  the  cross. 
Cross,  key  of  heaven,  open  every  heart ; 
Heart,  eveiy  heart,  reoeive  the  holy  cross. 

IMO.  EEABT,  DukseM  in  the. 

Illeatus.  Some  seem  to  live, 

Whose  hearts  are  like  those  unenlightened 
stars  [less — 

Of  the  first  darkness — lifeless,  timeless,  uso- 
With  nothing  but  a  cold  night  air  about  titiem ; 
Not  suns — ^not  planets — darkness  organized ; 
Orbs  of  a  desert  darkness,  with  no  soul 
To  light  its  watch-fire  in  the  wilderness, 
And  civilize  the  solitude  one  moment. 
There  are  such  seemingly ;  but  how  or  why 
They  live  I  know  not    This  to  me  is  Hfe : 
That  if  life  be  a  burden,  I  will  join 
To  make  it  but  the  burden  of  a  song 

FhUip  Jcunes  BaUey, 

leOl.  HEABT,  Depravity  of  the. 

Lord,  when  we  search  the  human  heart. 

We  &id  a  fallen  world  within ; 
There  is  no  health  in  any  part. 

Bin  reigns  throughout,  and  death  by  sin. 

Lai^  provinces  are  pagan  still. 
Where  other  lords  dominion  share ; 

Idols  of  mind,  affection,  will. 
The  power  of  darkness  triumphs  there. 

Here,  the  false  prophet^s  wild  domains, 
Where  lust,  and  cruelty,  and  hate. 

With  baleful  passions,  fire  the  veins. 
And  seal  the  conscience  up  in  fate. 

*Midst  all  the  stubborn,  stiff-necked  Jew, 
Blind,  like  his  kindred  prone  to  roam, 

Denies  the  Saviour  whom  he  slew. 
Mammon  his  God,  and  earth  his  home. 

I  know  a  bosom,  which  within 
Contains  the  world's  sad  counterpart; 

'Tis  here, — ^the  reign  of  death  and  sin; 
O  God  I  evangeuze  my  heart  1 

Then  will  I  strive,  through  earth's  whole 
round, 
Thy  name.  Thy  knowledge  to  diffuse ; 
And  send  the  Gospel's  joyful  sound 
To  pagans,  infidels,  and  Jews. 

Jamea  Montgomery. 

leM.  EBABT,  Oerms  in  the. 

A  young  maiden's  heart 
Is  a  rich  soil,  wherein  lie  many  germs. 
Hid  by  the  cunning  hand  of  nature  there 
To  put  forth  blossoms  In  their  fittest  season; 
And  tiio'  the  love  of  home  first  breaks  the 

soil. 
With  its  embracing  tendrils  clasping  it. 
Other  affections,  strong  and  warm,  will  grow. 
While  that  one  fades,  as  summer's  lush  of 
I  bloom 
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Bacoeeds  the  gentle  budding  of  the  spring. 
Kaids  must  to  wives  and  mothers,  to  fulll 
Th*  entire  and  holiest  end  of  woman's  being. 

Frances  Anne  KembU. 

1693.  EEABT,  God's  Love  lor  tlie. 

With  God  'tis  one 
To  guide  a  sunbeam  or  create  a  snn — 
To  rule  ten  thousand  thousand  worlds  or  none. 
Go,  worlds !  said  God,  but  learn,  ere  ye  de- 
My  favored  temple  is  an  humble  heart ;  [part, 
Therein  to  dwell  I  leave  my  loftiest  skies — 
There  shall  my  holy  of  all  holies  rise  I 

Philip  Jamea  BaUey, 

I6M*  HSABT,  Hic^way  of  fke. 

A  wretched  thing  it  were,  to  have  our  heart 
Like  a  broad  highway  or  a  populous  street. 
Where  every  idle  thought  has  leave  to  meet, 
Pause,  or  pass  on,  as  in  an  open  mart ; 
Or  like  some  roadside  pool,  which  no  nice  art 
Has  guarded,  that  the  cattle  may  not  boit 
And  foul  it  with  a  multitude  of  feet. 
Till  of  the  heavens  it  can  give  bade  no  part 
But  keep  thou  thine  a  holy  solitude,   [alone ; 
For  He  who  would  walk  there,  would  walk 
He  who  would  drink  there,  must  be  first  en- 
dued 
With  single  right  to  call  that  stream  his  own ; 
Keep  thou  thine  heart,  close-fastened,  unre- 

vealed, 
A  f encdd  garden  and  a  fountain  sealed. 

Richard  Chcnevix  IVeneh* 

1W5.  HEABT,  Inflnenoe  of  the. 

'TIS  Home  where'er  the  heart  is : 

Where'er  its  lov'd  ones  dwell, 
In  cities  or  in  cottages, 

Thronged  haunts  or  mossy  dell; 
The  heart's  a  rover  ever. 

And  thus  on  wave  and  wild, 
The  maiden  with  her  lover  walks, 

The  mother  with  her  child. 

'Tis  bright  where'er  the  heart  is  ;* 

Its  fairy  spells  can  bring 
Fresh  fountains  to  the  wilderness, 

And  to  the  desert  spring. 
There  are  ^een  isles  in  eSzb.  ocean, 

O'er  which  affection  glides ; 
And  a  haven  on  each  shore, 

When  love's  the  star  that  gnid 


'Tib  free  where'er  the  heart  is ; 

Nor  chains,  nor  dungeon  dim, 
May  check  the  mind's  aspirings. 

The  spirit's  pealing  hymn  1 
The  heart  gives  life  its  beauty. 

Its  glory  and  its  power, — 
Tis  sunlight  to  its  rippling  stream, 

And  soft  dew  to  its  flower. 

ie96.  EEAST,  Kiudo  in  tho.  ' 

There  are  in  this  loud,  stunning  tide 

Of  human  care  and  crime. 
With  whom  the  melodies  abide 

Of  the  everlasting  dume. 
Who  carry  music  in  their  heart 
Through  dusky  hme  and  wrangling  mart ; 


Plying  their  daily  task  with  busier  feet, 
Because  their  secret  souls  a  holier  strain  re- 
peat John  KM^ 

\W7.  HEABT,  OooopftBti  of  tli«. 

Within  the  heart  of  ev'ry  man  are  found  a 
hundred  swine ;        [your  body  twin& 
Slay  these,  or  the  Brahmanic  cord  aromid 
Oriental,  tr,  by  W.  S.  Alger, 

16M.  HBABT,  Ont  of  Time. 

Blue  bends  the  sky  above. 

Blue  runs  the  stream  below, 
Earth  quiet  as  a  dove ; 

Would  that  my  heart  were  so ! 
Nor  leaf  nor  shadow  falls. 

On  all  the  green  hillside; 
£)ven  to  the  cuckoo's  calls 

Echo  but  half  replied. 
So  lazy  goes  the  hour. 

The  very  draffon-fly, 
Perched  on  the  dozing  flower. 

Moves  neither  wing  nor  eye. 
Bird,  blossom,  branch,  and  stream. 

All  quiet  as  the  air ; 
And  lying,  as  in  a  dream. 

Earth  seemeth  passing  fair. 
Oh,  what  a  hymn  divine 

Breathes  from  this  golden  noon ; 
Only  this  heart  of  mine 

Is  beating  out  of  tune ! 

1609.  HEABT,  SoQ  of  the. 

Hast  thou  e'er  seen  a  garden  dad 

In  all  the  robes  that  Eden  had — 

Or  vale  o'erspread  with  streams  and  trees 

A  paradise  of  mysteries — 

Plains  with  jpreen  hills  adorning  them. 

Like  jewels  m  a  diadem  ? 

These  gardens,  vales,  and  plains,  and  hills. 

Which  beauty  gilds  and  music  fills. 

Were  once  but  deserts ;  cultui:e*s  hand 

Has  scattered  verdure  o'er  the  land. 

And  smiles  and  fragrance  rule  serene, 

Where  barren  wilds  usurped  the  scene. 

And  such  is  man.    A  sou  which  breeds 

Or  sweetest  flowers  or  vilest  weeds : 

Flowers  lovely  as  the  morning's  lig^t, 

Weeds  deadly  as  the  aconite  : 

Just  as  his  heart  is  trained  to  bear 

Ihe  poisonous  weed  or  flow'ret  fair. 

John  Boioring. 

1700.  HBABT,  Stormi  in  the. 

The  ills  that  darken  life 

Are  rapture  to  the  bosom's  strife ; 

The  tempest,  in  its  blackest  form. 

Is  beauty  to  the  bosom's  storm ; 

The  ocean,  lashed  to  fury  loud, 

Its  high  waves  mingling  with  the  cloud. 

Is  peaceful,  sweet  serenity 

To  passion's  dark  and  boundless  sea. 

There  sleeps  no  calm,  there  smika  do  rest. 

When  storms  are  warring  in  the  breast ; 

There  is  no  moment  of  repose 

In  boisoms  lashed  in  hidden  woes ; 

The  scorpion  stings,  the  fury  rears. 

And  every  trembm^^  fibre  tears ; 


TTfnAKT, 
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Tbe  Yidtore  pr^a  with  bloody  beak 
Upon  the  heart  that  can  but  break  I 

1701.  HEABT,  T«Bipl6  of  thai 

Beats  there  a  heart  within  that  breast  of  thine  f 
Then  compass  reverently  its  sacred  shrine : 
For  the  true  spiritnal  Caaba  is  the  heart, 
And  no  proud  pile  of  pert^able  art      [sign 
When  God  ordained  the  pilgrim  rite,  that 
Was  meant  to  lead  thy  thought  to  things 

divine. 
A  thousand  times  hA  treads  that  round  in  vain 
Who  e'en  one  human  heart  would  idly  pain. 
Leave  wealth  behind ;  bring  Gk>d  thy  heart — 
best  light  [dark  night. 

To  guide  thy  wavering  steps  through  life's 
Gk)d  spurns  the  riches  of  a  thousand  coffers, 
And  says,  *'My  chosen  is  he  his  heart  who 
Nor  gold  nor  silver  seek  I,  but  above  [offers. 
All  gifts,  the  heart,  and  buy  it  with  My  love ; 
Tea,  one  sad,  contrite  heart,  which  men  de- 
spise. 
More  than  My  throne  and  fixed  decree  I  prize.  '^ 
Then  think  not  lowly  of  thy  heart,  though 

lowly. 
For  holy  is  it,  and  there  dwells  the  Holy. 
God's  presence-chamber  is  the  human  breast ; 
Ah,  happy  he  whose  heart  holds  such  a  guest  t 
Oriental^  tr,  hy  ProfesBor  Fblooner, 

1708.  HEAST,  WMknmofthe. 

Which  is  tl^e  weakest  thing  of  all 

Mine  heart  can  ponder  ? 
The  sun  a  little  doud  can  pall 

With  darkness  yonder  f 
The  cloud  a  little  wind  can  move 

Where'er  it  listeth  t 
The  wind,  a  little  leaf  above. 

Though  sear,  resisteth  ? 

What  time  that  yellow  leaf  was  green, 

My  days  were  gladder ; 
But  now,  whatever  Spring  may  mean, 

I  must  grow  sadder. 
Ah  me  I  a  leaf  with  sighs  can  wring 

My  lips  asunder — 
Then  is  mine  heart  the  weakest  thing 

Itself  can  ponder. 

Yet,  Heart,  when  sun  and  doud  are  pined 

Ajid  drop  together. 
And  at  a  blast  which  is  not  wind 

The  forests  wither, 
Thou  from  the  darkening,  deathly  cone, 

To  glory  breakest — 
The  Strongest  of  the  Universe 

Guarding  the  weakest ! 

Elizdbeth  Barrett  Browning. 

1703.  HEATHmr,  Judging  the. 

Yet  Heaven  hath  angels  watdiing  round 
The  Indian's  lowliest  forest  mound-— 
And  they  have  made  it  holy  ground. 
O,  peeled,  and  hunted,  and  reviled. 
Sleep  on,  dark  tenant  of  the  wild  I 
Great  Nature  own  her  simple  child  I 


And  Nature's  God,  to  whom  alone 
The  secret  of.  the  heart  is  known, 
TIm  hidden  lang^g^  traced  thereon ; 
Who  from  its  many  cumberings 
Of  form  and  creed,  and  outwud  things, 
To  light  the  naked  spirit  brings ; 
Not  with  our  partial  eye  shall  scan, 
Not  with  our  pride  and  scorn  shall  ban  . 
The  spirit  of  our  brother  man ! 

John  Oreerdeaf  WhiUier. 

17M.  HEATHBIISII,  Oodi  oil 

Apollyon,  Baalim,  Beelzebub, 
Bel,  Dagon,  Chemosh,  Nisrodi,  Arioch, 
Merodach,  Moloch,  these  and  countless  more. 
With  hosts  of  spirits  subordinate  to  each, 
They  to  their  princedoms,  these  to  Satan 
Ranged  in  imperious  tyranny  abroad,  [bound, 
And  chose  their  various  realms  as  liked  them 

best, 
And  parceU'd  out  the  kingdoms  of  the  world 
Amongst  them  as  their  rightful  heritage. 
Each  reffion  had  its  dynasty  of  gods : 
Primevfd  Asshur  hers,  whose  altars  blazed 
Upon  the  plains  of  Shinar :  Persia  hers. 
Beside  her  founts  of  liquid  fire :  and  where 
The  mighty  Indus  rolls  its  tide  of  wealth. 
Innumerable  shrines,  sparkling  with  gems. 
Studded  the  odorous  banks.    But  none  like 

Greece 
Could  boast  its  names  of  graceful  deities 
For  every  fountain,  and  for  every  breeze, 
For  every  stream,  and  wood,  and  ocean  shore. 
For  night  and  day,  for  sunshine,  and  for 

storm. 
For  every  changeful  phase  of  Nature's  moods, 
For  every  passion  of  the  human  heart, 
For  wine,  for  war,  for  laughter,  and  for  tears, 
For  nuptial  dances,  and  for  funeral  dirge, 
For  all  things  from  the  cradle  to  the  srave 
And  past  the  grave  in  Hades — over  aU 
Were  gods,  or  goddesses,  or  demigods,  [dmt ; 
Sylphs,  nymphs,  fawns,  muses,  graces  presi- 
For  here  the  sevenfold  power  of  Ashtaroth, 
Encamping  with  his  limitary  hosts, 
First  fiz'd  his  seat,  in  after  years  removed 
Where  Tiber  rolls  beneath  the  walls  of  Rome. 

Edward  Henry  BickertUth. 

17M.  EEAVBVi  AppMxaaoe  o£ 

The  appearance,  instantaneously  disclosed, 
Was  of  a  mighty  dty — ^boldly  say 
A  wUdemess  of  building,  sinking  far. 
And  self-withdrawn  into  a  wondrous  depth. 
Far  sinking  into  splendor  without  end  I 
Fabric  it  seemed  of  diamond  and  of  gold, 
With  alabaster  domes  and  silver  spires. 
And  blazing  terrace  upon  terrace,  high 
Uplifted :  here,  serene  pavilions  brisht 
Li  avenues  disposed :  there,  towers  begirt 
With  battlements,  that  on  thdr  restless  fronts 
Bore  stars — ^illumination  of  all  gems. 

WUliam  Wordeworth, 

1706.  EEAVEV,  ApproMh  to. 

And  lo,  upon  the  extreme  verge  of  dond. 
As  once  at  Eden's  portals  there  i^pear'd 
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A  company  of  angels  clothed  in  light, 
Thronging  the  path  or  in  the  amber  air 
Suspense.    And  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye 
We  were  among  them,  and  they  clustered 
round  [again 

And  waved  their  wings,  and  struck  their  Imrps 
For  gladness :  every  look  was  tenderness. 
And  every  word  was  musical  with  joy. 

''Welcome  to  heaven,  dear  brother,  wel- 
come home. 
Welcome  to  thy  inheritance  of  light ! 
Welcome  forever  to  thy  Master's  joy  I 
Thy  work  is  done,  thy  pilgrimage  is  past ; 
Thy  guardian  angePs  vigil  is  fulfilled ; 
Thy  parents  wait  thee  in  the  bowers  of  bliss ; 
Thy  infant  babes  have  woven  wreaths  for 

thee; 
Thy  brethren  who  have  entered  into  rest 
Long  for  thy  coming ;  and  the  angel  choirs 
Are  ready  with  their  symphonies  of  praise. 
Nor  shall  thy  voice  be  mute :  a  golden  harp 
For  thee  is  hanging  on  the  trees  of  life ; 
And  sweetly  shall  its  chords  forever  ring, 
Responsive  to  thy  touch  of  ecstasy, 
With  Hallelujahs  to  thy  Lord  and  ours." 

So  sang  they ;  and  that  vast  defile  of  clouds 
Be-echoed  with  the  impulses  of  song 
And  music,  and  the  atmosphere  serene 
Throbb'd  with  innumerable  greetings. 

EdiDa/rd  Henry  Bickersteth, 

1707.  HEAVEH,  Attnotioni  of; 

Though  earth  has  still  many  a  beautiful  spot. 
As  a  poet  or  painter  might  show ; 

Tet  more  lovely  and  b^utiful,  holy  and 
bright,  [glad  sight, 

Is  the  hope  of  the  heart,  and  the  spirit's 
In  the  limd  which  no  mortal  may  know. 

There  the  water  of  life,  bursting  forth  from 
the  throne, 
Flows  on  and  forever  will  flow; 
Its  waves  as  they  roll  are  with  melody  life. 
And  its  waters  are  sparkling  with  beauty  and 
life. 
In  the  land  which  no  mortal  may  know. 

And  there  on  its  margin,  with  leaves  ever 
green. 

With  its  fruits  healing  sickness  and  woe, 
T^  fair  tree  of  life,  in  its  glory  and  pnde, 
Is  fed  by  that  deep,  inexhaustible  tide 

Of  the  land  wfaidi  no  mortal  may  know. 

Oh  I  who  but  must  pine  in  this  dark  vale  of 
tears. 
From  its  clouds  and  its  shadows  to  go, 
To  walk  in  the  light  of  the  glory  above. 
And  to  share  in  the  peace,  and  the  joy,  and 
the  love. 
Of  the  land  which  no  mortal  may  know. 

Bernard  Barton, 

1708.  HBAVEH,  A  Tmt  in. 

One  year  among  the  ang^els,  beloved,  thou 
hast  been,  ^ 

One  year  has  heaven's  white  portal  shnt  back 
the  sound  of  sin ; 


And  yet  no  voice,  no  whisper  oomeB  floating 

down  from  thee,  [may  be. 

To  tell  us  what  glad  wonder  a  year  of  heeiven 

Our  hearts  before  it  listen — the  beantifol 
dosed  gate :  [we  wait. 

The  silence  yearns  around  us :  we  listen  and 

It  is  thy  heavenly  birthday,  on  earth  thy  lilies 
bloom;  [no  room? 

In  thine  immortal  garland  canst  find  for  these 

Thou  lovedst  all  things  lovely  when  walking 

with  us  here : 
Now  from  the  heights  of  heaven  seems  earth 

no  longer  dear  ? 
We  cannot  paint  thee  moving  in  white-robed 

state  afar,  [distant  star. 

Nor  dream  our  flower  of  comfort  a  cool  and 

Heaven  is  but  life  made  richer;  therein  can 

be  no  loss : 
To  meet  our  love  and  longing  thou  hast  do 

gulf  to  cross: 
No  adunant  between  us  uprears  its  rocky 

screen;  [serene. 

A  veil  before  us  only : — ^thou  hast  the  light 

Tliat  veil  'twist  earth  and  heaven  a  breath 

might  waft  aside : 
We  breathe  one  air,  beloved,  we  follow  one 

dear  Guide :  [rain. 

Passed  into  open  vision,  out  of  our  mist  and 
Thou  seest  how  sorrow  bloaaoms,  how  peaoe 

is  won  from  pain. 

» 

And  half  we  feel  thee  leaning  from  thy  deep 
calm  of  bliss,  [isl 

To  say  of  earth,  "  Beloved,  how  beautiful  it 

The  lilies  in  this  splendor — the  green  leaves 
in  this  dew ;  [clothed  anew  1 " 

O  earth  is  also  heaven,   with  God's  li^t 

Because  we  know  thee  near  us  and  nearer 
still  to  Him  [brim, 

Who  fills  the  cup  of  being  with  glory  to  the 

We  will  not  stain  with  grieving  onr  fair, 
though  fainter  light,  [si^^ 

But  ding  to  thee  in  spirit  as  if  thou  wett  in 

And  as  in  waves  of  beauty  the  swift  yean 
come  and  go,  [flow, 

Upon  celestial  currents  our  deeper  life  shall 

Hearing,  from  tliat  sweet  country  where 
blighting  never  came, 

Love  diime  the  hours  immortal,  in  earth  and 
heaven  the  same.         Lucy 

1709.  EEA7EV,  Beantiaiof; 

Beautiful  Zion,  built  above ! 
Beautiful  dty  that  I  love  t 
Beautiful  gates  of  pearly  white  I 
Beautiful  temple,  God  its  light  I 

Beautiful  trees,  forever  there ! 
Beautiful  fruits  they  always  bearl 
Beautiful  rivers  gliding  by  I 
Beautiful  fountains,  never  dry ! 

Beautiful  light,  without  the  son  I 
Beautiful  day  revolving  on  1 
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Beaatifal  wvuicls  on  worlds  nntoldl 
Beautiful  Btreets  of  ahining  gold  I 

Beautiful  heayen  where  all  is  light  I 
Beautiful  angels  clothed  in  white  I 
Beautiful  songs  that  never  tire ! 
Beautiful  harps  through  all  the  choir  1 

Beautiful  crowns  on  erery  brow  I 
Beautiful  palms  the  conquerors  show  I 
Beautiful  robes  the  ransomed  wear  I 
Beautiful  all  who  enter  there  t 

Beautiful  throne  for  €k>d  the  Lamb ! 
Beautiful  seats  at  €k>d's  right  hand  I 
Beautiful  rest,  all  wanderings  cease  1 
Beautiful  home  of  perfect  peace  I 

George  QHL 
ITIO.  HBAVEH,  BUa  «£ 

We're  going  home,  we>e  had  yisions  bright 
Of  that  holy  land,  that  world  of  light, 
Where  the  long,  dark  night  of  time  is  past^ 
And  the  mom  of  eternity  dawns  at  last ; 
Where  the  weary  saint  no  more  shall  roam, 
But  dwell  in  a  happy,  peaceful  home : 
Where   the  brow  witJi  sparkling  gems  is 

crown'd. 
And  the  waves  of  bliss  are  flowing  round. 
Oh !  that  beautiful  world !  oh,  that  beau- 
tiful world  I 

We're  going  home,  we  soon  shall  be 
Where  the  sky  is  dear,  and  all  are  free  1 
Where  the  victor's  song  floats  o'er  the  plains, 
And  the  seraph's  anUiems  blend  with  its 

strains; 
Where  the  sun  rolls  down  its  brilliant  flood, 
And  beams  on  a  world  that  is  fair  and  good ; 
Where  stars,  once  dimm'd  at  nature's  cfoom. 
Will  ever  shine  o^er  the  new  earth's  bloom. 
Oh,  that  beautiful  world !  oh,  that  beauti- 

fol  world  1 

IDd  the  ransom'd  throng,  'mid  the  sea  of 
'ffid  the  holy  city's  {iforgeousness ;        [bliss, 
Ifid  the  verdant  plams,  'mid  angels'  cheer, 
'Mid  the  saints  that  round  the  throne  appear ; 
Where  the  conqueror's  sons,  as  it  souncb  afar. 
Is  wafted  on  the  ambrosial  air ; 
Through  endless  years  we  then  shall  prove 
The  depth  of  a  Saviour's  matchless  love. 
Oh,  that  beautiful.  TTorld!  oh,  that  beauti- 
ful world  I 

1711,  H£AV£5,  Christ  la. 

When  on  my  new-fledged  wings  I  rise 
To  tread  those  shores  beyond  the  skies. 
What  object  first  should  meet  my  eyes, 
And  where  should  I  begin  my  joys  t 
m  ran  through  every  golden  street 
And  ask  each  blissful  soul  I  meet, 
Where  is  the  Qod  whose  praise  ye  sing  t 
O  lead  me,  stranger,  to  your  King  I 


1719.  EEAVEV,  atj  91 

In  Thee  my  powers,  my  treasures  live, 

To  Thee  my  life  must  tend ; 
Giving  Thyself,  Thou  all  dost  give, 

O  soul-suficiiig  Friend  I 


And  wherefore  should  I  seek  above 

The  city  in  the  sky  f 
Since  Arm  in  faith,  and  deep  in  love, 

Its  broad  foundations  Uef 

Since  in  a  life  of  peace  and  prayer. 
Nor  known  on  earth,  nor  praiised, 

By  humblest  toil,  by  ceaseless  care, 
Its  holy  towers  are  raised  ? 

Where  pain  the  soul  hath  purified. 

And  penitence  hath  shriven. 
And  truth  is  crowned  and  glorified. 

There — only  there — is  heaven  I 

Eliga  JBeudder, 
1718.  heaves;  OloadkM. 

No  shadows  yonder  I 

All  light  and  song ; 
Each  day  I  wonder, 

And  say.  How  long 
Shall  time  me  sunder 

From  that  dear  throng  t 

No  weeping  yonder ! 

AU  fied  away ; 
While  here  I  wander 

Each  weary  day. 
And  sigh  as  I  ponder 

My  long,  long  stay. 

No  partings  yonder  t 

Time  and  space  never 
Again  shall  sunder ; 

Hearts  cannot  sever ; 
Dearer  and  fonder 

Hands  clasp  forever. 

None  wanting  yonder. 

Bought  by  the  Lamb  I 
All  gathered  undar 

The  evergreen  palm ; 
Loud  as  night^s  thunder 
Ascends  the  glad  psalm. 

Horabitu  Bonar, 
1714.  HEAVEH,  Oommonixig  in. 

Oft  in  my  mansion  would  some  elder  saint 

(For  dignity  was  there  humility) 

Linger  and  tell  his  story,  or  ask  mine : 

Or  I  would  listen  from  an  infant's  lip 

A  tale  of  such  delightsomeness  as  poured  [oft 

New  meaning  into  words  henceforth.    And 

A  group  of  the  beatified,  enlink'd 

In  all  the  bonds  of  holy  lineage, 

Would  cluster  underneath  the  trees  of  life, 

One  eye  kindling  another,  one  deep  thought 

Waking  another  thought,  and  this  another. 

Until  all  bosoms  oveiSow'd  with  love. 

And  all  perforce  would  hasten  to  the  throne, 

And  at  their  Father's  footstool  pour  their 

In  one  full  tide  of  rapture  forth.  piearts 

Sweet  was  the  intercourse  of  saint  with 
saint; 
Nor  less  of  saints  with  angels.    Now  appeared 
The  lustrous  promise  which  ordain'd  at  first 
That  in  Messiah's  Bridal  angelhood 
Should  find  its  perfected  f ebdty : 
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Whether  rejoicing  in  the  Bridegroom's  joy; 
Or  drinking  in  the  beauty  of  the  Bride ; 
Or  with  some  ward,  as  Oriel  oft  with  me, 
Retracing  in  astonished  retrospect,      [sprang 
How  good  from  evil,  light  from  darkness 
By  counsel  of  All-wise,  Almighty  lore. 

Edward  Henry  BvckersUth, 

1715.  HEAVEV,  DegnM  in. 

If  loftier  posts  superior  state  declare ; 
More  virtuous  acts  if  ampler  meeds  requite ; 
If  brightest  crowns  on  noblest  prowess  light, 
And  wm-sown  fields  a  fuller  harvest  bear ; 
If  thrones,  dominions,  princedoms,  powers 
there  are. 
Which  God^s  inferior  hosts  excel  in  might. 
If  day^s  bright  orb  outshine  the  lamp  of 
night, 
*  And  Hesperus  radiance  the  remotest  star : 
Then  shall  the  younger  brethren  of  the  sky. 

If  right  I  scan  the  records  of  their  fate, 
In  varied  ranks  of  social  harmony 

Qod^s  mount  encircle.     Glorious  is  the  state 
E*en  of  the  lowest  there :  but  seats  more  nigh 
The  Sovereign's  throne  His  greater  servants 
wait.  Sishop  Mant. 

1716.  HEAVEH,  Delights  of. 

Far  from  these  narrow  scenes  of  night 

Unbounded  glories  rise. 
And  realms  of  infinite  delight, 

Unknown  to  mortal  eyes. 

Fair  distant  land ;  could  mortal  eyes 

But  half  its  joys  explore. 
How  would  our  spirits  long  to  rise, 

And  dwell  on  earth  no  more. 

There  pain  and  sickness  never  come, 
•  And  grief  no  more  complains : 
Health  triumphs  in  immortal  bloom, 
And  endless  pleasure  reigns. 

Ko  cloud  those  blissful  regions  know, 

Forever  bright  and  fair ; 
For  sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe, 

Can  never  enter  there. 

I 

There.no  alternate  nisht  is  known, 

Nor  sun's  faint,  sicMy  ray ; 
But  glorv  from  the  sacred  Throne 

Spreads  everlasting  day. 

The  glorious  monarch  there  displays 
His  beams  of  wondrous  grace ; 

His  happy  subjects  sing  His  praise, 
And  bow  before  His  face. 

O  may  the  heavenly  prospect  fire 
Our  hearts  with  araent  love, 

Till  wings  of  faith  and  strong  desire 
Bear  every  thought  above ! 

Fl:epare  us.  Lord,  by  grace  divine. 
For  Thy  bright  courts  on  high ; 

Then  bid  our  spirits  rise,  and  join 
The  chorus  of  the  sky.     Anne  SteeU. 

1717.  EBAVEN,  BMoriptioa  oH 

Before  us  now  it  rose,  builded  aloft 
Upon  the  heavenly  I^xm.    Never  eye 


Of  mortal  man  had  seen,  nor  ear  had  heard* 
Though  ravish'd  with  the  distant  fame  thereof, 
Glory  like  this ;  the  handiwork  of  God, 
And  fashioned  of  heaven^s  choice  material, 
light,  [cent  shone : 

ThroQgh  which  the  Light  of  light  tnuisln- 
The  mansion  of  Creation^s  Architect ; 
The  palace  of  the  Everlasting  ELing : 
Its  gates  of  pearl,  its  edifice  of  gold ; 
Its  very  streets  of  pure  crystalline  gold ; 
Its  wails  on  twelve  foundations  superposed 
(Of  whidi  divine  realities  the  earth 
Can  only  lend  its  feeble  semblances). 
The  jasper  streak'd  with  many  a  tender  dye 
The  sapphire  of  celestial  blue  serene. 
The  agate  once  Chaloedon's  peerless  boast, 
The  fathomless  repose  of  emerald. 
The  ruby,  and  blood-tinctured  saidonyx, 
The  chrysolite  like  amber  sheathing  fire, 
The  beryl  emulous  of  ooean^s  sheen, 
The  opal-tinted  topaz  clear  as  glass. 
The  soft  pale  purple  of  the  chrysopraae, 
The  Melibcean  hyacinth,  and  last 
The  lucid  violet  of  amethyst. 
But  not  of  peariy  gates,  or  golden  streets, 
Or  bulwarks,  or  foimdations  built  of  jewels 
Thought  we  that* day,  or  lingered  to  admire; 
For  we  were  on  our  way  to  meet  our  God. 

llic  city  had  no  temple ;  for  itself 
From  wall  to  wall,  from  base  to  pinnacle. 
Was  one  harmonious  veilless  sanctuary. 
One  Holiest  of  all :  of  which  the  shrine 
Revealed  amid  the  clouds  of  Sinai 
Yielded  the  earliest  pattern.     This  the  house 
Which  Israel's  royal  seer  in  symbol  saw. 
And  by  the  Spirit's  hand  on  his  described. 
This  the  beloved  apostle,  rapt  in  spirit 
To  some  hieh  watch  among  the  lasting  hills. 
Beheld,     ^st  blessed,  beatific  sight ! 
Here  veil'd  in  radiant  douds,  douds  only 

caU'd  [folded. 

From  the  supreme  of   brightness  they  en- 
Was  set  the  throne  of  Majesty  in  heaven. 
In  front  seven  ever-burning  lamps  of  fire. 
Which  are  the  Spirits  of  Gk)d:   and  round 

alx)ut 
Mysterioos  cherubim,  instinct  with  eyes. 
Fourfold  in  j^lory,  symbolized  in  forms 
Of  lion-like  imperial  royalty. 
Of  patient  sacnficial  ministry. 
Of  human,  more  than  human  sympathy. 
Of  soaring  eagle-plumed  inteUfgence, 
Most  highest  of  all  creatures,  whereof  each 
Caught  and  refiected  some  peculiar  rays. 
Some  distinct  aspect  of  his  Lord ;  but  all 
Uniting  in  one  everlasting  song, 
Cried,  "Holy,  Holy,  Holy,  Loid  of  hosts.'* 
And    here    around    were   fonr-and-twenty 

thrones 
In  wider  circuit,  like  a  starry  belt, 
And  on  them  f  our-and-twcnty  hierarcfas 
In  priestly'  apparel,  but  with  kingly  crowns, 
Sitting  sublime.    And  in  mid  view,  behold. 
What  secm'd  the  likeness  of  a  sea  of  glass. 
But  not  on  glassy  sea,  or  royal  priests. 
Or  dieruMm  of  glory  gazed  we  then ; 
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For  we  were  on  our  way  to  meet  onr  Gk>clt 
Cbildren  aboat  to  see  their  Father*8  face. 

Bat  at  last 

It  seemed  as  rising  from  the  sapphire  throne 
Messiah  led  us  forth  at  large  to  view 
The  city'  Himself  had  bnilded  and  prepared 
After  Ills  Father's  counsel,  for  His  Bride, 
A  city,  or  a  temple,  or  a  home, 
Or  rather  all  in  one.    Enriched  it  was 
With  erery  exquisite  design  of  love. 
And  every  form  of  beauty.     Not  a  film 
Stained  its  bright  pavement  of  transparent 
Not  a  harsh  murmur  vex*d  its  silences,  [gold ; 
Or  with  the  melodies  of  angels  jarred. 
No  cloud  dai^en'd  its  empyrean.     Joy 
Held  court  here  in  its  own  metropolis. 
And  through  the  midst  the  crystal  river  flow'd 
Exhaustless  from  the  everlasting  throne. 
Shaded  on  either  side  by  trees  of  life 
Which  yielded  in  unwearying  interchange 
Their  ripe  vicissitude  of  monthly  fruits 
Amid  their  clustering  leaves  medicinal ; 
Of  fruits  twelve  manner :  for  eternity, 
Measured  by  ages  limitless  to  man. 
Has  intervals  and  periods  of  bliss 
And  high  recurring  festivals  that  stand 
On  the  sidereal  calends  marked  in  light  [God 
Tlirough  these  celestial  groves  the  Lamb  of 
Led  us  delighted.    Every  sight  and  sound 
Ravished  tho  sense :  and  every  lovine  heart 
Reflected  joy  to  joy  and  lisht  to  liffht. 
Like  crystals  in  a  cave  flashins  with  fire. 
And  multiplied  our  bliss  a  million-fold. 
O  blessed  royal  priesthood  I  priests  and  kings 
Under  the  Great  High  Priest  and  Prihce  of 

Peace, 
Who  now  in  tender  grace  assigned  to  each 
His  priestly*  abode  within  the  House  of  God 
(So  Solomon  around  his  temple  built 
The  chambers  for  its  stated  ministries), 
Where  each  might  be  alone  with  (}od,  or  mix 
In  converse  with  his  fellow-saints  at  will, 
Adom'd  with  those  peculiar  gifts  He  knew. 
Who  knows  us  better  than  we  know  ourselves, 
Would  gratify  those  tastes  and  feelings  most 
Himself  had  planted:  delicate  delights ; 
If  little,  loving  from  their  littleness,    [vised ; 
Which  uousht  but  Love  could  ever  have  de- 
If  rich  and  large,  more  precious  from  the  love 
That  gave  them  than  from  excellence  or  cost ; 
The  bounties  of  a  Father's  thoughtfulness. 
The  tokens  of  the  Bridegroom's  tenderness. 
Gifts  of  the  Spirit  and  with  Bis  love  instinct 

Edward  Hffnry  BiekerttetK, 

1718.  HBAVElf,  Dnlriag. 

Let  me  go  where  saints  are  going, 

To  the  manfflons  of  the  blest ; 
Let  me  go  where  my  Redeemer 

Has  prepared  His  people's  rest 
I  would  gain  the  realms  of  brightness, 

Where  they  dwell  for  evermore; 
I  would  join  the  friends  that  wait  ms^ 

Over  on  the  other  shore. 
Let  me  go;  'tis  Jesus  calls  me ; 
Let  me  gain  the  realms  of  day ; 


Bear  me  over,  angel  pinions; 
Longs  my  soul  to  be  away. 

•  Let  me  go  where  none  are  weary — 

Where  is  raised  no  wail  of  woe ; 
Let  me  go  and  bathe  my  spirit 

In  the  raptures  angels  know. 
Let  me  go,  for  bliss  eternal 

Lures  my  soul  away,  away, 
And  the  victor's  song  triumphant 

Thrills  my  heart ;  I  cannot  stay. 

Let  me  go ;  why  should  I  tarry  ? 

What  has  earth  to  bind  me  here  ? 
What  but  cares  and  toils  and  sorrows  ? 

What  but  death  and  pain  and  fear  I 
Let  mo  go,  for  hopes  most  cherished; 

Blasted  round  me  often  lie. 
O !  Fve  gathered  brightest  flowers. 

But  to  see  them  fade  and  die. 

Let  me  go  where  tears  and  sighing 

Are  f orevermore  unknown, 
Where  the  joyous  songs  of  glory 

CaU  me  to  a  happier  home. 
Let  me  ao — Td  cease  this  dyinj^, 

I  would  gain  life's  fairer  plams,  * 

Let  me  join  the  myriad  harpers, 

Let  me  chant  their  rapturous  strains. 

Let  me  go,  O  speed  my  journey. 

Saints  and  seraphs  lure  away, 
O !  I  almost  feci  the  raptures 

That  belong  to  endless  day. 
Oft  methinks  I  hear  the  singing 

That  is  only  heard  above, 
Let  me  go,  O I  speed  my  going. 

Let  me  go  where  all  is  love. 

L,  Edrtsough, 

17M,  EEAVEir,  DrMBU  d. 

Dream'st  thou  of  heaven  ? — what  dreams  are 
thine. 

Fair  child,  fair,  gladsome  child. 
With  eyes  that  like  the  dew-drop  shine, 

And  bounding  footsteps  wild  I 

Tell  me  what  hues  the  immortal  shore 

Can  wear,  my  bird,  to  thee, 
E're  yet  one  shadow  hath  passed  o'er 

Thy  glance  and  spirit  free  ? 

"  O,  beautiful  is  heaven  and  bright, 

With  long,  long  summer-days ; 
I  see  its  lilies  gleam  in  light. 

Where  many  a  fountain  plays. 

"And  there,  unchecked,  methinks  I  rore, 
And  seek  where  young  flowers  lie, 

In  vale  and  golden-fruited  ^ove, 
Flowers  that  are  not  to  die  I "  . 

Thou  poet  of  the  lonely  thought. 

Sad  heir  of  gifts  divine  I 
Say,  with  what  solemn  glory  fraught 

Is  heaven  in  dreams  of  thine  ? 

*'  O,  where  the  living  waters  flow 
Along  that  radiant  shore,. 
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My  sonl,  a  wanderer  here,  shall  know 
The  exile-thirst  no  more. 

''The  burden  of  a  stranger^s  heart, 

Which  here  along  I  bear, 
Like  the  night-shadow  shall  depart, 

With  my  first  wakening  there. 

'*  And,  borne  on  eagle's  wings  afar, 
Free  thought  shall  claim  its  dower, 

From  every  realm,  from  every  star, 
Of  glory  and  of  power." 

O  woman  I  with  the  soft,  sad  eye 

Of  spiritual  gleam, 
Tell  me,  of  those  bright  worlds  on  high. 

How  doth  thy  fond  heart  dream  f 

By  thy  sweet,  moomfcd  voice  I  know, 

On  thy  pale  brow  I  see, 
That  thou  hast  loved  in  fear  and  woe ; 

Say,  what  is  heaven  to  thee  ? 


C( 


O,  heaven  is  where  no  secret  dread 
May  haunt  love's  meeting  honr ; 
Where  from  the  past  no  gloom  is  shed 
O'er  the  heart's  chosen  bower ; 

''  Where  every  severed  wreath  is  bomid ; 

Where  none  have  heard  the  knell 
That  smites  the  heart  with  that  deep  sound, 

Farewell,  beloved — ^farewell." 

lira.  F.  D.  BrnMiM, 

1790,  HEAVEF,  Employment  ia. 

Service  there  is  rest. 
Rest,  service :  for  the  Paradise  of  saints. 
Like  Eden  with  its  toilless  husbandry, 
Has  many  plants  to  tend,  and  flowers  to  twine, 
And  fruit  trees  in  the  garden  of  the  soul. 
That  ask  the  culture  of  celestial  skill  [meads. 
Some  wander'd   amid  vines,    and   flowery 
And  from  the  g^teful  lips  of  angels  leam'd 
More  virtues  than  he  knew  who  spake  of  trees 
I^m  cedars  to  the  hyssop  on  the  walL 
Some  perfected  their  skill  in  dance  and  song. 
With  lyre  or  lute  accompanied,  and  made 
Those  woods  and  valleys  voad  with  sweet 

sounds,  [birds 

Sweeter  than  those  which  from  a  thousand 
Fill  Vidlombrosa's  vale  in  spring-time.  Here 
It  was  perpetual  spring.    Some  domb  with 

ease, 
Swift  as  the  winds,  the  everlasting  hills. 
And   from   their   summit  bathed  in  Ught 

surveyed  [mused : 

The  glorious  landscape.     Some  in  silence 
Heaven  has  its  calm  unbroken  solitudes 
For  prayer  and  lonely  meditation  meci. 
And  some  in  clusters,  walking  or  recline, 
Heard  from  an  elder  saint  or  guardian  spirit 
The  awful  .story  of  the  past,  or  bent 
Over  the  mystic  chart  of  prophecy. 
Brother  to  brother  saying,  ''It  is  done. 
The  day-spring  is  at  hand." 

Edward  Henry  Biekentdh, 

inil.  HEAVSF,  Eatariiig. 

Here  is  no  bootless  quest ; 
The  dty^s  name  is  Rest ; 


Here  shall  no  fear  appall ; 

Here  love  is  all  in  all ; 
Here  shalt  thou  win  thy  ardent  soul's 
Here  clothe  thee  in  thy  beautiful  attire. 

Lift,  lift  thy  wondering  eyes  I 

Yonder  is  Paradise, 

And  this  fair  shining  band 

Are  spirits  of  that  land  I 
And  these  that  throng  to  meet  thee  are  thy  kin 
Who  have  awaited  thee,  redeemed  from  sin! 
The  dty  gates  unfold ;  enter,  O  enter  in ! 

1793.  HSATEV,  Epitoma  o£ 

Zion  is  our  home ; 
Jerusalem,  the  dty  of  our  GodL 
O  happy  home  I  O  happy  children  here  I 
O  blissful  mansions  of  our  Father's  house  I 
O  walks  surpassing  Eden  for  ddight  1  [tears: 
Here  are  the  harvests  reaped  once  aown  in 
Here  is  the  rest  by  ministry  enhanced : 
Here  is  the  banquet  of  the  wine  of  heaven, 
Ridies  of  glory  incorruptible. 
Crowns,  amaranthine  crowns  of  victory, 
The  voice  of  harpers  harping  on  their  hups, 
The  anthems  of  the  holy  cherubim, 
The  crystal  river  of  the  Spirit's  joy, 
The  Bridal  polaoe  of  the  Prince  of  Peaoe^ 
The  Holiest  of  Holies — God  is  here. 

Edward  Ee4ry 


1733.  HEAVEV,  Eiteemiag. 

What  a  poor  value  do  men  set  on  heaven  I 
Heaven,  the  perfection  of  all  that  can  [mony, 
Be  said,  or  thought,  riches,  delight,  or  hv- 
Health,  beauty;  and  all  this  not  subject  to 
The  waste   of   time;    but  in  thdr  hei^t 

eternal; 
Lost  for  a  pension  or  a  poor  spot  of  earth. 
Favor  of  greatness,  or  an  hour^s  f  unt  pleasure, 
As  men,  m  scorn  of  a  true  flame  that*s  near. 
Should  mm.  to  light  their  tapers  at  a  glow- 
worm. Jamei  SMrhy. 

1734.  HE4VBV,  BzperioBoe  oft 

We  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  blest, 
That  countiy  so  bright  and  so  fair; 
And  oft  are  its  clones  confessed — 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  t 

We  speak  of  its  pathways  of  gold. 
Its  walls  decked  with  jewels  so  rare ; 
Its  wonders  and  pleasures  untold — 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there? 

We  speak  of  its  service  of  love. 
The  robes  which  the  glorified  wear. 
The  Churdi  of  the  First-bom  abov»— 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  t 

We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin ;     , 
From  sorrow,  temptation,  and  care, 
From  trials  without  and  within — 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  t 

Do  Thou,  Lord,  ^midst  pleasure  or  woc^ 
For  heaven  our  spirits  prepare ; 
Then  soon  shall  we  joyfully  know   - 
And  fed  what  it  is  to  be  there. 

Jfrt.  ElimAeik  Jf3k 
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ITM.  HBAVEV,  Fair. 

Eye  hath  not  seen, 
Ear  hath  not  heard,  nor  can  the  human  heart 
Those  joys  conceive,  which  blissful  heritage 
Christ  for  His  faithful  Totaries  prepares. 

17M.  HEAVEF,  FftdMiland. 

There  is  a  place  where  my  hopes  are  stayed  ; 

My  heart  and  my  treasure  are  there ; 
Whwe  verdure  and  blossoms  never  fade, 
And  fields  are  forever  fair. 
That  blissful  place  is  my  Fatherland; 

By  faith  its  delight  I  explore : 
Come  favor  my  flight,  angelic  band. 
And  waft  me  in  peace  to  that  shore. 

There  is  a  place  where  the  angels  dwell — 

A  pure  and  a  peaceful  abocTe ; 
The  joys  of  that  place  no  tongue  can  tell ; 

But  there  is  the  palace  of  God. 

There  is  a  place  where  my  friends  are  gone, 
Who  suffered  and  worshipped  with  me : 

Exalted  with  Christ  upon  His  throne, 
The  King  in  His  beauty  they  see. 

There  is  a  place  where  I  hope  to  live, 
When  life  and  its  labors  are  o'er — 

A  pla<»  which  the  Lord  to  me  will  give ; 
And  then  I  shall  sorrow  no  more. 

WiUiam  Hunter, 

1797.  HBAVEK,  Friradihip  in. 

Oft  weeping  memory  sits  alone. 

Beside  some  grave,  at  even. 
And  calls  upon  some  spirit  flown, 
O  say,  shall  those  on  earth  our  own 

Be  ours  again  in  heaven  f 

Amid  these  lone,  sepulchral  shades, 
Where  sleep  our  dear  ones  riven, 

Is  not  some  lingering  spirit  near. 

To  tell  if  those  divided  here 
Unite  and  know  in  heaven  ? 

Shall  friends  who  o'er  the  waste  of  life 

By  the  same  storms  are  driven. 
Shall  they  recount,  in  realms  of  bliss. 
The  fortunes  and  the  tears  of  this, 

And  love  again,  in  heaven  ? 

When  hearts  which  have  on  earth  been  one, 

By  ruthless  death  are  riven, 
Why  does  the  one  which  death  has  reft 
Drag  off  in  grief  the  one  thaf  s  left, 

If  not  to  meet  in  heaven  ? 

The  warmest  love  on  earth  is  still 

Imperfect  when  'tis  given ; 
But  there's  a  purer  clime  above. 
Where  perfect  hearts  in  perfect  love 

Unite ;  and  this  is  heaven. 

If  love  on  earth  is  but  *'  In  part," 

As  light  and  shade  at  even, — 
If  sin  doth  plant  a  thorn  between 
The  truest  hearts — ^there  is,  I  ween, 

A  perfect  love  in  heaven. 


O  happy  world  t  O  glorious  place  I 

Where  aU  who  are  forgiven 
Shall  find  their  loved  and  lost  below, 
And  hearts,  like  meeting  streams,  shall  flow. 

Forever  one,  in  heaven. 

1739.  HEAVEI,  Oleams  oL 

Beyond  these  chilling  winds    and  gloomy 
Beyond  death's  cloudy  portal,  [skies, 

There  is  a  land  where  beauty  never  dies, 
And  love  becomes  immortaL 

A  land  whose  light  is  never  dimmed  by  shade, 

Whose  fields  are  ever  vernal ; 
Where  nothing  beautiful  can  ever  fade. 

But  blooms  for  aye,  etemaL 

We  may  not  know  how  sweet  its  balmy  fur. 
How  bright  and  fair  its  flowers  ; 

We  may  not  hear  the  songs  that  echo  there 
Through  those  enchanted  bowers. 

The  city's  shining  towers  we  may  not  see 

With  our  dim,  earthly  vision : 
For  death,  the  silent  warder,  keeps  the  key 

That  opes  these  gates  elysian. 

But  sometimes,  when  adown  the  western  sky 

The  flery  sunset  lingers, 
Its  golden  gates  swing  inward  noiselessly, 

Unlocked  by  unseen  flngers. 

And  while  they  stand  a  moment  half  ajar. 

Gleams  from  the  inner  glory 
Stream  brightly  through  the  azure  vault  afar, 

And  half  reveal  the  story. 

O  land  unknown  I  O  land  of  love  divine  ! 

Father,  all-wise,  eternal,  [of  mine 

Guide,  guide  these  wandering,  way-worn  feet 

Into  those  pastures  vernal. 

Ifatu^  A.  W.  Priest. 

1799.  EEAVEH,  Glory  oft 

Since  o'er  Thy  footstool  hero  below 

Such  radiant  gems  are  strewn. 

Oh,  what  magnificence  must  glow, 

My  God,  about  Thy  throne  I 

So  brilliant  here  those  drops  of  lisht — 

There  the  full  ocean  rolls,  how  bright ! 

If  night's  blue  curtain  of  the  sky 
With  thousand  stars  inwrought, 
Hung  like  a  royal  canopy 
With  glittering  diamonds  fraught, 
Be,  Lord,  Thy  temple's  outer  veil. 
What  splendor  at  the  shrine  must  dwell  t 

The  dazzling  sun,  at  noontide  hour. 

Forth  from  his  flaming  vase, 
Fliuging  o'er  earth  the  golden  shower, 
Till  vale  and  mountain  blaze, 
But  shows,  O  Lord !  one  beam  of  Thine : 
What,  then,  the  day  where  Thou  dost  shine  i^ 

Ah  I  how  shall  these  dim  eyes  endure 

That  noon  of  living  rays, 
Or  how  my  spirit  so  impure 

Upon  Thy  glory  gaze  ? 
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Anoint,  O  Lord !  anoint  qiy  sight, 
And  robe  mo  for  that  world  of  lisht. 

W,  A,  MiMstiberg, 

1730.  HEAVEni  God  ia. 
Tea,  ^tia  God's  presence  gives  the  welcomed 
blest  [dwell, 

Their  joy  and  bliss  supreme.    With  Him  to 
To  see  His  glory,  and  His  praises  tell, 
To  copy  Him  of  perf  ectness  possest, 
The  Holy,  Holy,  Holy !    First  and  best 
'    Of  joys,  fruition's  base  and  pinnacle ; 
Wi&ont    Him,    heav'n  would    more  re- 
semble hell. 
Darkness  with  Him  were  light,   and  labor 
rest  Bishop  Jfant, 

1781.  HEAVBir,  Happin««  ^ 
Here  may  the  band  that  now  in  triumph 
shines. 

And  that  (before  they  were  invested  thus) 
In  earthly  bodies  carried  heavenly  minds, 

Pitch  round  about,  in  order  glorious. 

Their  sunny  tents  and  houses  luminous ; 
All  their  eternal  day  in  songs  employing. 
Joying  their  end  without  end  of  their  joying. 
While  their  Almighty  Prince  destruction  ib 
destroying. 

Their  sight  drinks  lovely  fires  in  at  their  eyes, 
Their  Drcath  sweet  incense  with  fine  br^th 
accloys, 
That  on  God's  sweating  altar  burning  lies ; 
Their  hungry  ears  feed  on  the  heavenly 

noise 
That  angels  sing  to  tell  their  untold  joys ; 
Their  understanding,  naked  truth,  their  wills. 
The  all  and  self  somcient  goodness  fills, 
Tliat  nothing  here  ia  wanting  but  the  want 
of  ills. 

Ko  sorrow  now  hangs  clouding  on  their 
brow ; 

No  bloodless  malady  empales  their  face ; 
Ko  ago  drops  on  their  hairs  his  silver  snow ; 

No  nakeaness  their  bodies  doth  embose ; 

No  pcnrerty  themselves  and  theirs  disgrace ; 
No  fear  of  death  the  joy  of  life  devours ; 
No  unchaste  sleep  tiieir  precious  time  de- 
flowers ;  [wingM  hours. 
No  loss,  no  grief,  no  change  wait  on  their 

But  now  their  naked  bodies  scorn  the  cold. 
And  from  their  eyes  joy  looks  and  laughs 
at  pain ; 
The  infant  wonders  how  ho  came  so  old, 
The  old  man  how  he  came  so  young  again ; 
Btill  resting,  though  from  sleep  uiey  still 
refrain; 
Where  all  are  rich,  and  yet  no  gold  they  owe ; 
•And  all  are  kings,  and  yet  no  subjects  know. 
All  full,  and  yet  no  time  they  do  on  food  be- 
stow. 

About  the  holy  city  rolls  a  flood 
Of  molten  crystal,  like  a  sea  of  glass. 

On  which  weak  stream  a  strong  foundation 
stood: 
Of  living  diamonds  the  building  was. 
That  all  things  else,  besides  ItsdL^  did  pass. 


Her  streets,  instead  of  stones,  the  stars  did 

pave. 
And  little  pearls  for  dust  it  seemed  to  have. 
On  which  soft  streaming  manna,  like  puro 

snow,  did*  wave. 

It  is  no  flamihg  lustre,  made  of  light ; 

No  sweet  consent,  or  well-tuned  harmony. 
Ambrosia,  for  to  feast  the  appetite ; 

Or  flowery  odor  mixed  with  spicery ; 

No  soft  embrace  or  pleasure  bodily : 
And  yet  it  is  a  kind  of  inward  feast, 
A  harmony  that  sound<(  within  the  breast. 
An  odor,  light,  embrace,  in  which  the  soul 
doth  rest. 

A  heavenly  feast  no  hun^r  can  consume ; 

A  light  unseen,  yet  shmes  in  every  place ; 
A  sound  no  time  can  steal ;  a  sweet  perfume 

No  winds  can  scatter ;  an  entire  embrace 

That  no  satiety  can  e'er  unlace ; 
Ingraced  into  so  high  a  favor  there 
The  saints  with  their  beaupeers  whole  worlds 
outwear,  [heard  do  hear. 

And  thii^  unseen  do  see,  and  things  un- 

Ye  blessed  souls,  grown  richer  by  your  spoil. 
Whose   loss,  though  great,  is   cause   of 
greater  gains; 
Here  may  your  weary  spirits  rest  from  toil. 
Spending  your  endless  evening  that   re- 
mains [trains 
Among  those  white  flocks  and  celestial 
That  fe^  upon  their  Shepherd's  eyes,  and 

frame 
That  heavenly  music  of  so  wondrous  frame, 
Psalming  aloud  the  holy  honors  of  His  name! 

1739.  EBAVEV,  Harps  in. 

And  at  Oriel's  signal  came 
My  father,  bearing  in  his  hand  a  harp 
Of  simplest  form,  but  manifold  in  tones 
Of  musical  modulations  without  end. 
And  gave  it  to  me,  saying,  "  Take  it,  my  son ; 
It  is  Heaven's  workmanship,  and  made  for 

thee.''  [eaitii 

I  took  it,  nothing  loath;  and,  though  on 
In  lute  or  harp  my  skill  was  nothing,  then 
Immediately  I  felt  the  tremulous  strhigt 
Responsive  to  my  every  thought,  as  when 
The  wind  in  sportive  or  in  pensive  mood 
Wakens  JESolian  music     Strung  it  was 
And  pitch'd  in  most  mysterious  unison 
With  my  heart's  sympathies ;  for  when  I  laid 
My  flngers  on  its  airy  chords,  strstghtway 
My  very  soul  gush'd  forth  in  melody. 
The  harp  and  harper  vibrating  in  tune ; 
While  words,  like  echoes  of  an  old  retein 
That  heard  in  childhood,  haunts  our  liper 

years. 
Broke  in  heaven's  music  from  my  lips. 

Edward  Henry  Biekergtetik, 

1733.  HEAYEV,  Home  in. 

A  home  in  heaven  1  what  a  joyfal  thought^ 
As  the  poor  man  toils  in  his  weary  lot  1^ 
His  heiul  opprest,  and  with  anguish  driven, 
fYom  his  home  below,  to  his  home  in  heavisn. 
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A  lioiae  in  lieaTen  1  as  the  tnffenr  lies 
On  his  bod  of  pain,  and  upllftB  his  eyes 
To  that  biiffht  nomo ;  what  a  loy  is  giren, 
Witii  the  blessed  thought  of  his  home  in 
he»yen. 

A  home  in  heayen  1  when  our  pleasoies  fade, 
And  onr  wealth  and  fame  in  the  dost  are  laid ; 
And  strength  decays,  and  our  health  is  riven, 
We  are  happy  still  with  onr  home  in  heaven. 

A  homo  in  hearen!  when  the  faint  heart 

Ueeds, 
By  the  Spirit's  stroke,  for  its  evil  deeds ; 
Oh  1  then  what  bliss  in  that  heart  forgiyen, 
Does  the  hope  inspiTo  of  a  home  in  heayen. 

A  home  in  heayen  t  when  our  frieotids  are  fled 
To  the  cheedess  gloom  of  the  mouldering 

dead; 
We  wait  in  hope  on  the  promise  ^yen ; 
We  will  meet  np  there  in  onr  home  in  heayen. 

A  home  in  heayen !  when  the  wheel  is  broke. 
And  the  golden  bowl  by  the  terror-stroke ; 
When  life's  bright  son  sinks  in  death's  dark 

eyen, 
We  will  then  fly  np  to  onr  home  in  heayen. 

Onr  home  in  heayen  I  oh,  the  fflorions  home. 
And  the  Spirit,  join'd  with  tine  bride,  says 

**  oome  I " 
Come,  seek  His  fiMse,  and  yonr  sins  f  orgiyen. 
And  rejoice  in  hope  of  yonr  home  in  heayen. 

1VS4.  HBATBS;  Bops  «C 

lliese  are  the  crowns  that  we  shall  wear 
When  all  thy  saints  are  crowned; 

These  are  the  palms  that  we  shall  bear 
On  yonder  holy  ground. 

« 

Fkr  off  as  yet,  reserred  in  heayen, 

Aboye  that  yeiling  sky, 
Ttkeij  sparkle,  like  the  stars  of  eyen, 

To  hope's  far-pierdng  eye. 

Tlicsa.are  the  robes,  unsoiled  and  white^ 

Whidi  then  we  shall  pot  on, 
When,  foremost  'mong  the  sons  of  light, 

We  sit  on  yonder  tuone. 

Hist  city  with  the  lewelled  cresti 
like  some  new-lighted  sun; 

A  blaae  of  burning  amethysts- 
Tea  thousand  oros  in  one ; 

That  is  the  city  of  the  saints, 

Where  we  so  soon  shall  stand. 
When  we  shall  strike  these  dnert-tenfSi 

And  quit  this  desertHsand. 

With  thee  in  yiew,  how  poor  appear     « 
The  world's  most  winning  smiles ; 

Vain  is  the  tempter's  subtlest  snare, 
And  yain  hell's  yaried  wiles. 

Time's  glory  fades;  its  beauty  now 

Has  ceased  to  lure  or  blind; 
Badi  gay  enchantment  here  below 

Has  lost  its  power  to  bind 
£0 


Hien  welcome  toil,  and  care,  an^  pain  I 

And  welcome  sorrow  too ! 
All  toil  is  rest,  all  grief  is  gain. 

With  such  a  prize  in  yiew. 

Gome  crown  and  throne,  come  robe  and  palm  t 
Burst  forth  glad  stream  of  peace  I        ' 

Come,  holy  dty  of  the  Lamb  I 
Rise,  Sun  of  Righteousness  I 

HoratiuM  Bona/r. 

1785,  EEAVEVi  iBoomptibU 

No  joy  is  true,  saye  that  which  hath  no  end; 

No  life  is  true,  saye  that  which  liyeth  eyer ; 

No  health  is  scwmd,  saye  that  which  Qod  doth 

send ;  [neyer. 

No  loye  is  real,  saye  that  whidi  diangeth 

Heayen  were  no  heayen,  if  its  dear  li^t 
could  fade; 

If  its  fair.fflory  could  hereafter  wane ; 
If  its  sweet  skies  could  suffer  stain  or  shades 

Or  its  soft  braexes  waft  one  note  of  pain. 

And  what  would  be  the  city  of  the  just, 
If  time  could  ahaJce  its  battlements,  or  age 

Could  crumble  down  its  palaces  to  dust. 
Or  with  its  towers  yictorious  warfare  wage ; 

If  its  pure  riyer  could  sink  low  or  cease, 
Or  its  rich  palm-boughs  shed  the  leaf  and 
die; 

If  there  could  pass  upon  its  loyeliness 
One  darkening  taint  of  time's  mortality; 

If  its  high  haimoniBS  coold  lose  their  tone. 
Or  one  of  its  glad  songs  could  silenced  be ; 

If,  of  its  yoioes,  eyen  the  feeblest  one 
Should  falter  in  the  glorious  melody ; 

If  one  of  all  its  stars  shoidd  e'er  srow  faint, 
Or  one  of  its  bright  lamps  should  e'er 
bum  low; 

If,  throu«^h  italiappy  air,  decay's  dull  taint 
ffliould  f  or  a  moment  its  dark  poison  tlirow  I 

But  no.    Its  beauty  is  f oreyer  yemal ; 

Its  j^lory  is  the  glory  of  its  King, 
Undying,  incorruptible,  eternal ; 

And  oyer  new  the  songs  its  dwellen  smg. 

JE&itilnis  Bmor. 

17M*  HBAYEV,  lahsUtaati  o£ 

Tliere  is  a  holy  city, 

A  happy  world  aboye. 
Beyond  the  starry  regions, 

Built  by  the  God  of  loye; 
An  eyerlsisting  temple. 

And  saints  amyed  in  white 
Tliere  serye  the  great  Redeemer, 

And  dweU  with  Him  in  lifl^ 

The  meanest  diild  of  glory 

Outshines  the  radiant  sun ; 
But  who  can  speak  the  splendor 

Of  that  eternal  throne, 
Where  Jesus  sits  exalted 

In  god-like  majesty? 
The  dders  fall  before  Him, 

The  angels  bend  the  knee. 
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Is  this  the  Man  of  Sorrows 

Who  stood  at  Pilate^s  bar, 
Condemned  by  haughty  Herod, 

And  by  his  men  of  war  t 
He  seems  a  mighty  conqneror, 

Who  spoilea  the  powers  below. 
And  ransomed  many  captires 

From  everlasting  woe. 

The  hosts  of  saints  aromid  Him 

Proclaim  His  work  of  grace ; 
The  patriarchs  and  propl^ts, 

And  all  the  godly  race, 
Who  speak  of  fiery  trials, 

And  tortures  on  their  way 
They  came  from  tribulation 

To  everlasting  day. 

1737.  HEAVEH,  Invitetiou  firan. 

Gome  to  the  land  of  peace ! 
Come  where  the  tempest  hath  no  long^  sway, 
The  shadow  passes  fix)m  the  soul  away, 

The  sounds  of  weeping  cease  I 

Fear  hath  no  dwelling  there  I 
Come  to  the  mingling  of  repose  and  loive, 
Breathed  by  the  silent  spirit  of  the  dove 

Through  the  celestial  air  I 

Come  to  the  bright  and  blest,  [band, 

And  crowned  forever  1 — ^midst  the  shining 
Gathered  to  heaven^s  own  wreath  from  every 

Thy  spirit  shall  find  rest  I  [lancC 

Thou  hast  been  long  alone ; 
Come  to  thy  mother  1  on  i^e  Sabbath  shore. 
The  heart  that  rocked  thy  childhood  back 

Shall  take  its  wearied  one.         [once  more 

In  silence  wert  thou  left  I 
Come  to  thy  sisters  I — ^joyously  again 
All  the  home- voices,  blest  in  one  sweet  stram. 

Shall  greet  their  long  bereft 

Over  thine  orphan  head  [bough ; 

The  storm  hath  swept,  as  o'er  a  willow's 
Come  to  thy  father  t — it  is  finieJied  now ; 

Thy  tears  have  all  been  shed. 

In  thy  divine  abode  [trace ; 

Change  finds  no  pathway,  memory  no  dark 
And,  O,  bright  victory  I --death  by  love  no 

Come,  spirit,  to  thy  God  I  [place  I 

IVM.  HBA7EH,  KaowUdgs  in. 

The  saints  on  earth,  when  sweetly  they  con- 
verse, 
And  the  dear  favors  of  kind  Heaven  rehearse, 
Each  feels  the  other's  loys ;  both  doubly  share 
The  blessingps  which  devoutly  they  compare. 
If  saints  such  mutual  Joy  feel  here  below, 
When  they  each  other's  heavenly  foretastes 

know, 
What  Joys  transportlhem  at  each  other's  sight. 
When  they  shall  meet  in  empyreal  height  I 
Itiends,  even  in  heaven,  one  happiness  would 
miss,  [bliss. 

Should  they  not  know  each  other  when  in 

Sp,  Kin, 


ITW.  EEAVBV,  LtDdin^  io. 

No  matter  whether  'twas  a  sharp  disease,  [on. 
Or  a  sharp  sword,  that  helped  the  traveUera 
And  push'd  us  to  our  home.    Bear  up,  my 

friend. 
Serenely,  and  break  through  the  stormy  brine 
With  steady  prow.     B[now  we  shall  onoe 
At  the  fair  haven  of  eternal  bliss,         [anive 
To  wliich  we  ever  steer;  whether,  as  khigs 
Of  wide  command  we've  spread  the  spocaoas 


With  a  broad  painted  fleet,  or  row'd  alon^ 
In  a  thin  cock-boat  with  a  little  oar. 
There  let  my  native  plank  shift  me  to  land. 
And  ril  be  happy;  tiras  FU  leap  ashore. 
Joyful  and  fearless,  on  the  immortal  coast, 
Since  all  I  have  is  mortal,  and  it  must  be  lost 

Isaac  WattM, 

1T#0,  HEA7EV,  Un  for. 

To  live  in  daricncss — ^in  despair  to  die — 
Is  this  indeed  the  boon  to  mortals  given  ? 

Is  there  no  port — ^no  rock  of  refuge  nigh  f 
There  is  to  those  who  tx  their  anchor-hope 
in  heaven. 

Turn  thou,  O  man  I  and  cast  all  else  aride; 
Direct  thy  vrandering  thoughts  to  things 
above — 
Low  at  the  cross  bow  down — ^in  that  ootifide, 
Till  doubt  be  lost  in  faith,  and  bliss  secured 
in  love.  O,  C.  GoUon. 

1741.  HEAVBV,  Look  to. 

Look  up,  my  soul,  pant  toward  the  eternal 
hills; 
Those  heavens  are  fairer  than  they  seem ; 
There  pleasures  all  sincere  glide  on  in  crfstsl 
There  not  a  dreg  of  guilt  defiles,        [rills, 

Nor  grief  disturbs  the  stream. 
That  Canaan  knows  no  noxious  thing. 
No  cursed  soil,  no  tainted  spring,  [sting. 
Nor  roses  grow  on  thorns,  nor  honey  wears  a 

Itaac  WatU, 

1749.  HEAVEH,  Xia  in. 

Are  old  people  bow'd  by  weakening  time. 
In  heaven  bow'd — all  bow'd  in  heaven  t 
Or  else  are  they  all  in  blissful  prime  f 
Tes,  blest  with  all  blessings  are  the  blest. 
Their  lowest  of  eood's  above  our  best, 
So  show  me  the  nighest  soul  you  can 
In  shape  and  mind — ^in  mind  and  shape 
Yet  fair  above  him  is  heaven's  man. 

Wm. 


174S.  HEAVEH,  Muilfla  ii. 

The  heavenly  home  is  bright  and  fair, 
Nor  death  nor  sighinff  visits  there; 
Its  glitteriuff  towers  tne  sun  outshine— 
T&at  heavemy  mansion  shall  be  mine. 

Mv  Father's  house  is  built  on  high. 
Above  the  arched  and  stany  sky. 
When  from  this  earthly  prison  free 
That  heavenly  mansion  mine  shall  bs. 

While  here,  a  stranger  far  from  home, 
Aflliction's  waves  may  round  me  foam; 
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Althcmgh  like  Laas'ras,  sick  and  poor, 
Hy  heaycnly  mansion  is  secure. 

I  enyy  not  the  rich  and  great, 

Their  pomp  of  wealth  and  pride  of  state ; 

Hy  Father  is  a  richer  King — 

That  heavenly  mansion  stul  I  sing. 

Let  others  seek  a  home  below, 
Which  flames  devour,  or  waves  overflow ; 
Be  mine  the  happier  lot  to  own 
A  heavenly  mansion  near  the  throne. 

Then,  fail  this  earth,  let  stars  decline, 
And  son  and  moon  refuse  to  shine ; 
All  nature  sink,  and  cease  to  be. 
That  heavenly  mansion  stands  for  me. 

William  Hunter. 

1744.  HEilVEV,  Meeting  b. 

Over  the  river  they  beckon  to  me-—      [side ; 

Loved  ones  who've  crossed  to  the  fulher 
Hie  gleam  of  their  snowy  robes  I  see,     [tide. 

But  their  voices  are  drowned  in  the  rushing 
There*8  one  with  ringlets  of  sunny  gold, 

And  eyes  the  reflection  of  heaven's  own 
blue; 
He  crossed  in  the  twilight,  gray  and  cold. 

And  the  pale  mist  hid  him  from  mortal 
view. 
We  saw  not  the  angels  who  met  him  there ; 

"Hie  gates  of  the  city  we  could  not  see ; 
Oyer  the  river,  over  the  river. 

My  brother  stands  waiting  to  welcome  me  I 

Over  the  river  the  boatman  pale 

Carried  another — the  household  pet : 
Her  brown  curls  waved  in  the  gentle  gale-* 

Darling  Minnie  I    I  see  her  yet. 
Sbe  crossed  on  her  bosom  her  dimpled  hands. 

And  fearlessly  entered  the  phantom  bark ; 
We  watched  it  glide  from  the  silver  sands. 

And  all  our  sunshine  grew  strangely  dark. 
We  know  she  is  safe  on  the  farther  side. 

Where  all  the  ransomed  and  angels  be ; 
Over  the  river,  the  mystic  river. 

My  childhood's  idol  is  waiting  for  me. 

For  none  return  from  those  ^uiet  shores 

Who  cross  with  the  boatman  cold  and  pale ; 
We  hear  the  dip  of  the  golden  oars, 

And  catch  a  gleam  of  the  snowy  sail — 
And  lo !  they  luive  passed  from  our  yearning 
'   heart. 

They  cross  the  stream  and  are  gone  for  aye ; 
We  may  not  sunder  the  veil  apart, 

That  hides  from  our  risi  on  the  gates  of  day. 
We  only  know  that  their  barks  no  more 

May  sail  with  us  o'er  life's  stormy  sea ; 
Yet  somewhere,  I  know,  on  the  unseen  shore, 
'  Tliey  watch,  and  beckon,  and  wait  for  me. 

And  I  sit  and  think,  when  the  sunset's  gold 

Is  flusfain^r  river,  and  hill,  and  shore, 
I  shall  one  day  stand  by  the  water  cold. 

And  list  for  the  sound  of  the  boatman's  oar ; 
I  shall  watch  for  a  gleam  of  the  flapping  sail ; 

I  shall  hear  the  boat  as  it  gains  the  strand ; 
I  shall  pass  from  sight,  with  the  boatman  pale. 

To  the  better  shore  of  the  spirit  land ; 


I  shall  know  flie  loved  who  have  gone  before. 
And  joyfuUy  sweet  will  the  meeting  be, 

When  over  the  river,  the  peaceful  river, 
The  angel  of  Death  shall  carry  me. 

Nancy  A.  TT.  PrieiL 

174ft*  EBAVEV,  Kinistor*!  Wtkome  to. 

In  amate 
I  asked  what  meant  such  gratulation  there. 
And  one  of  many  answered,    ''From  thy 

mouth 
We  heard  of  Jesus'  love,  and  thine  the  hand 
That  led  us  to  His  feet"    It  was  enough ; 
For  all  the  parent  and  the  Pastor  woke 
Within  me :  all  the  holy  memories 
Of  bygone  days  flowed  in  a  refluent  tide 
Over  my  soul  once  more.     Some  I  had  known 
From  rosy  dawn  of  childhood  .  . 
Some  I  had  shepherded,  yea,  many.    And 
Some  in  after  years  had  poured  the  burden 

Of  a  wounded  spirit  into  mine 

And  others,  dying,  heard  me  read  of  him 
Who  on  the  cross  for  mercy  cried  to  Christ ; 
Heard,  and  themselves  believed.     All  these  I 

knew. 
And  quick  as  light  their  story  flashed  on  me. 
But  in  that  group  of  filial  spirits  came 
Many  I  knew  nat—ffart  of  that  great  store 
Of  unsuipected  treature  heaven  eoneedU. 
And  they  too  poured  on  me  beatitudes. 

E.  K  Bickenteth. 

1T46.  EEAVBV,  Ky  FUoe  la. 

My  Jesus  is  gone  up  to  heaven 

To  ffet  a  ^ace  for  me ; 
For  'tis  His  will,  that,  where  He  is, 

There  should  His  servants  be. 

Canaan  I  view  from  Pi8gah*s  top. 

Of  Canaan's  grapes  I  taste : 
My  Lord,  who  sends  unto  me  here, 

WiU  send  for  me  at  last 

I  have  a  €k>d  that  changeth  not : 

Why  should  I  be  perplezt  ? 
My  God,  that  owns  me  in  this  world. 

Will  own  me  m  the  next 

€k>  fearless  then,  my  soul,  with  Qod 

Into  another  room : 
Thou  who  hast  walkM  with  Him  here, 

Go,  see  thy  God  at  home. 

My  dearest  friends  they  dwell  above ; 

Them  will  I  go  to  see : 
And  all  my  friends  in  Christ  below 

Will  soon  come  after  me. 

John  Mouon. 

1747*  HEAVEH,  Vesiiiig. 

One  sweetly  solemn  thought    . 

Comes  to  me  o'er  and  o'er ;    ■ 
Pm  nearer  home  to-day. 

Than  I  have  been  before : 

Nearer  my  Father's  house. 
Where  many  mansions  be, 

Nearer  the  great  white  throne, 
Nearer  the  crystal  sea. 
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Nearer  the  bound  of  lif  e. 
Where  burdens  are  laid  down, 

Kearer  to  leave  the  croaB, 
And  nearer  to  the  crown ; 

But  lying  dark  between, 
And  winding  through  the  night. 

The  deep  and  unknown  stream 
Crossed  ere  we  reach  the  light 

Jesus,  confirm  my  trust ; 

Btrengthen  tiie  hand  of  faith 
To  feel  Thee,  when  I  stand 

Upon  the  shore  of  death. 

Be  near  me  when  my  feet 
Are  slipping  o*er  the  brink, 

For  I  am  nearer  home, 
Perhaps,  than  now  I  think. 

Phaibe  Gary. 

1749.  HBAVEV,  VMRUSi  o£ 

Surely,  yon  hearen,  where  angels  see  God^s 
Is  not  so  distant  as  we  deem  [^m». 

From  this  low  earth?    'lis but  a  little  space. 
The  narrow  crossing  of  a  slender  stream ; 

lis  but  a  veil,  which  winds  might  blow  aside ; 

Tes,  these  are  all  that  us  of  earth  divide. 

From  the  bright  dwelling  of  the  glorified-^ 
The  Land  of  which  I  cueaml 

MtroHtu  Bonar. 

1740.  HSiVEH,  Vo  Vight  hu 

No  night  shall  be  in  heaven  I  no  gathering 

gloom 
Shall  o^  that  glorious  landscape  ever  come ; 
No  tears  shall  fill  in  sadness  o*cr  those  flowers 
That  breathe  their  fragrance  through  celestial 

bowers. 

No  night  shall  be  in  heaven!  no  dreadful 

nour 
Of  mental  darkness,  or  the  tempter*s  power — 
Across  those  skies  no  envious  cloud  shall  roll. 
To  dim  the  sunlight  of  the  raptured  souL 

No  night  shall  be  in  heaven  I  but  endless 

noon; 
No  fast-declining  sun,  nor  waning  moon ; 
But  there  the  Lamb  shall  jrield  perpetual  licht, 
*Mid  pastures  green,  and  waters  ever  bright 

No  night  shall  be  in  heaven!  no  darkened 

room, 
No  bed  of  death,  nor  silence  of  the  tomb ; 
But  brecaws  ever  fresh  with  love  and  truth. 
Shall  brace  the  frame  with  an  immortal  youth. 

No  night  shall  be  in  heaven  1    But  night  is 

here! 
The  night  of  sorrow  and  the  night  of  fear; 
I  mourn  the  ills  that  now  my  steps  attend, 
And  shrink  from  othen  that  may  yet  impend. 

No  night  shall  be  in  heaven  1    Oh,hadI  faith 
To  rest  in  what  the  faithful  Witness  saith, 
That  faith  should  make  these  hideous  phan- 
toms flee,  [me. 
And  leave  no  night,  henceforth,  on  earth  to 


ITM.  EBA7BV,  Ho  Btnagtr  ia. 

I  was  no  stranger  in  a  strange  land  then: 
But  rather  as  one  who  travel-worn  and  weary, 
Weary  of  wandering  through  many  dimes, 
At  length  returning  homei^ird,  eyes  for  off 
The  white  diffe  of  his  fatherland,  and  era 
The  laboring  ship  touches  its  sacred  soil 
Leaps  on  the  pier,  while  round  him  crowding 
press  [b^th 

Ghildroi  and  kith  and  friends,  who  in  a 
Ask  of  his  welfare,  and  with  Joyous  tongues 
Pour  all  their  love  into  his  thirBty  ear. 

EdwMird  Bmry  BidtertUtk 

1751.  EEAYEH,  Obioority  o£ 

As  throng  the  artist's  intervening  ghm 
Our  eve  ^serves  the  distant  planets  pass ; 
A  little  we  discover,  but  allow 
Hiat  more  remains  unseen  than  ait  can  show: 
Bo  whilst  our  mmd  its  knowledge  would  im- 
prove 
(Its  feeble  eye  intent  on  things  above), 
High  as  we  may  we  lift  our  reason  up, 
By  faith  directed,  and  oonfinned  by  nope: 
Yet  we  are  able  only  to  survey 
Dawnings  of  beams,  and  pfomises  of  day. 
Heaven's  fuller  effluence  mocks  our  darned 
sight:  Pif^: 

Too  great  its  swiftness,  and  too  strong  iti 
But  soon  the  'mediate  douda  shall  be  di»- 

pdled; 
The  sun  shall  then  be  face  to  face  beheld. 
In  all  his  robes,  with  all  his  glory  on, 
Seated  sublime  on  his  meridian  uurone. 

Ifattkgw  Drtpr, 

17511.  HBAYEV,  PeiM  b. 

Hy  soul,  there  is  a  oonntiy, 

AJbr  beyond  the  stars, 
Where  stands  a  wingdd  sentry 

All  skilful  in  the  wars. 
There,  above  noise  and  danger, 

Sweet  Peace  sits  crowned  with  smiH 
And  One  bom  in  a  manger 

Commands  the  beauteous  IQm, 
He  is  thy  gradous  Friend 

.  And  (O  my  soul,  awake !) 
Did  in  pure  love  descend 

To  die  here  for  thy  sake. 
If  thou  can'st  get  but  thither, 

There  grows  the  flower  of  peaofl^ 
The  Rose  that  cannot  wither, 

Thy  fortress  and  thy  ease. 
Leave  then  thy  foolish  ranges ; 

For  none  can  thee  secure, 
But  One  who  never  changes, 

Thy  Qod,  thy  life,  thy  core. 

1758.  EBAVBH,  Fteytrftr. 

Oh  1  bring  us  home  at  last,         [was  bright; 

Thou  who  didst  guide  us  whoi  our  mon 
Darkness  is  falling  fast, 

Gather  Thy  diilaren  home  before  the  niglit 

0 !  bring  us  home  at  last,  [dbSSL 

The  evening  mists  steal  o^er  m^  dao^  tBa 
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Willie  aatomn's  moaning  blast, 
Sweeps  in  sod  masic  oTer  yale  and  hilL 

Oh  I  l»ing  ns  home  at  last ;  [to  go  t 

Have  we  mach  farther  thioogh  the  night 

Have  we  not  almost  P^*d  [so. 

The  wilderness  t    Thou  wilt  not  leave  us 

Oh  I  bring  ns  home  at  last,  [cease, 

Oar  f^ert    Bid  our  weary  wanaerings 

Uplift  the  Tcdi  overcast 
Between  our  spirits  and  the  home  of  peace. 

1754.  HBATEH,  PkQspootof: 

Beyond  the  smiling  and  the  weeping 

I  shall  De  soon ; 
Beyond  the  waking  and  the  sleeping. 
Beyond  the  sowing  and  the  reaping, 

I  shall  oe  soon. 

Lo/^  rettf  and  hotM  ! 

SuMhopef 

Jjordf  tarry  nat,  hut  eamt ! 

Beyond  the  blooming  and  the  fading 

I  shall  be  soon ; 
Beyond  the  shining  and  the  shading. 
Beyond  the  hoping  and  the  dreading, 

I  shall  be  soon. 

Beyond  the  rising  and  the  setting 

IshaUbe  soon; 
Beyond  the  calming  and  the  fretting, 
B^nd  remembering  and  forgetting, 

I  shall  be  soon. 

Beyond  the  gathering  and  the  strowing 

I  shall  be  soon ; 
Beyond  the  ebbing  and  the  flowing^ 
Bqrond  the  comimr  and  the  going, 

I  shall  be  soon. 

Beyond  the  parting  and  the  meeting 

I  shall  be  soon; 
Beyond  the  farewell  and  Uie  greeting, 
B^ond  this  pulse^s  fever  beating, 

I  shall  be  soon. 

Beyond  the  frost  chain  and  the  fever 

I  shall  be  soon; 
Beyond  the  roclc  waste  and  the  river, 
B^ond  the  ever  and  the  never, 

I  shall  be  soon. 

Baratiui  Bimar, 

1TM»  EEAVBV,  BaoogaitionhL 

When  wo  hear  the  mosic  ringing 

Li  tho  bright  celestial  dome — 
Wlien  sweet  angels*  voices  singings 

Oladly  bid  ns  welcome  home 
'•;    To  the  land  of  ancient  story, 

Where  tho  spirit  knows  no  care. 
In  that  land  of  life  and  glory — 

Shall  we  know  eadi  other  there! 

When  the  holy  angels  meet  na, 

As  we  go  to  join  their  band, 
ShsJl  we  know  the  friends  that  greet  na 

In  that  glorious  spirit  land  f 
Shall  we  seo  the  same  eyes  shining 

On  us  aa  in  days  of  yore  t 


Shall  we  feel  the  dear  arms  twining 
Fondly  round  us  as  before  t 

Yes,  my  earth-worn  soul  rejoices, 

And  my  weary  heart  grows  light, 
For  the  thrilling  angels'  voices, 

And  tho  ansel  faces  bright, 
That  shall  wdcome  us  in  heaven, 

Are  the  loved  ones  long  ago ; 
And  to  them  'tis  kindly  given 

Thus  their  mortal  friemU  to  know. 

O  ye  weary,  sad  and  tossed  ones, 

DrooD  not,  faint  not  by  the  way ; 
Ye  shall  join  the  loved  and  just  ones 

In  that  Isnd  of  perfect  day. 
Harp-strings  touched  by  angel  fingers ; 

Murmured  in  my  rapturous  ear; 
Bvermoro  their  sweet  song  lingers : 

"  We  shaU  know  each  other  there." 

17M«  HEAVEH,  BemiadAn  oil 

When  I  gase  on  the  light  of  yon  beautiful 

•ky. 
And  the  curtains  of  azure  unfolded  on  high ; 
Their  glory  and  splendor  recall  to  my  thought 
The  blissful  inheritance  Jesus  hath  bought : 
I  fancy  the  portals  of  heaven  appear,    piere. 
And  I  feel  at  the  moment — ^My  home  is  not 

When  I  see  all  around  me  the  flowers  so  bright. 
Which  Qod  has  implanted  to  ravish  my  sight ; 
I  hail  them  as  pledges  of  heavenly  love, 
And  think  of  tho  brighter  ones  blooming 
above :  [dear, 

Their  fragrance  reminds  me  of  hopes  that  are 
And  I  love  to  remember — ^My  home  is  not  here. 

When  I  hear  the  glad  song  of  the  lark  as  she 
flies,  [skies ; 

Still  warbling  her  notes  as  she  mounts  to  the 
I  think  of  the  time  when  my  heavenward  flight 
Will,  like  hers,  be  directed  to  regions  of  light ; 
I  shall  ain^  as  I  leave  every  trouble  and  fear — 
My  home  is  in  heaven — ^My  home  is  not  here ! 

O  land  of  enjoyment  I  O  home  of  my  hearty 
What  blessed  delip^ht  can  thy  image  impart ; 
In  the  midst  of  affliction,  of  sorrow,  and  grief, 
One  thought  of  thy  glory  brings  instant  relief. 
And  qui^ly  the  darkening  clouds  disappear. 
As  tho  feeling  steals  o'er  me — ^My  home  is  not 
here. 

17ff  7.  HBAVEV,  Soit  ia. 

There  is  an  hour  in  peaceful  rest 
To  mouming  wanderers  given ; 
There  is  a  joy  for  souls  distressed, 
A  balm  for  every  wounded  breast ; 
lis  found  above — ^in  heaven. 

There  is  a  soft,  a  downy  bed, 

Tis  fsir  as  breath  of  even ; 
A  couch  for  weary  mortals  spread. 
Where  thev  may  rest  the  achmg  head. 

And  find  repose — ^in  heaven. 

There  is  a  home  for  weary  souls 

By  sin  and  sorrow  driven ; 
When  tossed  on  life*s  tempestuous  shoal% 
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Where  Btorms  tuiae,  and  ocean  rolls, 
And  all  is  drear — ^but  hearen. 

There  Faith  lifts  np  her  cheerM  eye, 

To  brighter  prospects  given, 
And  views  the  tempest  passing  b  j, 
The  evening  shadows  quickly  fly, 

And  all  serene — in  heaven. 

There  fragrant  flowers  immortal  bloom. 

And  joys  supreme  are  given ; 
There  rays  divine  disperse  the  ffloom; 
Beyond  the  confines  of  the  tomb 

Appears  the  dawn  of  heaven. 

William  B.  Tappan. 

ITftS.  HBAVEHi  Ssbbsth  o£ 

Where  that  innumerable  throng 
Of  samts  and  angels  mingle  song ; 
Where,  wrought  with  hands,  no  temples  rise. 
For  Qod  Himself  their  place  supplies ; 
Kor  priests  are  needed,  in  the  abode 
Where  the  whole  hosts  are  priests  to  God: 
lliink  what  a  Sabbath  there  shall  be, 
The  Sabbath  of  eternity. 

Thomtu  (M^fiM. 

1750.  EEA7EH,  Baists  ia. 

What  are  these  in  brisht  airay  f 

This  innumerable  throuff, 
Bound  the  altar,  night  and  day, 

Hymning  one  triumphant  songt 
*'  Worthy  is  the  Lamb,  once  slam. 

Blessing,  honor,  glory,  power, 
Wisdom,  riches,  to  obtain. 

New  dominion  every  hour.** 

These  through  flery  trials  trod. 

These  from  great  affliction  came; 
Kow,  before  the  throne  of  God, 

Seard  with  His  eternal  name, 
Olad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 

Victor-palms  in  every  hand. 
Through  their  great  Redeemei's  might 

More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 

fetunger,  thirst,  disease,  unknown, 

On  immortal  fruits  they  feed ; 
Them  the  Lamb,  amid  the  throxie^ 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead: 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs, 

Perfect  love  dispels  their  fears ; 
And  forever  from  their  eves 

Ck>d  shall  wipe  away  their  tears. 

Jamei  Montgomery, 

17M.  HEAVSV,  Seoniiiig. 

Bdial,   What  place  can  be  for  ut  [rapreme 
Within  heav*n*s  bound,  unless  heaven's  lord 
We  overpow'r !     Suppose  He  should  relent, 
And  publish  grace  to  all,  on  promise  made 
Of  new  subjection ;  with  what  eyes  could  we 
Stand  in  His  presence  humble,  and  receive 
Strict  laws  imposed,  to  celebrate  His  throne 
With  warbled  hymns,  and  to  His  godhead  sing 
Fore'd  hallelujahs ;  while  He  lordly  sits 
Our  envied  Sovereign,  and  His  altar  breathes 
Ambrosial  odors,  imd  ambrosial  flowers, 
Our  servile  ofTrings  f    This  must  be  our  task 


In  heaven,  this  our  delight ;  how 

Eternity  so  spent  in  worship  paid 

To  whom  we  hate  I  John  MiUom, 

1761*  EEAVEHf  Bplendor  ofi 

OS  TBB  LOUDON  SZHmmOH,  ISBL 

Ha  I  yon  burst  of  crystal  splendor. 

Sunlight,  starlight,  blent  in  one ; 
Starlight  set  in  arctic  azure, 

Sumight  from  the  burning  aone ! 
Gold  and  silver,  gems  and  marble, 

All  creation^s  jewelry ; 
Earth^s  uncovered  waste  of  ridiea. 

Treasures  of  the  ancient  sea. 
Heir  of  glory, 

What  is  that  to  thee  and  mef 

JiiB  and  Aurora  braided — 

How  the  woven  colors  shine  I     ' 
Snow-gleams  from  an  Alpine  sammlt, 

Tordi-lip^ht  from  a  spar-roofed  mineu 
Like  Arabians  matchless  palace. 

Child  of  magic^s  scrong  decree, 
One  vast  globe  of  living  sapphire. 

Floor,  walls,  columns,  canopy. 
Heir  of  gloxy, 

What  is  that  to  thee  and  me  ? 

Forms  of  beauty,  shapes  of  iTonder, 

Trophies  of  triumphant  toil ; 
Never  AUiens,  Rome,  Palmyra, 

Gazed  on  such  a  costly  spoiL 
Dazzling  the  bewildered  vision 

More  than  princely  pomp  we  see; 
What  the  blaze  of  the  Alhambra, 

Dome  of  emerald,  to  thee  ff 
Heir  of  glory, 

MThat  is  that  to  thee  and  mef 

What  to  that  for  which  we're  waiting 

Is  this  glittering  earthly  toy  f 
Heavenly  glory,  holy  splendor. 

Sum  of  grandeur,  sum  of  joy. 
Not  the  gems  that  time  can  tarnish. 

Not  the  hues  that  dim  and  die. 
Not  the  slow  that  cheats  the  lovei^ 

Shadea  with  mortality. 
Heir  of  glory. 

That  shall  be  for  thee  and  me  I 

Not  the  light  that  leaves  us  darker. 

Nor  the  gleams  that  come  and  go. 
Not  the  mirth  whose  end  is  madiw». 

Not  the  joy  whose  fruit  is  woe ; 
Not  the  notes  that  die  at  snosel, 

Not  the  fashion  of  a  day ; 
But  the  everlasting  beauty 

And  the  endless  melody. 
Heir  of  glory. 

That  shall  be  for  thee  and  mat 

City  of  the  pearl-bright  portal ; 

City  of  the  lasper  wall ; 
City  of  the  gulden  pavement ; 

Seat  of  endless  f ^vaL 
City  of  Jehovah,  Salem, 

City  of  eternity. 
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To  iby  bridal-hall  of  gladness, 
From  this  prison  would  I  flee. 

Heir  of  glory, 
That  shall  be  for  thee  and  me ! 

Ah  I  with  such  strange  spells  around  me. 

Fairest  of  what  earth  calls  fair, 
How  I  need  thy  fairer  image. 

To  undo  the  syren  snare  ? 
Lest  the  subtle  S3rpcnt-tempter 

Lore  mo  with  his  radiant  lie ; 
As  if  sin  were  sin  no  lon^. 

Life  were  no  more  yamty. 
Heir  of  glory, 

What  is  that  to  thee  and  me  t 

Yes,  I  need  thae,  heavenly  city. 

My  low  spirit  to  upbear ; 
Yes,  I  need  thee — earth^s  enchantments 

So  beguile  me  with  their  glare. 
Let  me  see  thee,  then  these  fetters 

Break  asunder ;  I  am  free ; 
Then  this  pomp  no  longer  diains  me ; 

Faith  has  won  the  yictoiy. 
Heir  of  glory, 

That  shall  be  for  thee  and  me  I 

Soon  where  earthly  beauty  blinds  not, 

No  excess  of  brilliance  palls, 
Salem,  dty  of  the  holy, 

We  shall  be  within  thy  waUs  I 
There,  beside  yon  crystal  river, 

There,  beneath  lifers  wondrous  tree. 
There,  with  naught  to  cloud  or  sever—- 

£ver  with  the  Lamb  to  be ! 
Hdr  of  glory. 

That  shall  be  for  thee  and  met 

HoratiuM  Bonar, 

17M.  HBAVEV,  Os  lBdiaa>i. 

Lo,  the  poor  Indian,  whose  untutored  mind 
Sees  Gk>a  in  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind ; 
His  soul,  proud  science  never  taught  to  stray 
Far  as  the  solar  walk,  or. milky- way ; 
Yet  simple  nature  to  his  hope  has  given 
Behind  the  doud-topped  hill  an  humbler 

,  heaven; 
Some  safer  world  in  depth  of  woods  embraced. 
Some  happier  island  in  the  watery  waste, 
Where  slaves  once  more  their  native  land  be- 
hold; [gold: 
No  fiends  torment,  no   Christian  thirst  for 
To  be,  contents  his  natural  desire. 
He  asks  no  angd's  wing,  no  serapVs  fire ; 
But  thinks,  aoQnitted  to  that  equal  sky. 
His  faithful  dog  shall  bear  him  company. 

Alexander  Bipe, 

1763.  HEAYEH,  Thoog^ti  at 

Fve  been  thinking  of  home ;  of  "  my  Father's 
Where  the  many  mansions  be ;  **       [house, 

Of  the  dty  whose  streets  are  paved  with  gold ; 

Of  its  jasper  walls,  so  fair  to  behold, 
Which  the  righteous  alone  shall  see. 

Fve  been  thinkins  of  home,  where  they  need 
not  the  lignt 
Of  the  sun,  nor  moon,  nor  star ; 


Where  the  gates  of  pearl  "are  not  shutbyday, 
For  no  light  is  there,"  but  the  weary  may 
Find  rest  from  the  world  afar. 

Fve  been  thinking  of  home ;  of  the  river  of 
That  flows  through  the  dty  so  pure ;    [lile 

Of  the  tree  that  stands  by  the  side  of  the 
stream, 

Whose  leaves  in  mercy  with  blessings  teem. 
The  sin-wounded  soul  to  cure. 

Fve  been  thinking  of  home,  of  the  loved  ones 
Dear  friends  who  have  gone  before,  [there, 
With  whom  we  walked  to  the  death-river  dde. 
And  sadly  thought,  as  we  watched  the  tide, 
Of  the  happy  days  of  yore. 

Fve  been  thinking  of  home ;  and  my  heart  is 
Of  love  for  the  Lamb  of  Ck>d,  [full 

Who  His  predous  life  as  a  ransom  gave 
For  a  sinful  race,  e*en  our  souls  to  save 
From  Justioe^s  avenging  rod. 

Fve  been  thinking  of  home,  and  Fm  homeddc 

My  spirit  doth  long  to  be  [now ; 

In  * '  the  better  land, "  where  the  ransomed  sing 

Of  the  love  of  Christ,  their  Redeemer,  King ; 

Of  mercy  so  costly,  so  free. 

Fve  been  thinking  of  home— yea,  "home, 
sweet  home  I " 
Oh  I  there  may  we  all  unite  [raise 

With  the  white-robed  thi-ong,  and  forever 
To  the  Triune  Ood  sweetest  songs  of  praise 
With  glory  and  honor  and  might  I 

Mary  F.  Kirby. 

ITML  HBAVEV  UiiTeiled. 

What  no  human  eye  hath  seen,  what  no  mor- 
tal ear  hath  heard, 
What  on  thought  hath  never  been,  in  its  no- 
blest flights,  conferred — 
This  hath  €k>d  prepared  in  store 
For  His  people  evermore  I 

« 

When  the  shaded  pilgrim-land  fades  before 

the  closing  eye. 
Then,  revealed  on  either  hand,  heaven*s  own 
scenery  shall  lie ; 
Then  the  vdl  of  flesh  shall  fall. 
Now  concealing,  darkening  alL 


When  this  aching  heart  shall  rest,  all  its  busy 

pulses  o'er, 
From  her  mortal  robes  undrest,  shall  my 
spirit  upward  soar : 
Then  shall  unimagined  Joy 
All  my  thoughts  and  powers  employ. 

Lange. 

176ft«  EEAYBH,  Yiswing. 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  ddi^ht, 

Where  saints  immortal  rei&n. 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

There  everlasting  spring  abides^ 

And  never  wiuieriug  flowers ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heavenly  land  from  ouis. 
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Sweet  fields  beyond  the  awelling  flood 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green : 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stoou, 

While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

Bat  ^morons  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea, 
And  linger  shiverinff  on  the  brink, 

And  fiar  to  launoi  away. 

01  conld  we  make  our  donbts  remove^ 

These  gloomy  doubts  that  rise. 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  lore 

With  nnbeclouded  eyes ; 

Gould  we  bnt  climb  where  Hoses  stood. 

And  yiew  the  landscape  o'er ; 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood. 

Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

lioac  Watts, 

1T66.  EEAVEI  AHD  EARTH,  Ontnit  «£ 

Up  above  the  thonghts  that  know  not  an- 
gaiah. 

Tender  care,  sweet  love  for  ns  below, 
Noble  pity,  free  from  anxious  terror, 

Larger  love,  without  a  touch  of  woe.' 

Down  below,  a  sad,  mysterious  music,  [shore, 
■  Wailinff  through '  the  woods  and  on  the 
Burdened  with  a  grand,  majestic  secret 
That  keeps  sweeping  from  us  evennore. 

Up  above,  the  music  that  entwineth 
With  eternal  threads  of  golden  sound 

The  ffreat  poem  of  this  strange  existence. 
All  whose  wondrous  meaning  hath  been 
found. 

Down  below,  the  church,  to  whose  poor  win- 
'  Glory  by  the  autumnal  trees  is  lent,    [dow 
And  a  knot  of  worshippers  in  mourning. 
Missing  some  one  at  the  sacrament. 

Up  above,  the  burst  of  Hallelujah, 
And  (without  the  sacramental  mist 

Wrapped  around  us  like  a  sunlit  halo) 
The  great  vision  of  the  face  of  Chijst. 

1767.  HBAVEH  ASD  EABTH;  Joys  ot 

l!»ie  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn. 

The  brightness  of  the  day. 
The  crimson  of  the  sunset  sky. 

How  fast  they  fade  away ! 
Oh,  for  the  pearly  gates  of  heaven! 

Oh,  for  the  golden  floor  1 
Oh,  for  the  Sun  of  Righteousness 

That  setteth  nevermore ! 

The  highest  hopes  we  cherish  here, 

How  fast  they  tiro  and  faint  f 
How  many  a  spot  defiles  the  robe 

That  wraps  an  earthly  saint  I 
Oh,  for  a  heart  that  never  sins  1 

Oh,  for  a  soul  washed  white  I 
Oh,  for  a  voice  to  praise  our  King, 

Kor  weary  day  or  night  I 

Here  f^th  is  ours,  and  heavenly  hope, 
And  grace  to  lead  us  higher; 


But  there  are  perfectness  and  peace 

Beyond  our  best  desire. 
Oh,  by  Thy  love  and  anguish,  Lord ! 

Oh,  by  Thy  life  laid  down  1 
Oh,  that  we  i&ll  not  £rom  Thy  grace, 

Nor  cast  away  Thy  crown ! 

0.  F.  Alemfider. 

1768.  EBAVBI  AHD  BABTH,  Warldi  oC 

Two  worlds  there  are.  .  To  one  our  eyes  vm 

strain. 
Whose  ma^c  joys  we  shall  not  see  agidn; 
IMght  haze  of  morning  vdls  its  glimmering 
shore. 
Ah,  truly  breathed  we  there 
Intoxicating  air ; 
Qlad  were  our  hearts  in  that  sweet  realm  of 
Nevermore. 

The  lover  there  drank  her  delicious  breath, 
Whose  love  has  yielded  since  to  chaiiae  or 
death ;  [o'er. 

The  mother  kissed  the  diild  whose  days  aie 
Alas!  too  soon  have  fled 
The  irreclaimable  dead: 
We  see  them — visions  strange    amid  tiia 
Nevermore. 

The  merry  song  some  maiden  used  to-sing — 
The  brown,  brown  hair  that  once  was  wont 

to  cling 
To  temples  long  clay-cold :  to  the  very  ooie 
They  strike  our  weary  hearts. 
As  some  vexed  memory  starts 
From  that  long-faded  land — the  realm  of 
Nevermore. 

It  is  perpetual  summer  there.    But  hero 
Sadly  we  may  remember  rivers  dear, 
And  harebells  q|aivering  on  the  meadow-floor. 
For  brighter  bells  and  bluer. 
For  tender  hearts  and  truer. 
People  that  happy  land, — ^the  realm  of 
Nevermore. 

|^x)n  the  frontier  of  this  shadowy  land, 
we,  pilgrims  of  eternal  sorrow,  stand,  {storo 
What  realm  lies  forward,  with  its  happjer 
Of  forests  green  and  deep. 
Of  valleys  hushed  in  sleep. 
And  lakes  most  peaceful?    'TIS  the  land  of 
Evermore. 

Very  far  off  its  marble  cities  seem : 

Very  far  off — beyond  our  sensual  oream — 

Its  woods,  unruffled  by  the  wild  winds'  roar; 

Yet  does  the  turbulent  suigo 

Howl  on  its  vci-y  verge. 
One  moment—and  we  breathe  within  the 
Evermore. 

They  whom  we  loved  and  lost  so  looa  ago^ 
Dwell  in  those  dties,  far  from  mortal  woe- 
Haunt  those  fresh  woodlands,  whence  aweet 
carollings  soar. 
Eternal  peace  have  they ; 
Qod  wipes  their  tears  away. 

Thither  we  hasten  through  the  regions  dfaOi 
Butlo!  the  wido  wings  of  the  aenfhim 
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Shine  in  tbd  sunset  I    On  that  Joyous  shore 
Oar  lightened  hearts  shall  know 
The  life  of  loflg  ago ; 

Tht  sorrow-burdened  past  wall  fade  for 
Eyermoro. 

iy69«  EEAVEHSi  Oo&tampUtfaig  tlMi 

*ns  past, — the  sultiy  tyrant  of  tiie  Sooth 
Has  spent  his  short-lived  rage ;  more  grate- 
ful hours 
Move  silent  on ;  the  skies  no  more  repel 
Hie  dazzled  sight,  but,  with  mild  nudden 

beams 
Of  tempered  lustre,  court  the  cherished  eye 
To  wander  o*cr  their  sphere;  where,  hung 

aloft, 
Dian*s  bright  crescent,  like  a  silrer  bow, 
New  strung  in  heaven,  lifts  its  beamy  horns 
Impatient  for  the  night,  and  seems  to  push 
Her  brother   down   the   sky.    Fair  Venus 

shines 
Even  in  the  eye  of  day ;  with  sweetest  beam 
Pkopitious  shines,  and  shakes  a  trembling 

flood 
Of  softened  radiance  with  her  dewy  locks. 
The  shadows  spread  apace ;  while  meekened 

Eve,  [tires 

Her  ciiedc  yet  warm  with  blushes,  slow  ro- 
Throttgh  the  Ilcsperian  gardens  of  the  West, 
And  shuts  the  gates  of  Day.     "Ha  now  the 

hour  [haunts, 

When    Contemplation,    from    her    sunless 
llie  cool  damp  grotto,  or  the  lonely  depth 
Of  unpierced  woods,  where  wrapt  in  solid 

shade 
She  mused  away  the  gaudy  hours  of  noon, 
And  fed  on  thoughts  unripened  by  the  sun. 
Moves  forward  and  with  radiant  finger  points 
To  yon  blue  concave  swelled  by  breath  di- 
vine, 
Where,  one  by  one,  the  living  eyes  of  heaven 
Awake,  quick  kindling  o^cr  the  face  of  ether 
One  boundless  blaze;  ten  thousand  trembling 

fires. 
And  dancing  lustres,  where  the  unsteady  eye, 
Restless  and  dazzled,  wanders  onconfined 
O^er  all  this  field  of  glories;  spacious  field. 
And  worthy  of  the.  Master :  Ho  whose  hand 
Witii  hieroglyphics  dder  tJian  the  KUe 
Inscribed  the  mystic  tablet ;  hung  on  hieh 
To  public  gaze,  and  said.  Adore,  O  man! 
The  finger  of  thy  Qod«    From  what  pure 

wells 
Of  milky  light,  what  soft  o^eiflowing  urn. 
Are  all  these  lamps  so  filled  ? — ^these  friendly 

lamps. 
Forever  streaming  o*er  the  azure  deep 
To  point  our  path,  and  light  us  to  our  home. 
How  soft  they  sUdo  along  their  ludd  spheres  I 
And,  sUent  as  the  foot  of  Time,  fulfil 
Their   destined    couHaes.    Nature's   self   is 

bushed,  [through 

And  but  a  scattered  leaf,  which  rustks 
The  thick-wove  foliage,  not  a  sound  is  hesuxL 
to  break  the   midmght  air;  though  the 

raised  car. 


Lutentlv  listening,  drinks  in  every  breath. 
How  Asef  the  silence,   yet  how  loud  the 

praise  I 
But  are  they  silent  aU  t  or  is  there  not 
A  tongue  in  every  star  that  talks  with  man. 
And  woos  him  to  be  wise?   nor  wooe  in 

vain: 
This  dead    of  midnight    is   the   noon   of 

thought,  [stars. 

And  Wisdom  mounts  her  zenith  with  the 
At  this  still  hour  the  self-collected  soul 
Turns  inward,  and  beholds  a  stranger  there 
Of  high  descent,  and  more  than  mortal  rank ; 
An  embryo  Ood ;  a  spark  of  fire  Divine, 
Which  must  bum  on  for  ages,  when  the  sun 
(f^ir  transitory  creature  of  a  day  I)    [shades, 
Has  closed  his  golden  eye,  and,  wrapt  in 
Forgets  his  wonted  Journey  through  the  East 

Ye  citadels  of  light,  and  seats  of  gods ! 
Perhaps  my  future  home,  from  whence  the 

soul, 
Kevolving  periods  past,  may  oft  look  back, 
With  recollected  tenderness,  on  aU 
The  various  busy  scenes  slie  left  below. 
Its  deqp-laid  projects  and  its  strange  events, 
As  on  some  fond  and  doting  tale  that  soothed 
Her  infant  hours,— O,  be  it  lawful  now 
To  tread  the  hallowed  circle  of  your  courts, 
And  wiUi  mute  wonder  and  delighted  awe 
Approach  your  burning  confines.     Seized  in 

thought. 
On  Fancy's  wild  and  roving  wing  I  sail. 
From  the  green  borders  of  the  peopled  earth, 
And  the  pale  moon,  her  duteous,  fair  attend- 
From  solitary  Mars ;  from  the  vast  orb  [ant ; , 
(M  Jupiter,  whose  huge  cpgontic  bulk 
Dances  in  ether  like  the  ughtest  leaf ; 
To  the  dim  veige,  the  subm-bs  of  the  system, 
Where  cheerless  Saturn    midst  his  watexy 

moons 
Girt  with  a  ludd  zone,  in  gloomy  pomp, 
Sits  like  an  exiled  monarch :  fearless  thence 
I  laundi  into  the  trackless  deeps  of  space, 
YHicre,  burning  round,  ten  thousand  suns 

appear. 
Of  elder  beam,  which  ask  no  leave  to  shine 
Of  our  terrestrial  star,  nor  borrow  light 
From  the  proud  regent  of  our  scanty  day ; 
Sons  of  the  morning,  first-bom  of  creation. 
And  only  less  than  Him  who  marks  their 

track  [stop. 

And  guides  their  fiery  wheels.    Here  must  I 
Or  is  there  aught  beyond  ?    What  hand  un- 


ImpeU  me  onward  through  the  glowing  orbs 
Of  habitable  nature,  far  remote. 
To  the  dread  confines  of  eternal  night. 
To  solitudes  of  waste  unpeopled  spa<^ 
The  deserts  of  creation,  wide  and  wild; 
Where  embryo  systems  and  unkindlcd  suns 
Sleep  in  the  womb  of  chaos  ?   Fancy  droops, 
And  Thought,  astonished,  stops  her  bold  ca- 
reer, [word 
But,  O  thou  mighty  Ifind  1  whose  powerful 
Said,  "Thus  let  aU  things  be,*'  and  thua 
they  wer6» 
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Where  ehall  I  seek  Thy  presence  f  how  nn- 
Inyoke  Thy  dread  perfection?  [bUmed 

Haye  the  broad  eyelids  of  the  mom  beheld 
Or  does  the  beamy  shoulder  of  Orion  [Thee  ? 
Support  Thy  throne  ?  O,  look  with  pity  down 
^  erring,  gnilty  man ;  not  in  Thy  names 
Of   terror   clad;    not  with   those  thunders 

armed 
That  conscious  Sinai  felt,  when  fear  appalled 
The  scattered  toibes;  Ihou  hast  a  gentler 

voice, 
That  whispers  comfort  to  the  swelling  heart, 
Abashed,  yet  longing  to  behold  her  Maker  1 
But  now  my  soul,  unused  to  stretch  her  pow- 
ers 
In  flight  so  daring,  drops  her  weary  wing, 
And  seeks  again  the  known  accustomed  spot, 
DroBt  up  with  sun  and  shade  and  lawns  and 

streams, 
A  mansion  fair  and  spadous  for  its  guests. 
And  all  replete  with  wonders.    Let  me  here, 
Content  and  grateful,   wait  the  appointed 

time, 
And  ripen  for  the  skies :  the  hour  will  come 
When  all  Ihese  splendors  bursting  on  my 
sight  [sense 

Shall  stand  unveiled,  and  to  my  ravished 
Unlock  the  glories  of  the  world  unknown. 

Anna  lABtUia  Barbauld, 

1770.  HELL,  Bridge  tiw 

Within  the  gates  of  hell  sat  Sin  and  Death, 
In  counterview  within  the  gates,  that  now 
Stood  open  wide,  belching  outrageous  flame 
Far  into  Chaos,  since  the  flend  passed  through, 
Sin  opening,  who  thus  now  to  Death  began : 
O  son,  vmy  sit  we  here  each  other  viewing 
Idly,  while  Satan  our  great  author  thrives 
In  other  worlds,  and  happier  seat  provides 
For  us  his  offspring  dear  ?    It  cannot  be 
But  that  success  attends  him ;  if  mishap. 
Ere  this  he  had  returned,  with  fury  driven 
By  his  avengers,  since  no  place  like  this 
Can  fit  his  punishment,  or  their  revenge. 
Methinks  I  feel  new  strength  within  me  rise. 
Wings  growing,  and  dominion    given  me 

large 
Beyond  this  deep ;  whatever  draws  me  on. 
Or  sympathy,  or  some  connatural  force 
Powerful  at  greatest  distance  to  unite 
With  secret  amity  things  of  like  kind 
By  secretest  conveyance.    Thou  my  shade 
Inseparable  must  with  me  along : 
For  Death  from  Sin  no  pow^r  can  separate. 
But  lest  the  difficulty  of  passing  back 
Stay  his  return  perhaps  over  this  gulf 
Imparaable,  impervious,  let  us  try 
Advenf  rous  woric,  yet  to  thy  pow>  and  mine 
Not  unagreeable,  to  found  a  path 
Over  this  main  from  hell  to  that  new  world 
Where  Satan  now  prevails,  a  monument 
Of  merit  high  to  all  th*  infernal  host. 
Easing  their  passage  hence,  for  intercourse. 
Or  transmigration,  as  their  lot  shall  lead. 
Kor  can  I  miss  the  way,  so  strongly  drawn 
By  this  new-felt  attraction  and  instinct 


Whom  thus  the  meagre  shadow  answcr'd 
soon : 
Go  whither  fate  and  inclination  strong 
Leads  thee ;  I  shall  not  lag  bdiind,  nor  err 
The  way,  thou  leading,  such  a  scent  I  draw 
Of  carnage,  prey  innumerable,  and  taste 
The  savor  of  death  from  all  things  there 

that  live. 
Nor  shall  I  to  the  work  thou  enteiprisest 
Be  wanting,  but  afford  thee  equal  aid.  f smell 
So  sayinff,   with  delight  he  sniiff*d  the 
Of  mortal  change  on  earu.    As  when  a  flock 
Of  ravenous  fowl,  though  many  a  league  re- 
mole. 
Against  the  day  of  battle,  to  a  field,      [Inr^d 
Where  armies    lie  encamped,   come  fly^gv 
With  scent  of  living  carcasses  designed 
For  death  the  following  day,  in  bloody  fight ; 
So  scented  the  grim  feature,  and  upturned 
His  nostril  wide  into  the  murky  air, 
Sagacious  of  his  quarry  from  so  far. 
Then  both  from  out  hell  gates  into  the  waste 
Wide  anarchy  of  Chaos  damp  and  dark 
flew  diverse,  and  with  pow'r  (their  pow> 

was  great) 
Hovering  upon  the  waters,  what  they  met 
Solid  or  slimy,  as  in  raging  sea 
Tost  up  and  down,  together  crowded  drove 
From  each  side  shoalmg  towards  the  month 

of  heU 
As  when  two  polar  winds,  blowing  adverse, 
Upon  the  Cronian  sea,  together  drive 
Mountains  of  ice,  that  stop  th*  imagined  way 
Beyond  Petsora  eastward,  to  the  rich 
Cathaian  coast.     The  aggregated  soil 
Death  with  his  mace  petriflc,  cold  and  dry. 
As  with  a  trident  smote,  and  fiz^d  as  firm 
As  Delos  fioating  once;  the  rest  his  look 
Bound  with  Ck>rgoman  rigor  not  to  move ; 
And  with  asphaltic  slime,  broad  as  the  gate, 
Deep  as  the  roots  of  hell  the  gathei'd  beach 
They  fastened,  and  the  mole  immense  wrought 

on 
Over  the  foaming  deep  high  arched,  a  bridge 
Of  length  prodigious,  joining  to  the  wall 
Immovable  of  this  now  fenceless  worid 
Forfeit   to  Death;    from  hence  a   passage 

broad. 
Smooth,  easy,  inofliensive  down  to  helL 
So  if  great  things  to  small  may  be  compared, 
Xerxes,  the  liberty  of  Greece  to  yoke. 
From  Susa,  his  Memnonian  palace  high. 
Came  to  the  sea,  and  over  Hellespont 
Bridging  his  way,  Europe  with  Asia  joined; 
And  scourged  with  many  a  stroke  the  indig- 
nant waves.  [drons  art 
Now  had  they  brought  the  work  by  won- 
Pontifical,  a  ridge  of  pendant  rock. 
Over  the  vex*d  aDvss,  followingthe  track 
Of  Satan  to  the  self  ^samc  place  where  he 
First  lighted  from  his  wing,  and  landed  sals 
From  out  of  Chaos,  to  the  outside  bare 
Of  this  round  world :  with  pins  of  adamant 
And  chains  they  made  all  rast,  too  fast  fliey 
And  durable ;  and  now  in  little  space  [made, 
The  confines  met  of  empyrean  heavHi 


411 


And  of  this  world,  and  on  the  left  hand  hell 
"With  long  reach  interposed;   three  several 

ways 
In  sight,  to  ead&  of  these  three'places  led. 

John  MiUmi. 
1771.  EELLt  Ohanoten  ia. 

And  there  were  hypocrites  unmasked  and 
And  hanffhty  Phuisaic  dignities     [stripped ; 
Low  in  the  dost ;  and  liars  tanght  too  late 
To  ntter  agonizing  words  of  truth ; 
And  gamblers,  who  had  staked  their  soul 

and  lost; 
And  perjurers  compelled  at  lost  to  dread 
Ood^s  oath;  manslayers,  oonvict  or  escaped, 
Confessing  Hades  had  no  shade  secure 
From  blood's  avenging  cry ;  and  not  a  few 
Diyinets,  necromancers,  sorcerers. 
Who  once  sought  lawless  commerce  with  the 

dead,  fselyes ; 

Now  numbered  with  the  danmed  dcaa  them- 
And  learned  iriBdela,  who  proved  a  God 
At  least  among  improbabilities. 
Aghast  forever  unaemeath  His  frown. 

Edward  Henry  BtekerstM. 

1773.  EELL,  Dworiptiea  o& 

Upon  that  burning  wall. 
In  horrible  emblazonry,  were  limned      [ncss, 
All  shapes,  all  forms,  all  modes  of  wretched- 
And  agony,  and  ^ef,  and  desperate  woe. 
And  prominent,  in  characters  of  fire, 
Where'er  the  eye  could  light,  these  words  you 

read:  [sint" 

"Who  comes  this  way — ^behold,  and  fear  to 
Amazed  I  stood ;  and  thought  such  imagery 
Foretokened,  within,  a  dangprous  abode. 
But  yet  to  see  the  worst  a  wish  arose : 
For  virtue,  by  the  holy  seal  of  Qod 
Accredited  and  stamped,  immortal  all. 
And  all  invulnerable,  fears  no  hurt 
As  easy  as  my  wish,  as  rapidly  [scathed 

I  through  the  horrid  rampart  passed,  un- 
And  unopposed ;  and,  poised  on  steady  wing, 
I  hovering  gazed.     Etemal  Justice  I  Sons 
Of  God  I  tefi  me,  if  ye  can  tell,  what  then 
I  saWf  what  then  I  heard.    Wide  was  the 

place, 
And  deep  as  wide,  and  ruinous  as  deep. 
Beneath,  I  saw  a  lake  of  burning  fire, 
With  tempest  tost  perpetually,  and  still 
Hie  waves  of  fiery  darkness,  'gainst  the  rocks 
Of  dark  damnation  broke,  and  music  made 
Of  melancholy  sort;  and  overhead, 
And  all  around,  wind  warred  with  wind, 

storm  howled  [crossed, 

To  storm,  and  lightning,  forked  lightning. 
And  thunder  answered  thunder,  muttering 

sounds 
Of  sullen  wrath ;  and  tar  as  sight  could  pierce. 
Or  down  descend  in  caves  of  hopeless  depth. 
Through  all  that  dunseon  of  unfading  fire, 
I  saw  most  miserable  beings  walk, 
Burning  continually,  yet  unconsumed; 
Forever  wasting,  yet  enduring  still ; 
Dying  perpetually,  yet  never  dead. 
Some  wandered  lonely  in  the  desert  flames. 
And  some  in  fell  encounter  fiercely  met, 


With  curses  loud,  and  blasphemies,  that  made 
The  cheek  of  darkn«w  pale;   and  as  they 

fought,  [widied  to  die. 

And  cursed,  and  gnashed  their  teeth,  and 
Their  hollow  eyes  cud  utter  streams  of  woe. 
And  there  were  groans  that  ended  not,  and 

sighs 
That  always  sighed,  and  tears  that  ever  wept, 
And  ever  fell,  out  not  in  Mercy's  sight 
And  Sorrow,  and  Repentance,  and  Despair, 
Among  them  walked^  and  to  their  thirsty  lips 
Presented  frequent  cups  of  burning  gall.    ^ 
And  as  I  listened,  I  heard  these  beings  curse 
Almighty  God,  and  curse  the  Lamb,  and  curse 
The  Earth,  the  Resurrection  mom,  and  seek. 
And  ever  vainly  seek,  for  utter  death. 
And  to  their  everlasting  anguish  still. 
The  thunders  from  above  responding  spoke 
These  words,  which,  through  the  caverns  of 

perdition 
Forlornly  echoing,  fell  on  every  ear : 
'* Te  knew  your  duty,  but  ye  did  it  not" 
And  back  again  recoiled  a  deeper  groan. 

BobertBdloh 

1773.  HELLi  Ignoring. 

To  close  the  eyes  on  earth ;  to  wake  in  hell. 
And  lift  them  up  in  torments, 'mid  the  pains. 
Deep  curses,  loud  laments,  and  penal  chains 
Of  those  who  dared  against  their  God  rebel. 
The  Gbbat,  the  Goon,  and  from  their  station 
fell  [ness  reigns. 

Of  glory  and  bliss ;  with  them,  where  dark- 
Where  the  worm  dies  not,  and  the  fire  re- 
mains 
TJnquench'd,  'mid  everlasting  flames  to  dwell ! 
Whose  is  that  lot,  thou  knowest     God  undid 
The  veil  which  screens  His  dreadfulness, 
that  so  .  [are  hid 

Man  might  be  wam'd  and  fear.     What  panss 
Beneath  that  lot,  those  sights  and  sounds 
of  woe,  [forbid 

Thou  know'st  not  yet,  nor  canst  thou.     God 
Thou  e'er  by  feeling  shouldst  their  anguish 
know !  Biihop  Mont, 

1774.  HEL^  Xemory  s. 

ril  tell  thee  what  is  hell — thy  memory  ' 

Still  mounted  up  with  records  of  the  past, 
Heap  over  heap,  all  accents  and  all  forms, 
Telling  the  tale  of  joy  and  innocence. 
And  hope  and  peace  and  love ;  recording,  too. 
With  stem  fidelity,  the  thousand  wrongs 
Wrought  upon  weakness  and  def  encelessness ; 
The  blest  occasions  trifled  o^er  or  spumed; 
All  that  hath  been  that  ought  not  to  have  been. 
That  might  have  been  so  different,  that  now 
Can  but  be  irrevocably  past  I  Starkey. 

1779.  EELL,  XbdEtry  ot 

The  tempting  stream,  with  one  small  drop  to 
In  sweet  f orgetfulness  all  pain  and  woe,  [lose 
All  in  one  moment,  and  so  near  the  biink ; 
But  fate  withstands,  and  to  oppose  th'  at- 
Medusa  with  Gor^onian  terror  guards  [tempt 
The  ford,  and  of  itself  the  water  flies 
All  taste  of  living  wight,  as  once  it  fled 
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The  lip  of  Tantalus.    Thus  roving  on  [bands, 
In  confas'd  march  forlom,  th^  advent'rons 
With  shuddering  horror  pale,  and  eyes  aghast, 
Viewed  first  their  lamentable  lot,  and  found 
No  rest :  through  many  a  dark  and  dreary  vale 
They  passed,  and  many  a  region  dolorous, 
O^er  many  a  frozen,  many  a  fieiy  Alp. 
Bocks,  caves,  lakes,  fens,  bogs,  dens,  and 

shades  of  death, 
A  universe  of  death,  which  God  by  curse 
Created  evil,  for  evil  only  good,  [breeds 

Where  ail  life  dies,  death  lives,  and  nature 
Perverse  all  monstrous,  all  prodigious  things, 
Abominable,  unutterable,  and  woise 
Than  fables  yet  have  feigned  or  fear  conceiVd, 
Gorgons,  and  Hydras,  and  ChimersBas  dire. 

John  MiUon, 

iy70.  HELI^  FtaaaltiM  tl 

There  is  a  place  in  a  black  and  hollow  vault, 
Where  day  is  never  seen ;  there  shines  no  sun. 
But  flaming  horror  of  consuming  fires ; 
A  lightless  sulphur  choked  with  smoky  fogs 
Of  on  infected  darkness ;  in  this  place 
Dwell  many  thousand  thousand  sundry  sorts 
Of  never-dying  deaths :  there  damned  souls 
Boar  without  pity ;  there  are  gluttons  fed 
With  toads  and  adders ;  there  is  burning  oil 
Pour'd  down  the  drunkard^s  throat :  the  usurer 
Is  forced  to  sup  whole  drafts  of  molten  gold : 
There  is  the  murderer  forever  stabVd, 
Yet  can  never  die ;  there  lies  the  wanton 
On  racks  of  burning  steel,  while  in  his  soul 
He  f  eeb  the  torment  of  his  raging  lust 

John  Ford. 

1Y77.  HBLI^  Portal  ofi 

<*  Through  me,  ye  go  into  the  doleful  dty, 
Through  me,  ye  go  into  eternal  pain. 
Through  me,  yo  go  among  the  lost  forever  : 
Twas  justice  moved  my  Founder;    Power 
Infinite  Wisdom  and  primeval  Love,   [divine. 
Ordained  and  fix*d  me  hero.  Before  me  naught 
That  is  existed,  save  eternal  things^ 
And  I  unto  eternity  endure ; 
Abimdon  ev'ry  hope,  all  ye  that  enter  I '' 

These  words  in  sombre  colors  1  beheld 
Inscribed  upon  tlie  smnmit  of  its  portaL 
There  sighs,   and  groans,   and    lamentable 

waitings. 
So  rang  throughout  that  region  without  star, 
That  on  the  threshold  I  began  to  weep : 
Horrible  tongues,  discordant  languagres. 
Words  full  of  dolor,  accents  of  sharp  anger. 
Shrill  and  hoarse  voices,  sounds  of  smitten 

hands,  [gloom, 

Bose  in  wild  tumult,  eddying  through  the 
lake  sands  before  the  whirlwind  of  the  desert 
Damte^  tr,  by  Jame$  Montgomery, 

1778.  HBLLi  Unbelief  in. 

What  horror  seest  thou  in  that  quiet  state. 
What  bugbsar  dreams  to  fright  theo  after 

fate? 
No  ghost,  no  goblins,  that  still  passage  keep ; 
But  all  is  there  serene,  in  that  eternal  sleep. 


For  all  the  dismal  tales  that  poets  tell, 
Are  verified  on  earth,  and  not  in  helL 
No  Tantalus  looks  up  with  fearful  eye, 
Or  dreads  the  impending  rock  to  crush  him 

from  on  high :  [hours, 

But  fear  of  chance  on  earth  disturbs  our  easy 
Or  vain  imagined  wrath  of  vain   imagin*4 

powers. 
No  l^tyus  torn  by  vultures  lies  in  heU : 
Nor  could  the  lobes  of  his  rank  liver  swell 
To  that  prodigious  mass,  for  their  eternal 

meal :  [o'er 

Not  though  his  monstrous  bulk  bad  oover'd 
Nhie  spreading  acres  or  nine  thousand  more; 
Not  though  the  globe  of  earth  had  been  tiio 

^ant*s  floor. 
Kor  in  eternal  torments  could  he  lie  : 
Nor  could  his  corpse  sufiSdent  food  supply. 
But  he's  the  Tityus,  who  by  love  oppres^ 
Or  tyrant  passion  preying  on  his  OTeast, 
And  ever  anxious  thoughts,  is  robbed  of  rest 
The  Sisyphus  is  he,  whom  noise  and  strife 
Seduce  from  all  the  soft  retreats  of  life. 
To  vex  the  government,  disturb  the  laws : 
Drunk  with  the  fumes  of  popular  applause, 
He  courts  the  giddy  crowd  to  make  him  great, 
And  sweats  and  toils  in  vain,  to  mount  the 

sovereign  seat 
For  still  to  aim  at  power,  and  still  to  fail, 
Ever  to  strive,  and  never  to  prevail. 
What  is  it,  but  in  reason's  true  acoount. 
To  heave  tlie  stone  against  the  rising  mount  t 
Which  urged,  and  labored,  and  f  orc'd  up  with 

pain,  [slcMig  the  plain. 

Becoils,  androlls  impetuous  down,  and  smokes 
Then  still  to  treat  thy  ever-craving  mind 
With  every  blessing,  and  of  every  Idnd, 
Tet  never  fill  thy  ravening  appetite ; 
Though  years  and  seasons  vary  thy  .dellg^^ 
Yet  nothing  to  be  seen  of  all  tiie  store,  . 
But  still  the  wolf  within  thee  barks  for  more; 
This  is  the  fable's  moral,  which  they  tell 
Of  fifty  foolish  virgins  dlamn'd  in  hell 
To  leaky  vessels,  which  the  liquor  spill; 
To  vessels  of  their  sex,  which  none  could 

everfilL 
As  for  the  dogs,  the  furies,  and  their  snakes^ 
The  gloomy  caverns,  and  the  burning  lak«^ 
And  all  the  vain  infernal  trumpery, 
They  neither  are,  nor  were,  nor  e'er  can  be. 
But  here  on  earth  the  guilty  have  in  view 
The  mighty  pains  to  migh^  misdiiefs  due; 
Backs,  prisons,  poisons,  the  Tarpeian  rock. 
Stripes,   hangmen,   pitch,   and    suffocating 

smoke; 
And  last,  and  most,  if  these  were  cast  behind. 
Hie  avengiiup  horror  of  a  consdous  mind, 
Whose  deadly  fear  anticipates  the  blow. 
And  sees  no  end  of  punishment  and  woe; 
But  looks  for  more,  at  the  last  gasp  of  breath ; 
This  makes  a  hell  on  earth,  and  Uie  a  death. 
Lueretius,  tr.  hy  John  Jhydmu 

1779.  EELLi  U&iTfns  q& 

Four  infernal  rivers,  that  dlsgoive 

Into  the  burning  lake  their  balernl  streams; 

Abhorred  Styx,  the  flood  of  deadly  hate ; 
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Baid  Acheron  of  sonow,  black  and  deep ; 
Co<7tii8  nam'd,  of  lamentation  load, 
Heard  oa  the  rueful  stream ;  fierce  Phlegethon, 
Whoso  wavcB  of  torrent  fire  inflame  with  rage. 
Far  off  from  these  a  slow  and  silent  stream, 
Letiie,  the  river  of  oblivion,  rolls 
Her  watery  labyrinth,  whereof  who  drinks, 
Forthwith  his  former  state  and  being  forgets^ 
Forgets  both  joy  and  grief,  pleasure  and  pain. 
Beyond  this  flood  a  frozen  continent 
liea  dark  'and  wild,  beat  with   perpetual 

storms 
Of  whirlwind  and  dire  htul,  which  on  flrm  land 
Thaws  not,  but  gathers  heap,  and  ruin  seems 
Of  ancient  pile ;  all  else  deep  snow  and  ice  : 
A  gulf  profound  as  that  Berbonion  bog 
Betwixt  Damiata  and  Mount  Casiua  old. 
Where  armies  whole  have  sunk:  the  parch- 
ing air  [fire. 
Bums  frore,  and  cold  peif orms  th*  effect  of 
Thither,  by  harpy -footed  furies  hauled 
At  certain  revolutioDS,  all  the  damned 
Are  brought:  and  feel  by  turns  the  bitter 
chuige                                       [fierce, 
Of  fierce  extremes^  extremes  by  changp  more 
From  beds  of  raging  fire,  to  starve  in  ice 
Their  soft,  ethereal  warmth,  and  there  to  pino 
Immovable,  infixed,  and  frozen  round 
Periods  of  time,  thence  hurried  back  to  fire. 
They  ferry  over  this  Lethean  sound 
Both  to  and  fro,  their  sorrow  to  augment. 
And  wish  and  straggle,  as  th^  pass,  to  reach. 

John  MiUon. 

1780.  HELP,  laaptedA  A 

One  day  a  blind  man  chanced  to  meet 
A  lame  one  limping  in  the  street ; 
The  former  hoped  with  fond  delight. 
The  latter  would  conduct  him  right 

The  lame  man  cried,  "  Lend  aid  to  thee  f 

I  cannot  walk,  unhappy  me ! 

And  yet,  methinks,  to  bear  a  load. 

Thou  hast  good  shoulders  strong  aod  broad. 

If  thouUt  resolve  to  bear  me  hence, 
ru  be  thy  guide  as  recompense ; 
Thy  Ann  strong  foot  wiU  then  be  mine* 
And  my  bright  eye  be  also  thine.'* 

The  lame  man,  with  his  cratches,  rode 
Upon  the  blind  man's  shoulders  broad ; 
United  thus  achieved  the  pair 
What  each  would  have  accomplished  ne'er. 
(ghrutian  FH^rcktiffott  QeUerU 

17S1.  EEBBATIEB,  Baontefths. 

Kot  from  the  flowers  of  earth,  not  fi^m  the 
Not  from  the  voicing  sea  may  we         [stars. 
The  secret  wrest  which  bars  our  knowledge 
here  [he^eaft^. 

Of  all  we  hope  and  all  that  we  may  fear — 

We  watch  beade  our  graves,  yet  meet  no  sign 
Of  where  oar  dear  ones  dwell.    Ah  I  well. 
Even  now  vour  dead  and  mine  may  Ions  to 
speak  [hereaner. 

Of  raptures  it  were  wiser  we  should  sedc — 


O  hearts  we  fondly  love !    O  pallid  lips, 
That  bore  our  farewell  kiss  from  this 
To  yonder  world's  eclipse  I   Do  ye,  safe  homo, 
Smile  at  your  earthly  doubts  of  what  would 
come — ^hereafter  t 

Qrand  birthright  of  the  soul,  naught  may 
O  precious,  hcAling  balm,  to  calm    [despoil  I 
Our  lives  in  pain  and  toil  I  Ood's  boon,  that 
we  [hereafter! 

Or  soon  or  late  shall  know  what  is  to  ~ 

George  Cooper, 

1799.  HBBBAFTBBi  The  Grsat 

'Tis  sweet  to  think,  when  struggling 

The  goal  of  life  to  win, 
Ttiat  just  beyond  the  shores  of  time 

The  better  years  begin. 


When  through  the  nameleas  ages 

I  cast  my  longing  eyes. 
Before  me  like  a  boundless  sea, 

The  Great  Hereafter  lies.  * 

Along  its  brimming  bosom 

Perpetual  summer  smiles, 
And  gathers,  like  a  golden  robe^ 

Around  the  emenud  isle. 

There  in  the  blue  long  distance^ 

By  lulling  breezes  nnned, 
I  seem  to  see  the  flowering  groves 

Of  old  Beulah's  land. 

And  far  beyond  the  islands 

That  gem  the  waves  serene 
The  imaee  of  the  cloudless  di<»e 

Of  ho^  heaven  is  seen. 

Unto  the  Great  Hereafter, 

Aforetime  dim  and  dark, 
I  freely  now  and  eladly  givo 

Of  life  the  wandering  bark. 

And  in  the  far-off  haven. 
When  shadowy  seas  are  passed, 

By  anffel  hands  its  quivering  sails 
BhiJOl  all  be  hurled  at  last. 

Ottooy  Ourry. 

179S.  EEBB8T,  CkaM^sy  t/L 

Blynde  obstynacye 
Begate  hcresye, 
By  a  myschaunce. 
Of  dame  ignoraunce. 
Heresye  begate 
6tryf e  and  debate. 
Debate  and  ambycyon 
Begate  supersticyoiL 
Superstidon  playne 
Bcgato  disdayne. 
Dysdayne  of  trowthe 
Begate  slothe. 
Slowthe  and  siuggyshnesse 
Begate  wylfulnesso 
Wylfulness,  verelye 
Nygh  cosyneto  hero^ye^ 
B^ate  myschif e. 
Father  of  Wydif e, 
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Wliich  ded  brioge  iniie 
His  grandfather  synne. 
(a.  d.  1642.)      JoIm  MmUngdan. 

1794m  HESITAOE  of  Bidh  and  Poor. 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  lands, 
And  piles  of  brick,  and  stone,  and  gold, 

And  he  inherits  soft  white  hands, 
And  tender  flesh  that  fears  the  cold, 
Nor  dares  to  wear  a  garment  old ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

The  rich  man^s  son  inherits  wants. 
His  stomach  craves  for  dainty  fare ; 

With  sated  heart  he  hears  the  pants 
Of  toiling  hinds  with  brown  arms  bare, 
And  wearies  in  his  easy  chair ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 

One  scarce  wonld  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inherit  t 
Stout  muscle  and  a  sinewy  heart, 

A  hardy  frame,  a  hardier  spirit ; 
King  of  two  hands,  he  does  his  part 
In  every  useful  toil  and  art ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inherit? 
A  patience  learned  of  beinff  poor. 

Courage,  if  sorrow  come,  to  bc»r  it, 
A  fellow-feeling  that  is  sure 
To  make  the  outcast  bless  the  door ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

Both,  heirs  to  some  six  feet  of  sod. 
Are  equal  in  the  earth  at  last ; 

Both,  children  of  the  same  dear  Qod, 
Prove  title  to  your  heirship  vast 
By  record  of  a  well-filled  past ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  mo, 

Well  worth  a  life  to  hold  in  fee. 

Jamei  HuiuiU  Z(nDdL 

17§5«  HEBMIT  LIFE,  Joyi  ofi 

Beneath  this  stony  roof  reclined, 
I  soothe  to  peace  my  pensive  mind ; 
And  while,  to  shade  my  lowly  cave, 
Embowering  elms  their  umbrag^e  wave; 
And  while  the  maple  dish  is  mme. 
The  beechen  cup,  unstained  with  wine^ 
I  soom  the  gay  licentious  crowd. 
Nor  heed  the  toys  that  deck  the  proud. 

Within  my  limits,  lone  and  still, 
Tlie  blackbird  pipes  in  artless  trill ; 
Fast  by  my  couch,  congenial  guest, 
The  wren  has  wove  her  mossy  nest ; 
From  busy  scenes  and  brighter  skies, 
To  lurk  with  innocence,  she  flies. 
Here  hopes  in  safe  repose  to  dwell. 
Nor  aught  suspects  the  sylvan  celL 

At  mom  I  take  my  customed  round, 
To  mark  how  buas  yon  shrubby  mound. 
And  every  opening  primrose  count. 
That  trimly  paints  my  blooming  mount ; 


Or  o*er  the  sculptures^  quaint  and  mda^ 
That  grace  my  gloomy  solitude, 
I  teach  in  winding  wreaths  to  stray 
Fantastic  ivy's  gadding  quay. 

At  eve,  within  yon  studious  nook, 

I  ope  my  brass-cmboes^  book, 

Portrayed  with  many  a.  holy  deed 

Of  martyrs,  crowned  with  heavenly  meed. 

Then,  as  my  taper  waxes  dim. 

Chant,  ere  I  sleep,  my  measured  hymn. 

And,  at  the  close,  the  gleams  liehold 

Of  parting  wings,  be-dropt  with  gold. 

While  such  pure  joys  my  bliss  create. 
Who  but  would  smile  at  guUty  state  f 
Who  but  would  wish  his  holy  lot 
In  calm  oblivion's  humble  grot  t 
Who  but  would  cast  his  pomp  away. 
To  take  my  staff,  and  amice  gray ; 
And  to  the  world's  tumultuous  stage 
Prefer  the  blameless  hermitage  t 

Thama$  Wairtm^ 

17M.  EEBO^  A  Xodfln. 

But  dream  not  helm  and  harness 
The  sign  of  valor  true ; 
Peace  hath  higher  tests  of  manhood 
Than  battle  ever  knew. 


Would^st  know  him  now  t    Behold 
The  Cadmus  of  the  blind. 
Giving  the  dumb  lip  language, 
The  idiot  day  a  mind. 

Walking  his  round  of  duty 
Serenely  day  by  day. 
With  the  strong  man's  hand  of  labor 
And  diildhood's  heart  of  play. 

True  as  the  knights  of  story, 
Sir  Lancelot  and  his  peers, 
Brave  in  his  calm  endurance 
As  they  in  tilt  of  spears. 

As  waves  in  stillest  waters, 
As  stars  in  noondav  skies. 
All  that  wakes  to  noble  acdon 
In  his  noon  of  calmness 


Wherever  outraged  nature 
AdEs  word  or  action  brave, 
Wherever  struggles  labor, 
Wherever  groans  a  slave,— 

Wherever  rise  the  peoples. 
Wherever  sinks  a  Uirone, 
Tho  throbbinff  heart  of  freedom  findi 
An  answer  in  his  own. 

Knight  of  a  better  era. 
Without  reproach  or  fear  I 
Said  I  not  well  that  Bayards 
And  Sidneys  still  are  heref 

J.  G.  WhUtitr. 

1787.  HEBO,  Death  of  s. 

Not  at  the  battle  front — ^writ  of  in  stoir ; 
Ij^ot  on  tho  blazing  wreck  steering  to  gloiy ; 
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Not  wMle  in  maityr-pangs  booL  and  flesh  serer, 
Died  he — ^this  hero  new ;  hero  forever. 

No  pomp  poetic  Groomed,  no  forma  enchained 

him,  [raigned  him : 

No  friends  applandhig  watched,  no  foes  ar- 

Death  found  him  there,  without  grandeur  or 
Onlj  an  honest  man  doing  his  duty :  [beauty, 

Death  found — and  tondied  with  finger  in  fly- 
ing: 
Lo  I  he  rose  up  complete— hero  undying. 

Now  all  men  mourn  for  him,  loyingly  raise 

him  [him; 

Up  from  his  life  obscure,  cJironicl<%  praise 

Tell  his  last  act,  done  midst  peril  appalling. 
And  the  last  word  of  cheer  from  his  lips  tSl- 

Follow  in  multitudes  to  his  gravels  portal ; 
Leave  him  there,  buried  in  honor  immortal 

So  many  a  hero  walks  unseen  beside  us,    [us. 
Till  comes  the  supreme  stroke  sent  to  divide 

Then  the  Lord  calls  His  own— like  this  man, 

even, 
Gamed,  Elijah-like,  fire-winged,  to  heayen. 

JHnah  Maria  MuUxh  Craih 

1788.  HEBO^  Maria  of  the. 

What  makes  a  hero  ? — ^not  success,  not  fame, 
Inebriate  merchants,  and  the  loud  acclaim 
Of  glutted  ayarioe,— caps  tossed  up  in  air, 
Or  pen  of  journalist  with  flourish  fair; 
BeUs  pealed,  stars,  ribbons,   and  a  titular 
name —  [spAre; 

These,  though  his  rightful  tribute,  he  can 
His  rightful  tribute,  not  his  end  or  aim, 
Or  true  reward ;  for  nerer  yet.  did  these 
Refresh  the  soul,  or  set  the  heart  at  ease^ 
What  makes  a  hero  ? — an  heroic  mind. 
Expressed  in  action,  in  endurance  proyed. 
And  if  there  be  predminence  of  riffht, 
Derived  through  pain  wdl  sufEered,  to  the 
height 
Of  rank  heroic,  'tis  to  bear  unmoved. 
Not  toil,  not  risk,  not  raoe  of  sea  or  wind, 
Not  the  brute  fury  of  baroarians  blind, 
But   worse — ^ingratitude    and    poisonous 
darts,  [loved: 

Launched  by  the  country  he  had  served  and 
This,  with  a  ^ree,  unclouded  spirit  pure. 
This,  in  the  strength  of  silence  to  endure^ 
A  dignity  to  noble  deeds  imparts, 
Beyond  the  gai^  and  trappings  of  renown. 
This  is  the  heroes  compliment  and  crown ; 
This  missed,  one  struggle  had  been  wanting 

BtiU— 

[One  glorious  triumph  of  the  heroic  will. 
One  self -^pproyal  in  his  heart  of  hearts. 

Smry  Taylor. 

179fl«  TfKKORft  BzittplM  o& 


Mother  Earth,  arc  the  heroes  dead? 
Do  they  thrill  the  soul  of  the  years  no  more? 


Are  the  gleaming  snows  and  the  poppies  red 
AU  that  is  left  of  the  brave  of  yore  9 

Are  there  none  to  fight  as  TlMseus  fought, 
Fkur  in  the  young  world's  misty  dawn  f 

Or  to  teach  as  the  gray-haired  Nestor  taught  t 
Mother  Earth,  are  tiie  heroes  gone  ? 

Gone f    In  agnoider  form  they  rise t 

Deadf    We  may'dasp  their  hands  in  ours, 
Aad  catch  the  light  of  their  clearer  eyes. 

And  wreathe  their  brows  with  immortal 
Whenever  a  noble  deed  is  done,         [flowers. 

*Ti8  the  pulse  of  a  hero's  heart  is  stirred; 
Wherever  the  Right  has  a  triumph  won. 

There  are  the  heroes'  voices  heard. 

Bdna  Dean  Proctor. 

1700.  HTflfcOTW,  Fcigottoii. 

Where  are  the  heroes  of  the  ages  past!    [ones 
Where  the  brave  diieftains,  where  the  mighty 
Who  flourished  in  the  infancy  of  days  f 
All  to  the  grave  gone  down.    On  their  fallen 

fame 
Exultant,  mocking  at  the  pnde  of  man. 
Sits  grim  Forgetf  ulness.     The  warrior's  arm 
lies  nerveless  on  the  pillow  of  its  shame ; 
Hushed  is  his  stormy  voice,  and  quenched  the 

blaze 
Of  his  red  eyebalL    Yesterday  his  name 
Was  mighty  on  the  earth.    To-day — ^'tis  what  ? 
The  meteor  of  the  night  of  distant  years, 
That  flashed  unnoticed,  save  by  wrinkled  eld. 
Musing  at  midnight  upon  prophecies, 
Who  at  her  lonely  lattice  saw  the  gleam 
Point  to  the  mist-poised  shroud,  thep  quietly 
Closed  her  pale  lips,  and  lockiid  the  secret  up 
Safe  in  the  chamel's  treasures. 

HMty  Kirke  White. 

1791.  HEB0B8,  Ckd'i. 

Not  on  the  gory  field  of  fame 

Their  noUe  deeds  were  done ; 
Not  in  the  sound  of  Earth's  acdaim 

Their  fadeless  crowns  were  won. 
Not  tnm  the  palaces  of  Kings, 

Nor  Fortune's  sunny  dime. 
Came  the  great  souk,  whose  life-work  flings 

Lustre  aer  Earth  and  Hme. 

For  Truth  with  tireless  zeal  they  sought : 

In  joyless  paths  they  trod — 
Heedless  of  praise  or  blame  they  wrought, 

And  left  the  rest  to  God. 
The  lowliest  sphere  was  not  disdained ; 

Where  love  could  soothe  or  save, 
They  went,  by  fearless  faith  sustained. 

Nor  knew  their  deeds  were  brave. 

The  foes  with  which  they  waged  their  strife 

Were  passion,  self,  and  sin ; 
The  victories  that  laurelled  life, 

Were  f  oii^ht  and  won  within. 
Not  names  m  gold  emblazoned  here, 

And  great  and  good  confest, 
In  Heaven's  immortal  scroll  appear 

As  noblest  and  as  best 

No  sculptured  stone  in  stately  temple 
FrodaimB  their  rugged  lot ; 
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lake  Him  who  was  tbeir  great  example^ 
ThiB  yain  world  knew  them  not 

Bat  though  their  names  no  poet  wore 
In  deathless  song  or  story, 

Their  record  is  inscribed  abore ; 
Their  wreaths  are  crowns  of  glory. 

Edward  EdrUey  Dewtrt 

1793.  HESOES,  MoraL 

All  may  be  heroes : 
''The  man  who  rules  his  spirit,"  saith  the 

voice 
Which  cannot  err,  "is  greater  than  the  man 
Who  takes  a  city."    Hence  it  surdy  follows, 
If  each  might  have  dominion  of  himself, 
And  each  would  govern  wisely,  and  thus  show 
Truth,  courage,  Knowledge,  power,  benevo- 
lence, 
And  aU  the  princely  soul  in  private  virtues; 
Then  each  would  be  a  piinoe,  a  hero,  greater; 
He  will  be  man  in  likeness  of  his  Maker  1 

Mr$,  Sarah  J.  HdU. 
1T93.  HEROES,  Tras. 

Then  to  side  with  Truth  is  noble  when  we 

share  her  wretdied  crust. 
Ere  her  cause  bring  fame  and  profit,  and  'tia 

prosperous  to  be  Just ; 
Then  it  is  the  brave  man  cfaooset,  while  the 

coward  stands  aside,  [Grudfied, 

Doubting  in  his  abject  spirit,  till  his  Lord  is 
And  the  multitude  make  virtue  of  the  faith 

they  had  denied. 

Count  me  o^er  earth^s  chosen  heroes — ^that 

were  souls  that  stood  alone. 
While  the  men  they  agonized  for  hurled  the 

contumelious  stone, 
Stood  serene,  and  down  the  future  saw  the 

golden  beam  incline 
To  the  side  of  perfect  justice  mastered  by 

their  faith  divine, 
By  one  man^s  plain  truth  to  manhood  and  to 

God*s  supreme  design. 

By  the  light  of  buminff  heretics,  Christ^s 

bleeding  feet  I  tnSk^ 
Toiling  up  new  Calvarys  ever  with  the  cross 

that  turns  not  back. 
And  these  mounts  of  anguish  ntunber  how 

each  generalicta  leanied 
One  new  word  of  that  grand  Cr^  which  in 

Erophet-hearts  hSth  burned 
0  first  man  stood  Gk>d-conquered  with 
his  face  to  heaven  upturned. 

For  Humanity  sweeps  onward :  whereto-day 
the  martyr  stands, 

On  the  morrow  crouches  Judas,  with  the  sil- 
ver in  his  hands ; 

Far  in  front  the  cross  stands  roady,  and  the 
cracklinf^  fagots  bum. 

While  the  hootmg  mob  of  yesterday  in  silent 
awe  return 

To  glean  up  the  scattered  ashes  into  History's 
golden  um. 

'TIS  as  easy  to  be  heroes  as  to  dt  the  idle  slaves 
Of  a  legendary  virtue  carved  upon  our  fathers' 
graves, 


Worshippers    of   light  ancestral  make  the 

present  light  a  crime ; 
Was  the   Mayflower  launched  by  cowards, 

steered  by  men  behind  their  time  t 
Turn  those  tracks  toward  Past  or  Future,  that 

make  Plymouth  rock  sublime! 

Jfame$  Bussell  LowdL 

17M.  HESOBSi  Bead  ii£ 

For  rieht  of  freedom  when  man  strives  or 

bleeds. 

The  seed  is  sown  for  truest  lords  and  earls: 

Then  love  and  glory  be  to  those  whose  deeds 

Have  set  the  bracelet  of  the  world  with 

pearls  I  Oriental^  tr.  hy  W.  B.  Alffer. 

17M.  EEHOIHEL  Qiave  of  %, 


Within  this  lowly  grave  a  Conqueror  lies, 
And  yet  the  monument  proclaims  it  not, 
If  or  round  the  sleeper's  name  hath  chisel 
wrought 
The  emblems  of  a  fame  that  never  diet; 
Ivy  and  amaranth,  in  a  graceful  aheaf, 
Twiued  with  the  laurel's  fair,  imperial  lea£ 
A  simple  name  alone. 
To  the  gpreat  world  unknown, 
Is  graven  here,  and  wild-flowers,  rising  round, 
Meek  meadow-sweet  and  violets  of  the  ground, 
Lean  lovingly  against  the  humble  stone. 

Here,  in  the  quiet  earth,  they  laid  apart 
No  man  of  iron  mould  and  bloody  hands, 
Who  sought  to  wreak  upon  the  cowering 
lands 
The  passions  that  consumed  his  restless  heait; 
But  one  of  tender  spirit  and  delicate  frame, 
Gentlest,  in  mien  and  mind. 
Of  gentle  womankind. 
Timidly  shrinking  from  the  breath  of  blame: 
One  in  whose  eyes  the  smile  of  kindness  made 
Its  haunt,  like  flowers  by  sunny  brooki  in 
May: 
Yet,  at  the  thought  of  others*  pftin*  a  shade 
Of  sweeter  sacmess  chased  ths  sniile  away. 

Nor  deem  the  hand  that  mouldcra  here 
Was  raised  in  menace,  realms  were  chilled 
with  fear. 
And  armies  mustered  at  the  sign,  as  when 
Clouds  rise  on  clouds  before  the  rainy  East— 
Gray  captains  leading  bands  of  veteran  men 
And  fiery  youths  to  be  the  vulture's  feast 
Not  thus  were  waged  the  mighty  wars  that 
The  victory  to  her  who  filla  this  grave :  [gave 
Alone  her  task  was  wrought, 
Alone  the  battle  fought ;    [was  stayed 
Through  that  long  strife,  her  constant  hope 
On  God  alone,  nor  looked  for  other  aid. 

She  met  the  hosts  of  sorrow  with  a  look 
That  altered  not  beneath  the  frown  tii^ 
wore,  [and  took, 

And  soon  tiie  lowering  brood  were  tamed, 
Meekly,  her  gentle  rale,  and  downed  no 
more. 
Her  soft  hand  put  aside  the  assaults  of  wntli, 
And  calmly  broke  in  twain 
The  fiery  shafts  of  pain, 


aor.nrB3ss. 
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And  rent  the  nets  of  passion  from  her  path. 

By  that  Tictorions  hand  despair  "vvas  slain. 
Tf ith  love  she  vanquished  hats,  and  overcame 

Evil  with  good,  m  her  Great  Master^s  name. 

Her  gloiy  is  not  of  this  shadowy  state, 
Glory  that  with  the  fleeting  season  dies ; 

But  when  she  entered  at  the  sapphire  gate, 
What  joy  was  radiant  in  celestial  eyes  I 

How  heaven^s  bright  depths  with  sounding 
welcomes  rang, 

And  flowers  of  heaven  by  shining  hands  were 
And  He  who  long  before,  [flmiig. 

Pain,  scorn,  and  sorrow  bore, 

The  Mighty  Sufferer,  with  aspect  sweet, 

Smiled  on  the  timid  stranger  from  His  seat ; 

He  who  returning,  glorious,  from  the  grave, 

Dragged  death,  £sarmed,  in  chains,  a  crouch- 
ing slave. 

See,  as  I  linger  here,  the  sun  grows  low ; 
Cool  airs  are  murmuring  that  the  night  is 
near. 
Oh,  gentle  sleeper,  from  thy  grave  I  go 
Consoled,  though  sad,  in  hope  and  yet  in 
Brief  is  the  time,  I  know,  [fear. 

The  warfare  scarce  begun ; 
Yet  all  may  win  the  triumphs  thou  hast  won. 
Still  flows  the  fount  whose  waters  strength- 
ened thee. 
The  victors*  names  are  yet  too  few  to  flU 
Heaven^s  mighty  roll ;  the  glorious  armory, 
'    That  ministered  to  thee,  is  open  stilL 

William  Ciulm  Bryant. 

mo.  HBBOIBIC,  lElUtaiy. 

To  overcome  in  battle,  and  subdue 
Nations,  and  bring  home  spoils  with  infinite 
Manslaughter,  shiSl  be  held  the  highest  pitch 
Of  human  glory,  and  for  glory  done 
Of  triumph,  to  be  styled  great  conquerors. 
Patrons  of    mankind,   gods,  and   sons    of 

gods; 
Defltroyers  rightUer  called,  and  plagues  of 

men.  John  MiUon, 

1797.  HBBOIBli;  Tnie. 

It*s  not  the  martial  host, 
Nor  troops  which  line  a  coasL 

That  claim  the  jealous  meed 

Of  sacred  Valeria  deed. 

Nor  whether  admiral  or  captain  bleed ; 

But  the  heroic  soul 

That  ^vcs  the  high  control 
Which  others  are  to  feel. 
That  arms  their  breast  in  steel. 
And  leads  to  enterprise  the  foaming  keeL 

[t  saves  a  faUing  State ; 
[t  seals  a  Tyrant's  tbte ; 

It  flam'd  in  Hardinge's  eye, 

When,  at  the  battle's  cry. 

It  bade  him,  like  the  conqu 
die.  «/.  Ml 


Kelson, 
intotJi 


1708.  HiaH  FREEST,  Ohritt  ma. 

Where  high  the  heavenly  temple  stands. 
The  house  of  God  not  made  with  hands, 
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A  great  High  Priest  our  nature  weaa, 
The  Saviour  of  mankind  appears. 

He  who  for  men  their  surety  stood, 
xAnd  poured  on  earth  His  precious  blood. 
Pursues  in  heaven  His  mighty  plan. 
The  Saviour  and  the  friend  of  man. 

Though  now  ascended  up  on  high. 
He  bends  on  earth  a  brother's  eye ; 
Partaker  of  the  human  name, 
He  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 

Our  f ellow-sufiTrer  yet  retains 
A  fellow-feeling  of  our  pains ; 
And  stiU  remembers  in  tne  skies 
His  tears,  and  agonies,  and  cries. 

In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 
The  Man  of  Sorrows  had  a  part ; 
He  sympathizes  with  our  gnef. 
And  to  the  sufferer  sends  relief. 

John  Loffon. 
17M.  HISTOBTi  DonitloB  oft 

Rome,  whose  majesty 
Is  there  described,  in  after  times  shall  owe 
For  her  memorial  to  your  learned  pen. 
More  than  to  all  those  fading  monuments 
BuUt  with  the  riches  of  the  spoiled  world. 
When  rust  shall  eat  her  brass,  when  time's 

strong  hand 
Shall  bruise  to  dust  her  mari>le  palaces. 
Triumphant  arches,  pillars,, obelisks ; 
When  Julius'  temple,  Claudius'  aqueducts, 
Agrippa's  baths,  and  Pompey's  theatre ; 
Nay,  Rome  itself  shall  not  be  found  at  all, 
Historian's  books  shall  live;   those  strong 

records. 
Those  deathless  monuments  alone  shaU  show 
What,  atod  how  great,  the  Roman  empire  was. 

Thamai  May, 
IMO,  E0£m88|  Highway  qI 

Jesus,  my  all,  to  heaven  is  gone ; 
He  that  I  placed  my  hopes  upon ; 
His  track  I  see ;  and  I'lt  pursue 
The  narrow  way,  till  Him  I  view. 

The  way  the  holy  prophets  went, 
The  way  that  leads  from  banishment. 
The  King's  highway  of  holiness, 
m  go ;  for  au  the  paths  are  peace. 

No  stranger  may  proceed  therein. 
No  lover  of  the  world  and  sin ; 
No  lion,  no  devouring  care. 
No  ravenous  tiger  shall  be  there. 

No :  nothing  may  go  up  thereon 
But  travelling  souls ;  and  I  am  one : 
Wayfaring  men,  to  Canaan  bound. 
Shall  only  in  the  way  be  found. 

Nor  fools,  by  carnal  men  esteemed, 
Shall  err  therein ;  but  they,  redeem'd 
In  Jesu's  blood,  shall  show  their  right 
To  travel  there,  till  heav'n's  in  sight. 


This  is  the  way  I  long  have  sought, 
And  mourn' d,  because  I  found  it  n( 


not: 
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My  griefi  my  burden,  long  bave  been 
Because  I  could  not  cease  from  sin. 

The  more  I  stroTe  against  its  power, 
I  sinned  and  stumbled  but  the  more ; 
TUl  late  I  heard  my  ^tviour  say, 
•*  Oome  hither,  soul  I  for  Fm  the  Way  1 " 

Lo !  glad  I  come ;  and  Thou,  dear  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me  to  Tliee,  as  I  am : 
Nothing  but  sin  I  Thee  can  give ; 
Yet  help  me,  and  Thy  praise  Pll  lire ! 

m  tell  to  all  poor  sinners  round 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found ; 
ril  point  to  Thy  Redeeming  blood. 
Ana  say,  ''Behold  the  Way  to  God  I  '^ 

John  Cenmick, 

1801.  EOLOrEap,  Kobe  o£ 

Sometimes  I  upward  lift  mine  eyes, 

And,  filled  with  pleasure,  see 
The  happy  hosts  that  throng  the  skies — 

The  blood-washed  company. 

'*  How  beautiful  their  robes  I  '^  I  say ; 

'*  Their  garments  all,  how  white  I 
Fair  as  the  sun^s  ascending  ray. 

And  dear  as  noonday  Ught'* 

0  Saviour  I  Thou  hast  made  them  clean — 
The  garments  that  they  wear ; 

And  aU  who  wash  in  Thee  their  sin 
May  in  those  garments  share. 

I,  too,  may  wear  that  spotless  dress ; 

Its  beauty  I  may  prove : 
It  is  the  robe  of  hoUness, 

The  dress  of  perfect  love. 

ITuwuu  O,  Upkam. 

1§M.  E0LIHB8S,  SMkinff. 

Here  in  Thy  royal  presence.  Lord,  I  stand ; 

1  give  myself,  my  all,  to  Thee ;       [blood ; 
Thou  hast  redeemed  me  by  Thy  precious 

Thine  only  will  I  be. 
Ko  love  but  Thine,  but  Thine,  can  me  relieve, 
Ko  light  but  Thine,  but  Thine,  will  I  receive, 
Ko  light,  no  love,  but  Thine  I 

Take,  take  me  as  I  am ;  Thou  need^st  me  not, 
I  know  Thou  need^st  me  not  at  alL 

All  heaven  is  Thine,  all  earth,  each  morning- 
High  angels  wait  Thy  call ;  [star ; 

I  am  the  poorest  of  Thv  creatures,  I 

The  chilci  of  evil  and  dark  misery ; 
Yet  take  me  as  I  am  I 

It  would  not  cost  Thee  dear  to  bless  me. 
Lord; 
A  word  would  do  it,  or  a  sign,  [God ; 

It  needs  no  more  from  Thee,  no  more,  my 

Thy  words  have  power  divine. 
And  O  the  boundless  blessedness-  to  me. 
Loved,  saved,  f orgiven^  renewed,  and  blest 
by  Theel 
O  speak,  O  speak  the  word  I 

I  know  the  blood  of  Thine  eternal  Son 
Has  power  to  cleanse  even  me ; 


0  wash  me  now  in  that  all-predons  blood ; 

Give  my  soul  purity ; 
Scatter  the  darkness,  bid  the  day-star  shine, 
light  up  the  midnight  of  this  soul  of  mine ; 
Let  all  be  song  and  Joy  t 

Bdratiu$  Bonar. 

1§03«  H0LIHB88,  Thions  oH 

Enow  that  Holiness  keeps  her  throne 
Not  in  cloisters  or  temples  alone ; 
The  temple  where  she  loves  to  dwell 
Is  a  pure  spirit^s  sacred  celL 

Z.  Van  Wdthem. 

1904.  HOLIHB881  Tree  oC 

Of  all  the  trees  that  in  Earth^s  vineyard  grew. 
And  with  their  clusters  tempted  man  to  puU 
And  eat,  one  tree,  one  tree  alone,  the  true 
Celestial  manna  bore,  which  filled  the  soul — 
The  tree  of  Holiness — of  heavenly  seed; 
A  native  of  the  skies ;  though  stunted  much. 
And  dwarfed,  by  Timers  cold,   damp,  nn- 

genitd  soil,  [pme. 

And  chilling  winds,  yet  yielding  froit  so 
So  nourishing  and  sweet,  as,  on  his  way. 
Refreshed  the  pilgrim ;  and  begot  desire 
Unquenchable  to  dimb  the  arduous  path 
To  where  her  sister  plants,  in  their  own  clime. 
Around  the  fount,  and  by  the  stream  of  life. 
Blooming  beneath  the  Sun  that  never  seta, 
Bear  fruit  of  perfect  relish,  fully  ripe. 

To  plant  this  tree,  uprooted  by  the  fall. 
To  earth  the  Son  of  God  descended,  ahed 
His  precious  blood ;  and  on  it  evermore. 
From  off  His  living  wings,  the  Spirit  shook 
The  dews  of  heaven,  to  nurse  and  hasten  its 

growth. 
Nor  was  this  care,  this  infinite  expense, 
Not  needed  to  secure  the  holy  plant. 
To  root  it  out,  and  witb^  it  from  earth. 
Hell  strove  with  all  its  strength,  and  blew 

with  all  [breath. 

Its  blasts;  and  Sin,  with  cold,  consampCiTe 
Involved  it  still  in  clouds  of  mortal  damp. 
Yet  did  it  grow,  thus  kept,  protected  thus : 
And  bear  the  only  fruit  of  true  delight ; 
The  only  fruit  worth  plucking  under  heaven. 

But  few,  alas  I  the  holy  plant  could  see. 
For  heavy  mists  that  Sin  around  it  threw 
Perpetually ;  and  few  the  sacrifice  [stooped. 
Would  make  by  which  alone   its  dusters 
And  came  within  the  reach  of  mortal  maiL 
For  this,  of  him  who  would  approach  and 

eat. 
Was  rigorously  exacted  to  the  full :      [world 
To  tread  and  bruise  beneath  the  foot,  the 
Entire ;  its  prides,  ambitions,  hopes,  desires ; 
Its  gold,  and  all  its  broidered  equipage ; 
To  loose  its  loves  and  friendships  from  the 

heart. 
And  cast  them  off ;  to  shut  the  ear  againat 
Its  praise,  and  all  its  flatteries  abhor ; 
Ana  having  thus  behind  him  thrown  what 

seemed 
So  good  and  fair,  then  must  he  lowly  kned. 
And  with  sincerity,  in  whidi  the  £ye    [ladc. 
That  slumbers  not,  nor  sleeps,  oould  see  no 
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Tins  prayer  pray:  "Lord  God!  Thy  will  be 

done, 
Tliy  holy  wOl,  howe'er  it  eroas  my  own.*' 
Hard  labor  this  for  flesh   and  blood!   too 

hard  [tree 

For  most  it  aeemed:  so,  taming,  thor  the 
Derided,  as  mere  bramble.     JBob&rt  MM. 

1806.  HOLHESSi  Way  toi 

Who  would  be  cleansed  from  every  sin, 
Mnst  to  Qod*8  holy  altar  bring 
The  whole  of  life — ^its  joys,  its  tears. 
Its  hopes,  its  loves,  its  powers,  its  years. 
The  will,  and  every  cherished  thing ! 

Most  make  this  sweeping  sacr]fio&— 
Choose  €k>d,  and  dare  reproach  and  shame, 
And  boldly  stand  in  storm  or  flame 

For  Him  who  paid  redemption's  price ; 

Then  tnist  (not  struggle  to  believe), 
And  trusting  wait,  nor  doubt,  bat  pray 
That  in  His  own  good  time  He^ll  say, 

**  Thy  faith  hath  saved  thee ;  now  receive.** 

IQQs  time  is  when  the  sool  brings  all. 

Is  all  upon  His  altar  lain ; 

When  pride  and  self-conceit  are  slain. 
And  craafied  with  Christ,  we  fall 
Helpless  upon  His  word,  and  lie ; 

When,  faithful  to  His  word,  we  feel 

The  cleansing  tondi,  the  Spirit*s  seal. 
And  know  that  He  does  sanctify. 

A.  T.  AUi$. 

184MI.  BOLT  8PIBIT,  Bennt  of  tha. 

Swiftly  and  straight  each  tongae  of  flame 

lliroimh  doud  and  breeze  unwavering  came, 

And  ctarted  to  its  place  of  rest 

On  some  meek  brow  of  Jesas  blest 

Kor  fades  it  yet,  that  living  gleam. 

And  still  those  lambent  lightnings  stream ; 

Where'er  the  Lord  is,  there  are  they ; 

Jn  every  heart  that  gives  Him  room, 
They  light  His  alta/  every  day. 

Zeal  to  inflame,  and  vice  consume. 

John  EisbU, 

1907.  HOLT  SFIBIT,  CMft  of  tils. 

Day  divine,  when  in  the  temple. 

To  the  flrst  disciples  came 
Olory  new  and  treasure  ample, 

Mighty  gifts  and  tongues  of  flame  I 
Day  to  happy  souls  commended. 

When  the  Holy  Ghost  was  given, 
When  the  Comforter  descended, 

Bringing  down  the  joy  of  heaven. 

Hath  the  Holy  Ghost  been  holden 

By  those  ancient  saints  alone  ? 
Only  may  the  ages  golden 

Ctall  the  Conuorter  their  own  ? 
No;  their  portion  we  inherit ; 

Ours  the  sorrow,  ours  the  sin : 
We  beseech  the  Holy  Spirit  ; 

We  the  Comforter  would  win. 

Thomas  K  OUL 


IMS.  HOLT  8PIBIT,  Griorin^  tiio. 

And  art  Thou  gprieved,  sweet  and  sacred  Dove, 
When  I  am  sour 

And  cross  Thy  love  ?  rp<>^^^^ 

Grieved  for  met  the  God  of  strength  and 
Chrieved  for  a  worm,  which,  when  I  tread, 
I  pass  away  and  leave  it  d^d. 

Tlien  weep,  mine  eyes,  the  Qod  of  love  doth 
Weep,  foolish  heart,         [grieve : 
And  weeping  live ; 
For  death  is  dry  as  aust.    Yet  if  we  part^ 
End  as  the  night,  whose  sable  hue 
Tour  sins  express :  melt  into  dew. 

When  saucy  mirth  shall  knock  or  call  at  door. 
Cry  out,  get  hence. 
Or  cry  no  more. 
Almighty  Qod  doth  ^eve,  He  puts  on  sense : 
I  sin  not  to  my  gnef  alone. 
But  to  my  God's,  too ;  He  doth  groan. 

O  take  thy  lute,  and  tune  it  to  a  strain. 
Which  may  with  thee 
All  day  complain. 
There  can  no  discord  but  in  ceasing  be. 
Marbles  can  weep ;  and  surely  strings 
More  bowels  have,  than  such  hard  tilings. 

Lord,  I  adjudge  myself  to  tears  and  grief, 
£*en  endless  tears 
Without  relief. 
If  a  dear  sprint  for  me  no  time  forbear. 
But  runs,  although  I  be  not  dry ; 
I  am  no  crystal,  what  shall  I  f 

Yet  if  I  wail  not  still,  since  still  to  wail 
Nature  d^es ; 
And  flesh  would  fail, 
If  my  deserts  were  masters  of  mine  eyes : 
Lord,  pardon,  for  Thy  Son  makes  good 
My  want  of  tears  with  store  of  blo^ 

Oeorge  Herbert. 

1800.  HOLT  BPIUT,  a  Guide. 

He  to  His  own  a  Comforter  will  send. 
The  promise  of  the  Father,  who  shall  dwell 
His  Spirit  within  them,  and  the  law  of  faith 
Working  through  love,  upon   their  hearts 

shall  write. 
To  guide  them  in  all  truth.     John  Milton, 

1§10.  HOLT  BFIBIT,  InflaeBoooftlio. 

There  is  a  Stream,  which  issues  forth 

From  God^s  etmial  Throne, 
And  from  the  Lamb,  a  living  stream 

Clear  as  the  crystal  stone. 

The  stream  doth  water  Paradise ; 

It  makes  the  angels  sing ; 
One  cordial  drop  revives  my  heart; 

Hence  all  my  joys  do  spring. 

Such  joys  as  are  unspeakable. 

And  full  of  glory  too ; 
Such  hidden  manna,  hidden  pearls^ 

As  worldlings  do  not  know. 
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Eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  hath  heard, 

From  fancy  'tis  concealed. 
What  Thou,  Lord,  hast  laid  up  for  Thine, 

And  hast  to  me  revealed. 

I  see  Thy  face,  I  hear  Thy  yoioe, 

I  taste  Thy  sweetest  love : 
My  sonl  doth  leap :  but  O  for  wings, 

The  wings  of  Noah's  dore  1 

Then  should  I  flee  far  hence  away, 

Leaying  this  world  of  sin  1 
Then  should  my  Lord  put  forth  His  hand, 

And  kindly  take  me  in ! 

Then  should  my  soul  with  angels  feast 

On  loys  that  always  last ! 
Blest  be  my  Qod,  the  God  of  joy. 

Who  gives  me  here  a  taste. 

JohnMtuon, 

1811.  HOLT  8FIBIT,  Lituy  to  ths. 

In  the  hours  of  my  distress. 
When  temptations  me  oppress, 
And  when  I  my  sins  conras. 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  mo. 

When  I  lie  within  my  bed, 
Sick  in  heart,  and  siclrin  head, 
And  with  doubts  disquieted, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  house  doth  sigh,  and  weep. 
And  the  world  Ib  drowned  in  sleep, 
Tet  mine  eyes  the  watch  do  keep, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  GK>d  knows  Fm  tossed  about 
Either  with  despair  or  doubti 
Tet  before  the  glass  be  out^ 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  tempter  me  pursaeth 
With  the.  sins  of  all  my  youth, 
And  reproves  me  for  untruth, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  judgment  is  revealed 
And  that  opened  which  was  sealed. 
When  to  Thee  I  have  appealed, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

1819.  HOLT  8FIBIT,  Oflkn  of  the. 

The  Spirit  of  God 
From  heaven  descending,  dwells  in  domes  of 

clay ;  [goides, 

In  mode  far  passing  human  thought,   He 
Impels,  instructs :  intense  pursuit  of  good. 
And  cautious  flisht  of  evil  he  suggesU, 
But  in  such  genUe  murmurs,  that  to  know 
His  heavenly  voice,  we  must  have  done  lEBs 

wilL  John  Hey. 

1813,  HOLT  SFIRrr,  Ptowor  of  iho. 

Our  blest  Redeemer,  ere  He  breathed 

His  last  farewell, 
A  guide— a  Comforter,  bequeathed. 

With  us  to  dwelL 


He  came  in  tongues  of  living  flame 

To  teach,  subdue ; 
All-powerful  as  the  wind  He  came^ 

As  viewless  too. 

« 

He  comes,  His  graces  to  impart; 

A  willing  guest, 
While  He  can  find  one  humble  heart 

Wherein  to  rest. 

He  breathes  that  gentle  voice  we  hear 

As  breeze  of  even ; 
That  checks  each  fault,  that  calms  each  fear. 

And  q)eaks  of  heaven. 

And  all  the  good  that  we  poflseas, 

His  gift  we  own ; 
Yea,  every  thought  of  holiness, 

And  vict'ry  won. 

Spirit  of  purity  and  grace. 

Our  weakness  see ; 
O  make  our  hearts  Thy  dwelling-place, 

And  worthier  Thee.      Hamet  Auber, 

1814.  HOLT  BFIHIT,  FkayntotlM. 

Teal  Orefttor  SpUtiii. 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  souls  inspire. 
And  Uffhten  with  celestial  fire : 
Thou  uie  Anointing  Spirit  art. 
Who  dost  Thy  seven-fold  gifts  impart. 
Tliy  blessed  unction  from  above 
Is  comfort,  Uf e,  and  fire  of  love : 
Enable  with  perpetual  liflrht 
The  dullness  of  our  blinded  sight : 
Anoint  and  cheer  our  soilM  face 
With  the  abundance  of  Thy  grace; 
Keep  far  our  foes ;  sive  peace  at  home ; 
Where  Thou  art  Goide,  no  ill  can  come. 
Teach  us  to  know  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Thee  of  Both,  to  be  but  One ; 
That,  through  the  ages  all  along, 
Tliy  praise  may  be  our  endless  song. 

A.i)L  1668. 

1815.  HOLT  8FIBIT,  Bivnr  of  tlia. 

There  is  a  River,  deep  and  broad, 

Its  course  no  morttu  knows ; 
It  fills  with  joy  the  Church  of  God, 

And  widens  as  it  flows. 

Clearer  than  crystal  is  the  stream. 
And  bright  with  endless  day ; 

The  waves  with  eveir  blessing  teem. 
And  life  and  health  convey. 

Wherever  they  flow,  contentions  cease, 
And  love  and  meekness  reign ; 

The  Lord  Himself  conmiands  the  peaces 
And  foes  conspire  in  vain. 

Along  the  shores,  angelic  bands 

Watch  every  moving  wave ; 
With  holy  joy  their  breast  expands, 

When  men  the  waters  crave. 

To  them  distressed  souls  rrawdr, 

The  Lord  invites  them  mgh ; 
They  leave  their  cares  and  sorrows  thera^ 

They  drink,  and  never  die. 
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MoTf  on,  sweet  Stredm,  more  largely  flow, 

The  earth  with  glory  fill ; 
Flow  on,  till  all  the  Saviour  know, 

And  all  obey  His  wilL  WiUiam  Hum, 

1§16.  HOLT  SPIRIT,  Temples  of  theb 

If  yet  the  Holy  Spirit  deigns  to  dwell 
In  earthly  domes,  'tis  not  those  defiled  [lust; 
With  pride,  with  fraud,  with  rapine,  or  with 
^Midst  the  rough  foliage  of  the  thorny  brake. 
The  clustering  grape  not  blushes,  and  the  fig 
Decks  not  the  pricKly  thistle's  barren  stalk ; 
Even  thus  shall  all  be  measured  by  their 
fruits.  Charles  Jenner, 

1917.  HOME,  AibotionB  of  the. 

Home's  not  merely  four  square  walls, 

Though  with  pictures  hung  and  gilded; 
Home  is  where  affection  calls, 

FiUcd  with  shrines  the  heart  hath  builded  I 
Home  I  go  watch  the  faithful  doye, 

Soling  'neath  the  heayen  aboye  us ; 
Home  ifi  where  there's  one  to  loye ! 

Home  is  where  there's  one  to  loye  us  1 

Homers  not  merely  roof  and  room. 

It  needs  something  to  endear  it ; 
Home  is  where  the  heart  can  bloom. 

Where  there's  some  kind  lip  to  cheer  it  I 
What  is  home  with  none  to  meet, 

Kone  to  welcome,  none  to  greet  us  ? 
Home  is  sweet — and  only  sweet — 

When  there's  one  we  love  to  meet  us  I 

Charles  Swain, 

1818.  HOKEi  Attnotkma  o£ 

And  mcssa^  from  shipwrecked  folk 
Willnayigate  the  moon-led  main. 

And  painted  boards  of  splintered  oak 
Their  port  regain.        Jean  Ingdote. 

1919.  home;  Ontncl 

I  remember  the  days  when  my  spirit  would 
turn  [of  song, 

BYom  the  fairest  of  scenes  and  the  sweetest 
When  the    hearth   of  the   stranger  seemed 
coldly  to  bum,  [too  long ; 

And  the  moments  of  pleasure  for  me  were 
For  one  name  and  one  form  shone  in  glory 
and  light. 
And  lured  back  from  all  that  might  tempt 
me  to  roam. 
The  festal  was  joyous,  but  was  not  so  bright 
As  the  smile  of  a  mother,  the  staf  of  my 
home. 
The  sharpest  of  pain,  and  the  saddest  of 
woes,  [come; 

Hie  darkest,  the  deepest  of  shadows  might 
Tet  each  wound  had  its  balm,  while  my  soul 
could  repose 
On  the  heart  of  a  mother,  the  star  of  my 
home.  HUMa  Cook, 

1990.  HOME,  Oerenumiei  ofi 

Keep  your  undrest,  familiar  style 
For  strangers,  but  respect  your  friend. 

Her  most,  whose  matrimonial  smile 
Is  and  asks  honor  without  end. 


'Tis  found  and  needs  it  must  so  be, 

Tliat  life  from  loye's  allegiance  flags, 
When  loye  forgets  its  majesty 

In  sloth's  unceremonious  rags. 
Let  loye  make  home  a  gracious  court ; 

There  let  the  world's  rude,  hasty  ways 
Be  fashioned  to  a  loftier  port, 

And  learn  to  bow  and  stand  and  gaze ; 
And  let  the  sweet  respectiye  sphere 

Of  personal  worship  there  obtain 
Circumference  for  moying  clear. 

None  treading  on  another's  train. 
This  makes  pleasures  that  do  not  doy, 

And  dignifies  our  mortal  strife 
With  calmness  and  considerate  joy, 

Befitting  our  immortal  life. 

1891.  HOME,  Oo&teitted  with. 

Dear  Chloe,  while  the  busy  crowd. 
The  yain,  the  wealthy,  and  the  proud. 

In  folly's  maze  adyance ; 
Though  singulari^  and  pride 
Be  CBdied  our  choice,  we'll  step  aside, 

Nor  join  the  giddy  dance. 

From  the  gay  world  we'll  oft  retire 
To  our  own  family  and  fire, 

Where  loye  our  hours  employs ; 
No  noisy  neighbor  enters  here, 
No  intermeddling  stranger  near, 

To  spoil  our  heartfelt  joys. 

If  solid  happiness  we  prize, 
Within  our  breast  this  jewel  lies, 

And  they  are  fools  who  roam ; 
The  world  hath  nothing  to  bestow — 
From  our  ownselyes  our  bliss  must  flow, 

And  that  dear  hut,  our  home. 

Our  portion  is  not  large,  indeed; 
But  then  how  little  do  we  need. 

For  nature's  calls  are  few ; 
In  this  the  art  of  liying  lies. 
To  want  no  more  thim  may  suffice. 

And  make  that  little  do. 

We'll  therefore  relish  with  content 
Whatever  kind  Proyidence  has  sent. 

Nor  aim  beyond  our  power ; 
For,  if  our  stock  bo  yery  small, 
'Tis  prudence  to  enjoy  it  all, 

Nor  lose  the  present  hour. 

To  be  resigned  when  ills  betide, 
Patient  when  fayors  are  denied, 

And  pleased  with  fayors  giyen : 
Dear  Chloe,  this  is  wisdom's  part. 
This  is  that  incense  of  the  heart. 

Whose  fragrance  smells  to  heayen. 

Jffathaniel  Cotton, 

1999.  HOME,  Dying  at. 

In  all  my  wanderings  round  tMs  world  of 
care,  [share — 

In  all  my  griefs — and  God  has  giyen  my 
I  still  liad  hopes  my  latest  hours  to  crown^ 
Amidst  these  humble  bowers  to  lay  me  down ; 
To  husband  out  life's  taper  at  the  close, 
And  keep  the  flame  from  wasting,. by  repose: 
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1 8till  had  hopes,  for  prido  attends  us  still, 
Amidst  the  swains  to  show  my  book-leam'd 

skill, 
Around  my  fire  an  crening  gronp  to  draw, 
And  tell  of  all  I  felt,  and  aU  I  saw. 
And  as  a  hare,  whom  hounds  and  horns  pursue. 
Pants  to  the  place  from  whence  at  first  she 

flew, 
I  still  "had  hopes,  my  long  vexations  past, 
Here  to  return — and  die  at  homo  at  last. 

Oliver  QoldtmUK 

18S3.  HOME,  Cking. 

From  desolated  hearths,  from  beds  of  pain, 
From  sorrow's  bitter  tears,  and  sin's  dark 

stain, 
From  lonely,  aching  hearts,  and  longings  yain, 

We  would  go  home.' 

• 

From  hidden  griefs  that  in  our  bosoms  dwell. 

From  blasted  hopes,  from  fears  we  cannot 

quell,  [swell, 

From  wrongs  that  make  our  spirits  writhe  and 

Wo  would  go  home. 

From  crushing  cares,  from  din  and  feyerish 

strife, 
From  scenes  with  death  and  desolation  rife. 
From  all  the  weariness  of  mortal  life. 

We  would  go  home. 

Around  the  evening  shadows  gather  fast. 
And  in  the  distance  sounds  the  night  wind's 
blast ;  [passed 

Our  loYcd  ones,  too,  far  onward  lonff  have 

To  their  bright  home. 

And  voices  from  the  spirit-land  wo  hear. 
As  angel  notes  melodious,  soft  and  dear, 
Bidding  us  haste  to  join  our  lost  and  dear, 

Who  rest  at  home. 

O  well-beloved  ones  t  we  hail  the  light 
That  breaks  o'er  the  horizon  of  our  night ; 
Waking  to  all  the  ravishing  delight 

Of  our  sweet  home. 

A  few  more  tears,  and  we  shall  rapturous 

stand 
Amidst  the  glorified  and  blood-washed  band, 
Pouring  triumphant  songs  at  Qod's  right 

hand. 

In  that  dear  home  I 

1§94.  BOIGB;  Joyi  ofi 

Sweet  are  the  joys  of  Home, 
And  pure  as  sweet ;  for  they, 

Like  dews  of  mom  and  evening,  come 
To  wake  and  close  the  day 

The  world  hath  its  delights, 

And  its  delusions,  too ; 
But  Home  to  calmer  bliss  invites^ 

More  tranquil  and  more  true. 

The  mountain  flood  is  strong. 

But  fearful  in  its  pride ; 
While  gently  rolls  the  stream  along 

The  peaceful  valley's  side. 


Life's  charities,  like  light, 

Spread  smilingly  afar ; 
But  stars  approached,  become  mors  bright, 

And  Homo  is  life's  own  star. 

The  pilgrim's  step  in  vain 
Seeks  Eden's  sacred  gp^und  t 

But  in  Home's  holy  joys,  agun 
An  Eden  may  be  found. 

A  glance  of  heaven  to  see, 

To  none  on  earth  is  given ; 
And  vet  a  happy  family 

Is  but  an  earher  heaven. 

Jckn  Bowring* 

1935.  HOICE,  Xiagdom  oft 

Dark  is  the  night,  and  fitful  and  drearily 

Rushes  the  wind  like  the  waves  of  the  sea  * 
Little  care  I,  as  here  I  sit  cheerily, 
Wife  at  mj  side  and  my  baby  on  kneei 
King,  kmff,  crown  me  the  king :  [kioff  t 
Home  is  the  kingdom,  and  Love  is  me 

Flashes  the  firelight  upon  the  dear  faces. 
Dearer  and  dearer  and  onward  we  go^ 
Forces  the  shadow  behind  us,  and  places 
Brightness  around  us  with  warmth  in  the 
King,  kinff,  crown  me  the  king :   [{^ow. 
Home  is  uie  kingdom,  and  I^ve  is  the 
king  I 

Flashes  the  lovelight,  increaflsng  the  g^ory, 
Beaming  from  bright  eyes  with  warmth  of 
the  soul. 
Telling  of  trust  and  content  the  sweet  stoiy, 
lif tmg  the  shadows  that  over  us  rolL 
King,  king,  crown  me  the  king:  Ikiiiff! 
Home  is  the  kingdom,  and  Love  is  & 

Richer  than  miser  with  perishing  treasure^ 

Served  with  a  service  no  conquest  ooiild 

bring ;  [me, 

Happy  with  fortune  that  words  cannot  meis- 

Light-hearted  I  on  the  hearthstone  csnsiiig. 

King,  kinff,  crown  me  the  king :  [king! 

Home  is  me  kingdom,  and  Love  is  the 

Wmiam  Rankin  Durym, 

19M,  HOKE,  Light  O, 

My  son,  thou  wilt  dream  the  world  is  fur, 
And  thy  spirit  will  sigh  to  roam. 

And  thou  must  so ;  but  never,  when  thcR^ 
Forget  the  light  of  home ! 

Tliough  pleasures  may  smile  with  a  rav  man 
It  dazzles  to  lead  astray ;  [ori^t, 

Like  the  meteor's  fiash,  'twill  deepen  the  night 
When  treading  thy  lonely  way. 

But  the  hearth  of  home  has  a  constant  flani^ 

And  pure  as  vestal  fire — 
'Twill  bum,  'twill  bum  forever  the  same^ 

For  nature  feeds  the  pyre. 

The  sea  of  ambition  is  tempest-tossed, 

And  thv  hopes  may  vanish  like  foam- 
When  siula  are  shivered  and  compass  lost, 
Then  look  to  the  light  of  homo  I 
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And  thflse^  like  a  star  throagh  midnight  doud, 

Thoult  see  tho  beacon  bright ; 
For  never  till  shining  on  thy  shroud 

Can  be  quenched  its  holy  light 

The  sun  of  fame  may  gild  the  name, 

but  the  heart  ne'er  felt  its  ray ; 
And  fashion's  smiles  that  rich  ones  dum, 

Arc  beams  of  a  wintry  day : 

How  cold  and  dim  those  beams  would  be, 
Should  life's  poor  wanderer  come  !•— 

My  son,  when  the  world  is  dark  to  theo» 
Then  turn  to  the  light  of  home. 

Sarah  Jowpha  EaU, 

.  1897.  HOKE,  Lofo  in  ths. 

Domestic  LoTe  t  not  in  proud  palace  halLi 

Is  often  seen  thy  beauty  to  abide ; 
Thy  dwelling  is  in  lowly  cottage  walls, 

That  in  tiie  thickets  of  the  woodbine  hide ; 

With  hum  of  bees  around,  and  from  the  side 
Of  woody  hills  some  little  bubbling  spring, 

Shining  along  through  banks  with  haro- 
bcUs  dyed ; 
And  many  a  bird  to  warble  on  the  wing, 
YHien  mom  her  saifron  robe  o^er  hearen  and 
earth  doth  fling. 

O  love  of  loTes  I  to  thy  white  hand  is  giyenr 

Of  euthly  happiness  the  golden  key ; 

Thine  are  ti^e  joyous  hours  of  winter's  even, 

When  the  babes  cling  around  their  father's 

knee ;  [sea 

And  thine  the  yoico  that  on  the  midnight 

Melts  the  rude  mariner  with  thoughts  of  home. 

Peopling  the  gloom  with  all  he  longs  to  see.  * 

Spirit  I   Fye  bmlt  a  shrine;  and  thou  hast 

come, 
AjBul  on  its  altar  dosed — forever  close  thy 
plume !  Oearge  Croly, 

1899.  HOME,  Lore  o£ 

Some  spot  there  is,  some  cherished  spot, 
We  lore,  all  other  spots  above ; 

And  few  so  wrctdied  that  have  not 
Some  early-chcrished  spot  to  love. 

The  mountain  heights  are  dear  to  some, 
To  some  the  vaUcy's  deep  recess ; 

To  some  the  desert  is  a  home, 
With  thoughts  to  dieer  and  Joys  to  bless. 

To  some  the  tempest-troubled  sea 
Is  music;  while  the  snows  and  ice 

That  gird  earth's  arctic  scenery. 
To  Aome  bring  dreams  of  paiadiso. 

The  fervor  of  the  tropic  beams — 
Tho  darkness  of  deep  woods — the  fall 

Of  dangerous  cataract— shaken  streams — 
AU  scatter  joys  around  them — ^aU. 

Yes  I  all,  some  spot,  some  cherished  spot, 
Love,  every  other  spot  above ; 

And  none  so  destitute  as  not 
To  have  some  spot  on  earth  to  love. 

John  Bawring. 


19M.  HOME.  Xui^B  and  Womaai'i. 

Man's  home  is  everywhere.    On  ocean's  flood, 

Where  the  strong  ship  with  storm-defying 

Doth  link  in  stormy  brotherhood,  [tether 

Earth's  utmost  zones  together,   [wave, 

Where'er  tho  red  gold  glows,  the  spice-trees 

YHiere  the  rich  diamond  ripens,  mid  tho  flame 

Of  vertic  suns  that  ope  the  stranger's  grave, 

He  with  bronzed  dieck  and  daring  step 

doth  rove ; 

He  with  short  psng  and  slight 

Doth  turn  him  from  tho  chedcered  light 

Of  the  Mr  moon  through  his  own  forests 

Where  music,  joy,  and  love,         [dancing. 

Were  his  young  hours  entrandnp^ ; 
And  where  ambition's  thunder-daim 
Points  out  his  lot, 
Or  fitful  wealth  allures  to  roam. 
There  doth  he  make  his  home, 
Repining  not 

It  is  not  thus  with  Woman.    The  far  halls, 

Though  ruinous  and  lone, 
Where  first  her  pleased  ear  drank  a  nursing- 
mother's  tone ; 
The  home  with  humble  walls. 
Where  breathed  a  parent's  prayer  around 
her  bed; 
The  valley  where,  with  playmates  true, 
She  culled  the  strawberry,  bright  with  dew ; 
The  bower  where  Love  her  timid  footsteps 

led; 
The  hearthstone  where  her  children  grew ; 
The  damp  soil  where  she  cast 
The  flower-seeds  of  her  hope,  and  saw  them 
bide  the  blast — 
Affection  with  unfadins  tint  recalls^ 
Lingering  round  the  ivied  walls. 
Where  every  rose  hath  in  its  cup  a  bee, 

Making    fresh    honey  of  remembered 
things, 
Eadi  rose  without  a  thorn,  each  bee  bereft  of 
stings. 

Mr 9.  Lydia  H,  Siffoumey, 

1§30.  HOICB.  Msmiiry  ofi 

Between  broad  fields  of  wheat  and  com 
Is  the  lowly  home  where  I  was  bom. 
The  peach-tree  leans  against  the  wall 
And  the  woodbine  wanders  over  alL 
There  is  the  bam,  and  as  of  yore 
I  can  smell  the  hay  from  the  open  door. 
And  see  the  busy  swallows  throng. 
And  hear  the  peewee's  mournful  song. 
Oh,  ye  who  daily  cross  tho  sill. 
Step  lightly,  for  I  love  it  stilL 

T,  Buchanan  Bead, 

1931.  HOME.  Fi«ty  in  tho. 

Lo  1  where  yon  cottage  whitens  through  the 

green. 
The  loveliest  feature  of  a  matdiless  scene ; 
Beneath  its  shading  elm,  with  pious  fear. 
An  aged  mother  draws  her  children  near ; 
While  from  the  Holy  Word,  with  eamest  ur. 
She  teaches  them  the  privilege  of  prayer. 
Look!    How  their  infant  eyes  with  lapturo 

speak; 
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Hark  the  flush  lily  on  the  dimpled  cheek ; 
Their  hearts  are  filled  with  gratitude  and  loTe, 
Their  hopes  are  centred  in  a  world  above, , 
Where,  in  a  choir  of  angels,  Faith  portrays 
The  loved,  departed  &ithor  of  their  days. 

Bufu$  DaweB. 
1839.  HOME,  Sorrowi  o& 

There  is  no  spot,  or  high  or  low. 
Which  darkness  visits  not  at  times ; 

Ko  shelter  from  the  reach  of  woe, 
In  farthest  lands  of  fairest  climes. 

The  tempests  shake  the  stoutest  tree, 
And  every  flowVet  droops  in  turn : 

To  mourn  is  nature^s  destiny, 
And  all  that  live  must  live  to  mourn. 

No  home  so  happy,  but  that  pain, 
And  grief,  and  care,  the  doors  will  press, 

When  love's  most  anxious  thoughts  are  vain, 
More  anxious  from  their  helplessness. 

And  yet,  if  aught  can  soften  grief, 
'Tis  homers  sweet  influence ;  if  there  bo 

Relief  from  sorrow,  that  reli^ 
Springs  from  domestic  sympathy. 

The  home  that  virtue  hallows,  flings 

Another  bliss  o'er  blessedness ; 
And  e'en  to  sorrow's  children  brings 

Or  peace  to  calm,  or  hope  to  bless. 

John  Baioring, 

1833.  HOICE,  Sweet 

'ind  pleasures  and  palaces  though  we  may 

roam,  [like  home. 

Still,  be  it  ever  so  humble,  there's  no  place 

A  charm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hallow  it 

there,  [with  elsewhere. 

Which,  go  through  the  world,  you'll  not  meet 

Home,  home,  sweet  home  I 

There's  no  j^laco  like  home. 

An  exile  from  home,  pleasure  dazzles  in  vain ; 

Ahl    give  me  my  lowly  thatched   cottage 

again.  [p^\ 

The  birds  singing  sweetly  that  come  to  my 

Oh,  g^ve  me  sweet  peace  of  mind,  dearer  than 

H01VR3,  sweet,  sweet  home !  [all  1 

There's  no  place  like  home. 

J.  Howard  Biyns. 

1834.  HOlCBi  Trifles  o£ 

Tlie  angry  word   suppressed,  the  taunting 

thought ; 
Subduing  and  subdued,  the  petty  strife 
Which  clouds  the  color  of  domestic  life; 
The  sober  conuort,  all  the  peace  which  springs 
From  the. large  aggregate  of  little  things — 
Chi  these  snwll  cares  of  daughter,  wife,  or 

friend. 
The  almost  sacred  joys  of  home  depend. 

Hanndk  More, 

1835.  HOICB,  Unity  of; 

Two  birds  within  one  nest ; 
Two  hearts  within  one  breast; 
Two  souls  within  one  fair, 
firm  league  of  love  and  prayer, 
Together  bound  for  aye,  together  blest 


An  ear  that  waits  to  catch 

A  hand  upon  the  latch ; 

A  step  that  hastens  its  sweet  rest  to  win. 

A  world  of  cares  without ; 

A  world  of  strife  shut  out ; 

A  world  of  love  shut  in. 

1830.  HOMES,  SngUflL 

The  stately  Homqfi  of  England, 

How  beautiful  they  stand ! 
Amidst  their  tall  ancestral  trees, 

O'er  all  the  pleasant  land; 
The  deer  across  their  creensward  bound. 

Through  shades  and  sunny  gleam. 
And  the  swan  glides  past  them  with  the 
sound 

Of  some  rejoicing  stream.  • 

The  merry  Homes  of  England  t 

Around  their  hearths  by  night. 
What  gladsome  looks  of  household  love 

Meet  in  the  ruddy  light. 
There  woman's  voice  flows  forth  in  sang, 

Or  childish  tale  is  told ; 
Or  lips  move  tunefully  along 

Some  glorious  page  of  ol£ 

The  blessed  Homes  of  England  I 

How  softly  on  their  ]x>wer8 
Is  laid  the  holy  quietness 

That  breathes  from  Sabbath  hours  I 
Solemn,  yet  sweet,  the  church-bell's  chime 

Floats  through  their  woods  at  mom; 
All  other  sounds,  in  that  still  time. 

Of  breeze  and  leaf  arc  bom. 

The  cottage  Homes  of  England  I 

By  thousands  on  her  plains 
They  are  smiling  o'er  her  silvery  brooks, 

Aiid  round  the  hamlct-fanes. 
Through  glowing  orchards  forth  they  peqi, 

Each  from  its  nook  of  leaves; 
And  fearless  there  the  lowly  sleep. 

As  the  bird  beneath  their  eaves. 

The  free,  fair  Homes  of  England  I 

Long,  long,  in  hut  and  hall, 
May  hearts  of  native  proof  be  reared 

To  guard  each  hallowed  wall ! 
And  ffreen  forever  be  the  groves, 

And  bright  the  flowery  sod 
Where  first  the  child's  glad  spirit  loves 

Its  country  and  its  God. 

Mrs,  F.  2>.  EemmiM. 

1637.  H0HE8TT,  Frankness  of. 
His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world ; 
He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident, 
Or  Jove  for  his  power  to  thunder.     His 

heart's  his  mouth; 
What  his  breast  forges,  that  his  tongue  most 
vent  Shakespeare, 

1838.  H0HE3TT,  Nobility  o£ 

Trust  paycth  homage  unto  trath,  rewardiog 

honesty  of  action ; 
And  all  men  love  to  lean  on  him,  who  never 

failed  nor  fainted. 
Freedom  gloweth  in  his  eyes,  and  nobleness 

of  nature  at  his  hearty 
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And  Independence  took  a  crown  and  fixed  it 
on  hia  head ;  [purpose, 

So  he  stood  in  Iiis  integrity,  jost  and  firm  of 

Aiding  many,  fearing  none,  a  spectacle  to 
angels,  and  to  men ; 

Yea,  when  the  shattered  globe  shall  rock  in 
'  the  throes  of  dissolution. 

Still  will  he  stand  in  hb  integrity,  sublime — 
an  honest  man.  Si  Jfl  Tapper, 

1680.  HOITBSTT,  Rewards  of; 

All  is  vanity  which  is  not  honesty — ^thus  is  it 

graven  on  the  tomb ; 
I  speak  of  honest  purpose,  character,  speech, 

and  action. 
Honesty,  even  by  itself,  though  making  many 

adversaries 
Whom  prudence  might  have  set  aside,  or 

charity  have  sof  tcnVl, 
Evermore  will  prosper  at  the  last,  and  gain  a 

man  great  honor.        JW,  F,  Tapper, 

tS40.  H09E8T7,  SoUisg. 

Yet  there  be  others,  that  will  truckle  to  a  lie, 

selling  honesty  for  interest ; 
And  do  they  gain?    They  gain  but  loss;  a 

little  cash,  with  soom. 
Behold  the  sorrowful  diange  wrought  upon 

a  fallen  nature :  [respect ; 

He  hath  lost  his  own  esteem  and  other  men^s 
For  the  buoyancy  of  upright  faith,  he  is 

clothed  in  tiio  heaviness  of  cringing. 
For  plain  truth,  v/hcro  none  coidd  err,  he 

hath  chosen  toituous  paths ; 
in  lieu  of  his  majesty  of  countenance,  the 

timorous  glances  of  servility. 
Instead  of  Freedom^s  honest  pride,  the  spirit 

of  a  slave.  Jfaf.  F.  Tapper, 

1841.  HOVESTY,  Stability  o£ 

An  honest  man  is  still  an  unmoved  rock. 
Washed  whiter,  but  not  shaken  with  the 

shock; 
Whose  heart  conceives  no  sinister  device ; 
Fearless  he  plays  with  flames,  and  treads  on 

ice.  Chrintopker  Davenport, 

1949*  HOHOB,  Ghiistiaa. 

A  Christian  is  the  highest  style  of  man. 
And  is  there,  who  the  blessed  cross  wipes  off, 
Ab  a  foul  blot,  from  his  dishonored  brow  t 
If  angels  tremble,  'tis  at  such  a  sight : 
The  wretch  they  quit,  desponding  of  their 

charge, 
More  struck  with  grief  or  wonder  who  can 
tell?  JSdtoai'd  Young, 

1843.  H0H03,  Defined. 

Say  what  is  honor  ? — ^*Tls  the  finest  sense 
Of  justicG  which  the  human  mind  can  frame, 
Litent  each  lurking  frailty  to  disclaim, 
And  guard  the  way  of  life  from  all  offence 
Suffered  or  done.     When  lawless  violence 
Invades  a  realm,  so  pressed  that  in  the  scale 
Of  perilous  war  her  weightiest  armies  fail. 
Honor  is  hopeful  elevation— whence 
Glory  and  triumph.    Yet  with  politic  skill 
Endangered  States  may  yield  to  terms  tmjust ; 


Stoop  their  proud  heads,  but  not  unto  the 

dust — 
A  foe's  most  favorite  purpose  to  fulfil : 
Happy  occasions  oft  by  self-mistrust 
Are  forfeited ;  but  infamy  doth  kill. 

WiUiam  Wordeworth, 

1844.  EOHOBi  a  Hindranoo. 

Give  me  honors,  what  are  these 
But  the  pleasing  hindrances. 
Stiles,  and  stops,  and  stays  that  come 
In  the  way  Hwixt  me  and  home  ? 
Clear  the  walk  and  then  shall  I 
To  my  heaven  less  run  than  fly. 

Eobert  BerricL 
184ff.  HOVOB,  Lore  ofi 

What  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
If  it  be  au^ht  toward  the  general  good, 
Set  honor  m  one  eye,  and  death  i'  th'  other, 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently : 
For,  let  the  gods  s6  speed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  honor  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Bhdkespeare, 

1846.  EOVOS,  Freaorriog. 

Perseverance,  dear  my  Lord, 
Keeps  honor  bright    To  have  done  is  to  hang 
Quite  out  of  fashion,  like  a  rusty  nail 
In  monumental  mockery.  ShaJceepeare, 

1847.  HOHOB,  Boad  to. 

There  was  a  people  once  by  wisest  counsels 

steered,  [reared. 

Who  temples  twain  to  Virtue  and  to  Honor 
Excepting  through  the  flrst — they  stood  so, 

wall  to  wall —  [all. 

No  man  within  the  second  one  could  get  at 
As  forecourt  unto  Honor's  temple  Yirtue^s 

stood,  [was  the  moral  good.  ' 

"Through  merit  praise  is  reached," — sudi 
An  age  did  those  two  temples  thus  together 

stand,  [the  land. 

And  all  was  noble-toned  and  prosperous  in 
But  long  ago  did  Virtue's  solemn  temple  fall ; 
And  Honor's  shrine,  profaned,  is  open  now 

to  alL  Oriental, 

1848.  HOHOS,  Bales  o£ 

Speak  the  height  of  honor. 

No  man  to  offend, 

Ne'er  to  reveal  the  Becre»*'s  of  a  friend ; 

Rather  to  suffer  than  to  do  a  wrong ; 

To  make  the  heart  no  stranger  to  the  tongue, 

Provok'd,  not  to  betray  an  enemy, 

Nor  eat  his  meat,  I  choke  with  flattery ; 

Blushless  to  tell  wherefore  I  wear  my  scars, 

Or  for  my  conscience,  or  my  country's  wars ; 

To  aim  at  just  things ;  if  we  have  wildly  run 

Into  offences — ^wish  them  all  undone. 

'Tis  poor  in  grief  for  a  wrong  done  to  die, 

Honor  to  dare  to  live,  and  satisfy. 

FhUip  Mckwinger, 

1849.  HOVOB,  EkMted. 

Honor 's  a  sacred  tie — ^the  law  of  kings. 
The  noble  mind's  distinguishing  perfection. 
That  aids  and  str^gthens  virtue  where  it 
meets  her. 
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And  imitates  hor  actiosB  where  she  is  not : 
It  is  not  to  be  sported  with. 

Joieph  Adduon, 
lUO.  HOVOSi  Savia^i 

Poor  frighted  men  at  sea, 
To  save  their  lives,  cast  all  their  goods  away. 
In  storms  of  fortune,  where  there  is  a  strife 
Which  shall  be  sav^d,  man^s  honor  or  his  life ; 
Who  would  preserve  this  tatteor'd  bark  from 

fate, 
Bat  sink  the  vessel  to  preserve  the  freight  t 

Bir  Robert  Howard, 

1§51.  HOPE,  mi  Aaohor. 

Let  the  winds  blow,  and  billows  roll, 
Hope  is  the  anchor  of  the  sooL 
But  can  I  by  so  slight  a  tie, 
An  unseen  Hope,  on  God  rely  ? 
Steadfast  and  sure,  it  cannot  fail. 
It  enters  deep  within  the  veil, 
It  fastens  on  a  land  unknown, 
And  moors  mo  to  my  Father^s  throne. 

CharUi  We$ley. 
1M9.  HOFE,  BaiiB  o£ 

On  Truth^s  substantial  rock  Hope  takes  her 
seat,  [feet ; 

While  waves  tumultuous  dash  against  her 

The  sky  with  blackness  now  becomes  over- 
spread ; 

The  tempest  threatens  her  devoted  head ; 

Louder  and  louder  still,  the  thunders  sound ; 

The  lightning  flings  its  fearful  glare  around ; 

Creation  trembles ;  but  fast  anchored  there, 

Hope  sits  unshaken,  never  in  despair ; 

With  eyes  turned  upward,  whence  her  help 
descends. 

She  waits  expecting  till  the  tempest  ends. 

W.  Bblmei, 
1853.  HOPE,  BeguillBg. 

The  winds  that  played,  now  brisk,  now  slack. 
Against  the  stream  were  driving  back 
The  running  waves,  and  made  ^hem  seem 
To  show  an  upward-flowing  stream : 
As  man,  while  hope  beguiles  him,  thinks 
~[iB  life  is  rising  wlulo  it  sinks. 

WiUiam  Bartui, 

I W4.  HOPE,  OhiraotoriifeiM  o& 

What  is  hope  ?  The  beauteous  son, 
Which  colors  all  it  shines  upon ! 
llie  beacon  of  lifers  dreary  sea ; 
The  star  of  immortality ! 
Fountain  of  f  oding,  young  and  warm, 
A  day-beam  bursting  through  the  storm ! 
A  tone  of  melody,  whoso  birth 
Is,  oh !  too  sweet,  too  pure,  for  earth  I 
A  blossom  of  that  radiant  tree 
Whoso  fruit  the  angels  only  see  I 
A  beauty  and  a  charm,  whose  power 
Is  seen,  enjoyed,  confessed,  each  hour ! 
A  portion  of  that  world  to  come. 
When  earth  and  ocean  meet — the  last 
overwhelming  doom.  Charla  Swain. 

19M.  HOPE,  Ohristisa. 

Jesus  lives,  and  so  shall  I ; 
Death,  thy  sting  is  gone  foreverl 


He  who  deigned  for  me  to  die, 
lives,  the  bands  of  death  to  sever: 
He  shall  raise  me  with  the  Just; 
Jesus  is  my  ^opo  and  Trust 

Jesus  lives  and  reigns  supreme ; 

And,  His  kingdom  still  remaining,- 
I  shall  abo  be  with  Him, 
Ever  living,  ever  reigning ; 
God  has  promised ;  be  it  must ; 
Jesus  is  my  Hope  and  Trust 

Jesus  lives,  and  by  His  grace 

Victory  o*er  my  passions  giving, 
I  will  cleanse  my  heart  and  ways, 
Bver  to  His  glory  living: 
Me  Ho  raises  from  the  dust ; 
Jesus  is  my  Hope  and  Trust 

Jesus  lives  t  I  know  full  well. 
Naught  from  Him  my  heart  con  sever ; 
life,  nor  death,  nor  powers  of  hdl, 
Joy,  nor  gricsf ,  henceforth  forever : 

None  of  all  His  saints  is  lost ; 

Jesus  is  my  Hope  and  Trust 

Jesus  lives,  and  death  is  now 

But  my  entranco  inta  glory ; 
Courage,  then,  my  soul,  for  thou 
Hast  a  crown  of  life  before  thee ; 
Thou  shalt  find  thy  hopes  were  fati; 
Jesus  is  thy  Hope  and  Trust 

Tr.from  C,  F.  GdUrL 

18M.  HOPE,  Enooiingd. 

Say  thou  not  sadly,  "  never,**  and  "  no  more,** 
But  from  thy  lips  l)anish    those  falseBt 
words;  [before 

While  life  remains,  that  which  was  thine 
Again  may  be  thine ;  in  Timers  storehouse  lie 
Days,  hours,  and  moments,  that  have  un- 
known hoards 
Of  joy,  as  well  as  sorrow ;  passing  by. 
Smiles  come  with  tears ;  therefore  with  hope- 
ful eye  [away, 
Look  thou  on  dear  things,  though  they  torn 
For  thou  and  they,  perchance,  some  future 

day 
Shall  meet  again,  and  the  gono  bliss  return; 
For  its  departure  then  make  thou  no  mourn, 
But  with  stout  heart  bid  what  thou  lov'st 
forewell ;  [gives  as  wdL 

That  which  the  past  hath  ^ven,  the  fatore 

Franen  Anne  KmiU. 

1§57.  HOPE,  EtmaL 

Eternal  Hope  !  when  yonder  snhcrcs  sublime 
Pealed  their  first  notes  to  souna  the  march  of 

Time,' 
Thy  joyous  youth  began — ^but  not  to  fad& 
When  all  the  sister  planets  have  decayed ; 
When,  wrapped  in  fire,  the  realms  of  ether 

glow,  [bdow; 

And  Heaven^s  last  thunder  shakes  the  world 
Thou,  undismayed,  shalt  o*cr  tho  ruins  smiley 
And  light  Thy  torch  at  Nature's  funeral  pilei 

Thomaa  CanqiiL 
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I85S.  HOPE,  Ftitk  waL 

Fountain  of  song,  its  prater  begins  and  e&ds, 
Hope  is  the  wing  by  wbich  the  sonl  ascends ; 
Some  may  allege  I  wander  from  the  path. 
And  ffive  to  hope  the  proper  rights  of  faith  ; 
Like  love  and  friendship,  these,  a  comely 

pair. 
What's  done  by  one,  the  other  has  a  share : 
IHien  heat  is  felt,  we  judge  that  fire  is  near, 
Hope's  twilight  comes — fidth's  day  will  soon 

appear. 
Thus  when  the  Christian's  contest  doth  begin, 
Hope  fights  with  doubts,  till  faith's  resenres 

come  in: 
Hope  comes  desiring  and  expects  relief ; 
Faith  follows,  and  peace  springs  from  firm 

belief. 
Hope  balances  occuirenoes  of  time ;     [prime. 
Faith  will  not  stop  till  it  has  reach'd  the 
Just  like  co-partners  in  joint  stock  of  trade, 
What  one  contracts  is  by  the  other  paid. 
Itfake  use  of  hope  thy  laboring  soul  to  cheer, 
TsLiiti  shall  be  gir'n  if  thou  wilt  perBerere. 
We  see  all  things  alike  with  either  eye, 
So  faith  and  hope  the  self-same  object  spy. 
But  what  is  hope  t  or  where  or  how  begun  ? 
It  comes  from  God,  as  light  comes  from  the 

sun.  Thamoi  Hogg, 

1  WO.  HOPE,  Field  of. 

Hope  humbly,  then,  with  trembling  pinions 

soar. 
Wait  the  great  teacher,   death;   and   God 

adore.  [know, 

What's  future  bliss,  He  gives  not  tiioe  to 
But  ^yes  that  hope  to  bo  thy  blessing  now. 
Hope  springs  eternal  in  the  human  breast ; 
Man  never  m,  but  always  to  he  blest : 
The  soul,  uneasy  and  confined  from  home. 
Bests  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come. 

Alexander  Pope, 

1960.  HOPE,  Froiticni  ot 

O  send  me  down  a  draught  of  love, 
Or  take  mo  hence  to  drink  above  I 
Here,  Marah's  water  fills  my  cup  ; 
But  there,  all  griefs  are  swallow'd  up. 

Love  here  is  scarce  a  faint  desire ; 
But  there,  the  spark's  a  fiaming  ^i^ ; 
Joys  here  are  drops,  that  passing  flee ; 
Alt  there,  an  overflowing  sea. 

My  faith,  that  sees  so  darkly  here, 
Will  there  resign  to  vision  dear ; 
My  hope,  that's  here  a  weary  groan. 
Will  to  fruition  yield  the  throne. 

Here  fetters  hamper  freedom's  wing ; 
But  there,  the  captive  is  a  kins ; 
And  grace  is  like  a  buried  see^ 
But  smners  there  are  saints  indeed. 

My  portion  here's  a  crumb  at  best; 
But  there,  the  Lamb's  eternal  feast ; 
My  praise  is  now  a  smother'd  fire ; 
But  then,  I'll  sing  and  never  tiro. 


Now  dusky  shadows  doud  my  day ; 
But  then,  the  shades  will  flee  away ; 
My  Lord  will  break  the  dimming  glass, 
And  show  His  glory  &co  to  face. 

My  numerous  foes  now  beat  me  down ; 
But  then  Til  wear  the  victor's  crown ; 
Yet  all  the  revenues  Fll  bring 
To  Zion's  everlasting  King! 

Ralph  ErMne, 

1861.  EOPEi  Qnos  ofi 

Hope  sets  the  stamp  of  vanity  on  all 

That  men  have  deemed  substantial  jrinoe  the 

fall, 
Tet  h/u  the  wondrous  virtue  to  educe 
From  emptiness  itself  a  real  use; 
And  while  she  takes,  as  at  a  father's  hand, 
What  health  and  sober  appetite  demand, 
From  fadinff  good  derives,  with  chcmic  art, 
The  lasting  happiness,  a  thankful  heart. 
Hope,  with  uplifted  foot,  set  free  from  earth. 
Pants  for  the  place  of  her  ethereal  birth. 
On  steady  wings  sails  through  th'  immense 

abyss. 
Plucks  amaranthine  joys  from  bowers  of  bliss, 
And  crowns  the  soul,  while  yet  a  mourner 

here, 
With  wreaths  like  those  triumphant  spirits 

wear. 
Hope,  as  an  andior  firm  and  sure,  holds  fast 
The  Christian  vessel,  and  defies  the  blast. 
Hope  I  nothing  else  con  nourish  and  secure 
His  new-bom  virtues,  and  preserve  him  pure. 
Hope  I  let  the  wretch,  once  conscious  of  the 
Whom  now  despairing  agonies  destroy,  [joy, 
Speak — ^f  or  he  can,  and  none  so  well  as  he — 
What  treasures  centre,  what  delights,  in  thee. 
Had  he  the  gems,  the  spices,  and  the  land 
That  boasts  the  treasure,  all  at  his  command ; 
The  fragrant  grove,  the  inestimable  mine, 
Were  light,  when  viewed  against  one  smile 

of  thine.  WUliam  C<mper, 

1M9*  HOPE,  HesTenlj. 

All  hope  on  earth  forever  fled,  * 

A  higher  hope  remaineth ; 

For  while  His  waves  roll  o'er  my  head, 

I  know  my  Saviour  reigncth. 

The  worm  may  waste  <£o  withering  day, 

When  flesh  and  spirit  sever ; 
My  soul  shall  see  eternal  day. 

And  dwell  with  God  forever ! 

ThmaeDdU. 

1§63.  HOPE,  InflQeaM  ofl 

Auspidous  hope  1  in  thy  sweet  garden  grow 
Wreaths  for  each  toil,  a  charm  for  every  woe ; 
Won  by  their  sweets,  in  Nature's  languid  hour, 
The  way-worn  pilgrim  seeks  thy  summer 

bower; 
There  as  the  wild  bee  murmurs  on  the  win^. 
What  peaceful  dreams  thy  handmaid  spirits 

bring; 
What  viewless  forms  the  .£olian  orgatas  play, 
And  sweep  the  furrow'd  lines  of  anxious 

thought  away.       Thomae  CampiML 
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1864.  HOFEf  Lupintion  ot 

Hope,  of  all  passions,  most  befriends  ns  here ; 
Passions  of  prouder  name  befriend  us  less. 
Joy  has  her  tears :  and  transport  has  her  death ; 
Hope,  like  a  cordial,  innocent  though  strong, 
lianas  heait  at  once  inspirits  and  serenes ; 
Kor  makes  him  pay  his  wisdom  for  his  joys ; 
'Tis  all  our  present  state  can  safely  bear. 
Health  to  the  frame,  and  vigor  to  the  mind  I 
A  joy  attempered  1    A  chastised  delight  1 
Like  the  fair  summer  evening,  mild  and  sweet, 
'Tis  man^s  full  cup,  his  paradise  below. 

Edvoard  Young. 

I86ff.  HOPE,  Origin  <>£ 

Primeval  Hope,  the  Adnian  muses  say,   . 
When  Man  and  Nature  mourned  their  first 

decay; 
When  every  form  of  death  and  every  woe 
Bhot  from  malignant  stars  the  earth  l^low ; 
When  Murder  bared  her  arm,  and  rampant 
Yoked  the  red  dragons  of  her  iron  car;  [War 
When  Peace  and  Mercy,  banished  from  the 

plain,  [again — 

Sprunff  on  the  viewless  winds   to  heaven 
All,  all  forsook  the  friendless  guilty  mind, 
But  Hope,  the  charmer,  linger^  still  behind 
Thus,  while  Elijah^s  burning  wheels  prepare 
From  Carmers  height  to  sweep  the  fields  of  air, 
The  prophet's  mantle,  ere  his  fiight  began, 
Dropt  on  the  world — a  sacred  g&t  to  man. 

ThofMU  CamjjML 

IMe.  HOPE,  PataniO. 

When  doomed  to  poverty's  sequestered  dell. 
The  wedded  pair  of  love  and  virtue  dwell, 
Unpitied  by  the  world,  unknown  to  fame. 
Their  woes,  their  wishes,  and  their  hearts  the 

same — 
Oh,  there,  prophetic  Hope  !  thy  smile  bestow. 
And  chase  the  pangs  that  wor&  should  never 

know — 
There,  as  the  parent  deals  his  scanty  store 
To  friendless  babes,  and  weeps  to  £^ve  no 

more, 
Tell^  that  his  manly  race  shall  yet  assuage 
Their  father's  wrongs,  and  shield  his  Tatter 

age.  Thomas  CampbelL 

1867*  HOPE,  Penaniflo8tio&  of: 

With  him  went  Hope  in  rank,  a  handsome 

maid, 
Of  cheerful  look,  and  lovely  to  behold ; 
In  silken  samite  she  was  light  array'd, 
And  her  fair  locks  were  woven  up  in  gold 
She  always  smil'd,  and  in  her  hand  did  hold 
An  holy  water-sprinkle,  dipt  in  dew. 
With  which  she  sprinkled  favors  manifold, 
On  whom  she  list,  and  did  great  liking  shew, 
Great  liking  unto  many,  but  true  love  to  few. 

Edmund  Spenser, 

1§68.  HOPE,  Phllowphj  of. 

Hope,  eager  hope,  the  assassin  of  our  joy, 
All  present  blessings  treading  under  fGot, 
Is  scarce  a  milder  tyrant  than  despair,    [new, 
With  no  past  toils  content,  still  planning 
Hope  tuins  us  o*er  to  death  alone  for  ease. 


Possession  why  more  tasteless  than  pursuit  I 
Why  is  a  wish  far  dearer  than  a  crown  t 
That  wish  accomplished,  why  the  grave  of 

bliss?  •  ** 

Because  in  the  great  future  buried  deep. 
Beyond  our  plans  of  empire  and  renown, 
Lies  all  that  man  with  ardor  should  pnnoe; 
And  He  who  made  him,  bent  him  to  tiie 

right  Edward  Young. 

19v0.  HOPE,  PowoT  tit 

Hope  leads  the  child  to  plant  the  flower,  the 

man  to  sow  the  seed. 
Nor  leaves   fulfilment   to    her  hour,   but 

prompts  again  to  deed  [seen  to  wave, 
And  ere  upon  the  old  man's  dust  the  grass  is 
We  look  through  falling  tears  to  trust  hope's 

sunshine  on  the  grave.  [or  f  ond— 

O  no  I  it  is  no  flattering  lure — ^no  fancy  weak 
When  hope  would  bid  us  rest  secure  in  better 

life  beyond 
Nor  loss,  nor  shame,  nor  grie^  nor  sin,  her 

promise  may  gainsay ; 
The  voice  divine  hath  spoke  within,  and  God 

did  ne*er  betray.    Sarah  F.  Adams. 

1670.  HOPE,  PrsiM  o£ 

Hope,  of  all  ill  that  men  endure. 
The  only  chief  and  universal  cure  I    [health  I 
Thou  captive's  freedom,  and  thou  side  man's 
Thou   loser's   victory,    and   thou   beggar's 

wealth  I 
Thou  manna,  which  from  heaven  we  eat. 
To  ev'ry  taste  a  several  meat  I 
Thou  strong  retreat,  thou  sure  entailed  estate. 
Which  naught  has  power  to  alienate ! 
Thou  pleasant,  honest  flatterer,  for  none 
Flatter  unhappy  man  but  thou  alone  I 
Hope,  thou  nrst-fruits  of  happiness  I 
Thou  gentle  dawning  of  a  bright  success  1 
Thou  good  preparative,  without  which  our  joy 
Does  work  too  strong,  and  whilst  it  cores, 

destroys : 
Who  out  of  fortune's  reach  dost  stand. 
And  art  a  blessing  still  in  hand  I 
Whilst  thee,  her  earnest-money,  we  retain, 
We  certain  are  to  gain. 
Whether  she  her  bargain  break,  or  else  fulfil ; 
Thou  only  good,  not  worse  for  ending  ill  I 
Brother  of  Faitiii,  'twizt  whom  and  thee 
The  joys  of  heaven  and  earth  divided  be ! 
Though  Faith  be  heir,  and  have  the  fixed 
Thy  portion  yet  in  movables  is  great  [estate^ 
Happiness  itselfs  all  one 
In  thee,  or  in  possession  I 
Only  the  future's  thine,  the  present  his  I 
Thine's  the  more  hard  and  noble  bliss ; 
Best  apprchendcr  of  our  joys,  which  hast 
So  long  a  reach,  and  yet  canst  hold  so  fast  I 
Hope,  thou  sad  lover's  only  friend ! 
Thou  way,  that  may'st  dispute  it  with  the  end  1 
For  Love,  I  fear,  'a  fi  fruit  that  does  ddigbt 
The  taste  itself  less  than  the  smell  and  sight 
Fruition  more  deceitful  is 
Than  thou  canst  be,  when  thou  dost  miss; 
Men  leave  thee  by  obtaining,  and  straight  flee 
Some  other  way  again  to  thee : 
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Andthat^s  a  plc&sant  conntry,  Tntliotxt  doubt, 
To  which  all  soon  return  that  travel  ont 

Abraham  Covoley 

l§7i.  HOPE,  Propheoiu  o£ 

Inspiring  thought  of  rapture  yet  to  be. 
The  teats  of  Love  were  hopeless,  but  for  thee  I 
If  in  that  frame  no  deathless  spiiit  dwell. 
If  that  faint  murmur  ba  the  last  farewell, 
If  Fate  unite  the  faithful  but  to  part, 
Why  is  their  memory  sacred  to  the  heart? 
Why  does  the  brother  of  my  childhood  seem 
Restored  a  while  in  every  pleasing  dream  ? 
Why  do  I  joy  the  lonely  spot  to  view, 
By  artless  friendship  bless'd,  when  life  was 
new?  7*homa8  Campbdl, 

1873.  HOPE,  The  Good  Man*!. 

The  good  man^s  hope  is  laid  far,  far  beyond 
The  sway  of  tempests,  or  the  furious  sweep 
Of  mortal  desolation.     He  beholds, 
Unapprehensive,  the  gigantic  stride 
Of  rampart  rain,  or  the  unstable  waves 
Of  dark  vicissitude.    Even  in  death, 
Li  that  dread  hour,  when,  with  a  giant  pang, 
Tearing  the  tender  fibres  of  the  heart. 
The  immortal  spirit  struggles  to  be  free, 
Then,  even  then,  that  hope  forsakes  him  not, 
For  it  exists  beyond  the  narrow  vei^ 
Of  the  cold  sepulchre.    The  petty  joys 
Of  fleeting  life  indignantly  it  spumed, 
And  rested  on  the  bosom  of  its  God. 
This  is  man^s  only  reasonable  hope ; 
And  'tis  a  hope,  which,  cherished  in  the  breast, 
Shall  not  be  disappointed.     Even  He, 
The  Holy  One — Almighty — ^who  elanced 
The  rolling  world  along  its  airy  way — 
Even  be  will  deign  to  smile  upon  the  good. 
And  welcome  him  to  those  celestial  seats, 
Where  joy  and  gladness  hold  their  changeless 
reign.  Henry  Kirhe  White, 

1873.  HOPE,  Unntisfisd. 

I  have  ships  that  went  to  sea 

More  than  fifty  years  ago ; 
Kone  have  yet  come  home  to  me, 

But  are  sailing  to  and  fro. 
I  have  seen  them  in  my  sleep 
Plunging  through  the  shordess  deep. 
With  tattered  sails  and  battered  hulls, 
While  around  them  screamed  the  gulls, 

Flying  low,  flying  low. 

I  have  wondered  why  they  strayed 
From  me,  sailing  round  the  world ; 

And  Fve  said,  ''  Tm  half  afraid 
That  their  sails  will  ne'er  be  furled." 

Great  the  treasures  that  they  hold. 

Silks,  and  plumes,  and  bars  of  gold ; 

While  the  spices  that  they  bear 

YiM  with  fragrance  all  the  air, 
As  they  sau,  as  they  sail. 

Ah !  each  sailor  in  the  port 
Knows  that  I  have  ships  at  sea, 

Of  the  waves  and  winds  the  sport, 
And  the  sailors  pity  me. 

Oft  they  come  and  with  me  walk. 

Cheering  me  with  hopeful  talk. 


Till  I.put  my  fears  aside, 
And,  contented,  watch  the  tide 
Rise  and  fall,  rise  and  fall. 

I  have  waited  on  the  piers, 
Gazing  for  them  down  the  bay, 

Days  and  nights  for  many  years, 
Till  I  turned  heart-sick  away. 

But  the  pilots,  when  they  land. 

Stop  and  take  me  by  the  hand, 

Saymg  "  You  will  live  to  see 

Your  proud  vessels  come  from  sea, 
One  and  all,  one  and  all." 

So  I  never  quite  despair, 

Nor  let  hope  or  courage  fail ; 
And  some  day  when  skies  are  foir 

Up  the  bay  my  ships  will  saiL 
I  shall  buy  then  all  I  need — 
Prints  to  look  at,  books  to  rcad^ 
Horses,  wines,  and  works  of  art, 
Ever3rthing  except  a  heart. 

That  18  Tost,  that  is  lost. 

Once  when  I  was  pure  and  young, 

Richer,  too,  than  I  am  now. 
Ere  a  cloud  was  o^er  me  flung. 

Or  a  wrinkle  creased  my  brow. 
There  was  one  whose  heart  was  mine ; 
But  she*8  something  now  divine ; 
And  thouffh  come  my  ships  from  sea, 
.    They  can  bring  no  heart  to  me 

Evermore,  evermore,         Barry  Oray, 

1874.  HOUSEHOLD^  Angela  in  the. 

How  sweet  it  were,  if  without  feeble  fright. 
Or  dying  of  the  dieadful,  beauteous  sight, 
An  angel  came  to  us,  and  wo  could  bear 
To  see  him  issue  from  the  silent  air 
At  evening  in  our  room,  and  bend  on  ours 
His  divine  eyes,  and  bring  us  from  his  bowers 
News  of  dear  friends,  and  childnm  who  have 

never 
Been  dead  indeed — ^as  wo  shall  know  forever. 
Alas  1  we  think  not  what  we  daily  see 
About  our  hearths — angels  that  are  to  be, 
Or  may  be  if  they  will,  and  we  prepare 
Their  souls  and  ours  to  meet  in  happy  air ; 
A  child,  a  friend,  a  wife  whose  soft  heart 

sings 
In  unison  with  ours,  breeding  its  future  wings. 

Leigh  Hunt. 

1875*  HOUSEHOLD  A  Ohrirtiaa. 

O  happy  house!  where  Thou  art  loved  the 

Dear  Friend  and  Saviour  of  our  race,  [best. 
Where  never  comes  such  welcome,  honored 

Where  none  can  ever  fill  Thy  place ;  [Guest, 
Where  every  heart  goes  forth  to  meet  Thee, 

Where  every  ear  attends  Thy  word. 
Where  every  fip  with  blessing  greets  Thee, 

Where  all  are  waiting  on  their  Lord. 

O  happy  house  I  where  man  and  wife  in  heart, 

In  &ith  and  hope  are  one. 
That  neither  life  nor  death  can  ever  part 

The  holy  union  here  begun ; 
Where  both  are  sharing  one  salvation. 

And  live  before  Thee,  Lord,  always, 
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In  gladness  or  in  tribulation, 
£  happy  or  in  evil  days. 

O  happy  honse  I  whose  little  ones  are  given 

Early  to  Thee,  in  faith  and  prayer — 
To  Thee,  their  Friend,  who  from  the  heights 
of  heayen 

Goards  them  with  more  than  mother's  care. 
O  happy  house  1  where  little  voices 

Their  glad  hosannas  love  to  raise ; 
And  diildhood's  lisping  tongae  rejoices 

To  bring  new  songs  of  love  and  praise. 

0  happy  house !  and  happy  servitude ! 

Where  all  alike  one  Master  own ; 
Where  daily  duty,  in  Thy  strength  pursued. 

Is  never  hard  nor  toilsome  known ; 
Where  each  one  serves  Thee,  meek  and  lowly, 

Whatever  Thine  appointment  be, 
Till  common  tasks  seem  great  and  holy, 

When  they  are  done  as  unto  Thee. 

O  happy  house  1  where  Thou  art  not  forgot 

When  joy  is  flowing  full  and  free ; 
O   happy  house  t    where   every    wound   is 

Physician,  Comforter — ^to  Thee,  [brought — 
Until  at  last,  earth's  day's  work  ended, 

All  meet  Thee  in  that  home  above, 
From  whence  Thou  earnest,  where  Thou  hast 
ascended. 

Thy  heaven  of  glory  and  of  love  I 

2V.  from  the  German  of  Spitta, 

187d«  EOUSEHOU),  HappineH  of  the. 

But  happy  they,  the  happiest  of  their  kind  I 
Whom  gentler  stars  unite,  and  in  one  fate 
Tlieir  hearts,  their  fortunes,  and  their  beings 

blend, 
"lis  not  the  coarser  tie  of  human  laws, 
Unnatural  oft,  and  foreign  to  the  mind. 
That  binds  their  peace,  but  hannony  itseli^ 
Attuning  all  their  passions  into  love ; 
Where  friendship  full  exerts  her  softest  power. 
Perfect  esteem  enlivened  by  desire 
Ineffable,  and  sympathy  of  soul ;    [ing  will, 
Thought  meeting  thought,  and  will  prevent- 
With  boundless  confidence:  for  naught  but 

love 
Can  answer  love,  and  render  bliss  secure. 

Those  whom  love  cements  in  holy  faith. 
And  equal  transport,  free  as  nature  live, 
Disdaining^  fear.    wWt  is  the  world  to  them, 
Its  pomp,  its  pleasure,  and  its  nonsense  all  I 
Who  in  each  other  dasp  whatever  fair 
High  fancy  f onns  and  lavish  hearts  can  wish ; 
Something  than  beauty  dearer,  should  they 

look 
Or  on  the  mind,  or  mind-illumined  face — 
Trath,  goodness,  honor,  harmony,  and  love. 
The  richest  bounty  of  indulgent  heaven. 
Meantime  a  smiling  offspring  rises  round, 
And  mingles  both  their  graces.     By  deffreea, 
The  human  blossom  blows ;  and  every  day, 
Soft  as  it  rolls  along,  shows  some  new  charm — 
The  father's  lustre,  and  the  mother's  bloom. 
Then  infant  reason  grows  apace,  and  calls 
For  the  kind  hand  of  an  assiduous  care. 
Delightful  task  I  to  rear  the  tender  thought, 


To  teach  the  young  idea  how  to  shoot. 
To  pour  the  fresh  instruction  o'er  the  mind. 
To  breathe  the  enlivening  spirit,  and  to  fix 
The  generous  puix>ose  in  the  glowing  breast 
Oh,  speak  the  joy,  yo  whom  the  sudden  tear 
Surprises  often,  while  you  look  around. 
Ana  nothing  strikes  your  eye  but  sights  of 

bliss; 
All  various  nature  pressing  on  the  heart— 
An  elegant  sufficiency,  content, 
Retirement,  rural  quiet  labor,  useful  lif^ 
Progressive  virtue,  and  approving  Heaven ! 
These  are  the  matchless  joys  of  virtuous  love ; 
And  thus  their  moments  fly.    Tho  seasons 

thus, 
As  ceaseless  roimd  a  jarring  world  they  roll, 
StiU find  them  happy;  and  consentinff  spring 
Sheds  her  own  rosy  garland  on  their  heads: 
Till  evening  comes  at  last,  serene  and  mild; 
When,  after  the  long  vernal  day  of  life, 
Enamored  more,  as  more  remembrance  sweDs 
With  many  a  proof  of  recollected  love. 
Together  down  they  sink,  in  social  sleep ; 
Together  freed,  their  gentle  spirits  fly 
To  scenes  where  love  and  bliss  immortal  reign. 

Jame9  Thomaon. 

18TT.  EUKAHnT,  Brot]i«r1iood  ot 

Hush  the  loud  cannon's  roar. 
The  frantic  warrior's  call  I 
Why  should  the  earth  be  drenched  with  gore  t 
Are  we  not  brothers  all  t 

Want,  from  the  wretch  depart  I 
Chains,  from  the  captive  &11 : 
Sweet  mercy,  melt  the  oppressor's  heart- 
Sufferers  are  brothers  alL 

Churches  and  sects,  strike  down 
Each  mean  partition-wall ; 
Let  love  each  harsher  feeling  drown — 
Christians  are  brothers  alL 

Let  love  and  truth  alone 
Hold  human  hearts  in  thrall. 
That  heaven  its  work  at  length  may  own, 
And  men  be  brothers  alL        Jchtu, 

1878.  EUKAHITT,  Ory  «£ 

**  There  is  no  God,"  the  foolish  sidtfa, 

But  none,  '  *  There  is  no  sorrow ;  " 
And  nature  oft  tlie  crj  of  fiiith 

In  bitter  need  will  borrow : 
Eyes  whidi  the  preacher  could  not  school, 

By  wayside  graves  are  raised ; 
And  lips  say,  "God  be  pitiful," 

Who  ne'er  said,  *•  God  be  praised." 

Be  pitiful,  O  God  1 

The  battle  hurtles  on  the  plains — 

Earth  feels  new  scythes  upon  her : 
We  reap  our  brothers  for  the  wains. 

And  call  the  harvest .  .  honor — 
Draw  face  to  face,  front  line  to  line, 

One  imi^  all  inherit — 
Then  kiU,  curse  on,  by  that  same  sign, 

Clay,  clay — and  roirit,  spirit. 

Be  pitiful,  O  God ! 
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The  plagae  nma  festering  fhrough  the  town, 

And  neyer  o  bell  is  tolling : 
And  corpses,  jostled  'neath  the  moon. 

Nod  to  the  dead-cart's  rolling. 
The  yonng  child  calloth  for  the  cap— 

The  strong  man  brings  it  weeping ; 
The  mother  from  her  babe  looks  up, 

And  shrieks  away  its  sleeping. 

Bepitifal,OGodl 

The  plagae  of  gold  strides  far  and  near, 

And  deep  and  strong  it  enters : 
This  porple  chimar  which  wo  wear, 

Makes  madder  than  the  centaur's. 
Oar  thoughts  grow  blank,  our  words  grow 
strange; 

We  cheer  the  pale  gold-diggers — 
Eadi  soul  is  worth  so  much  on  'Change, 

And  marked,  like  sheep,  with  figures. 

Bo  pitiful,  O  God ! 

The  corse  of  sold  upon  the  land 

The  lack  oi  bread  enforces— 
The  rail-cars  snort  from  strand  to  strand. 

Like  more  of  Death's  White  Horses  I 
The  rich  preach  rights,  and  future  days, 

And  hear  no  angel  scoffing : 
The  poor  die  mute— with  starring  g^aze 

On  corn-ships  in  the  offing. 

BepitOul,  OQodI 

We  meet  together  at  the  feast — 

To  priyate  mirth  betake  us — 
We  stare  down  in  the  wine-cup,  lest 

Some  vacant  chair  should  shake  us ! 
We  name  delight,  and  pledge  it  round — 

**  It  shall  bo  ours  to-morrow  I  " 
God's  seraphs,  do  your  voices  sound 

As  sad  in  naming  sorrow  ? 

Be  pitiful,  O  God  t 

We  nt  together,  with  the  skies. 

The  suSidf ast  skies,  above  us : 
We  look  into  each  other's  eyes, 

"  And  how  long  will  you  love  us  t " 
Tlie  eyes  grow  dim  with  prophecy* 

The  voice  is  low  and  breathless — 
"TOl  death  us  parti "— O  words  to  be 

Our  hett  for  love  the  deathless  I 

Be  pitiful,  dearGodI 

We  tremble  by  the  harmless  bed 

Of  one  loved  and  departed — 
Our  tears  drop  on  the  uds  that  said 

Last  night,  "  Be  stronger  hearted  1  '* 
O  Gk>d — ^to  dasp  those  fingers  dose. 

And  yet  to  feci  so  lonely  I — 
To  see  a  light  upon  such  brows, 

Which  is  the  daylight  only  1 

Be  pitiful,  O  God  I 

And  soon  all  vision  waxeth  dull — 

Men  whisper,  "  He  is  dying :  " 
We  cry  no  more,  **  Be  pitiful  1  "— 

We  have  no  strength  for  crying : 
Ko  strength,  no  need  I  Then,  Soul  of  mine, 

Look  up  and  triumph  rather — 


Lo  I  in  the  depth  of  God's  Divine, 
The  Son  adjures  the  Father-^ 

Bb Pitiful,  OGodI 
miaabeth  Barrett  Brvwninf^. 

18T0.  EUMAIIITT,  Qoipel  d, 

ma  BUBxnw  op  onxkoo. 

Men  said  at  vespers :  All  is  well  I 
In  one  wild  night  the  dty  fell ; 
Fell  shrines  of  prayer  and  marts  of  gain 
Before  the  fiery  hurricane. 

On  threescore  spires  had  sunset  shone, 
Where  ghastly  sunrise  looked  on  none : 
Men  elapsed  each  other's  hands,  and  said : 
The  City  of  the  West  is  deadl 

Brave  hearts  who  fought,  in  slow  retreat. 
The  fiends  of  fire  from  street  to  street, 
Turned,  powerless,  to  the  blinding  glare,. 
The  dumb  defiance  of  despair. 

A  sudden  impulse  thrilled  eadi  wire 
That  signalled  round  that  sea  of  fire ; 
Swift  words  of  dieer,   warm  heart-throbs 
In  tears  of  pity  died  the  flame !         #  [came ; 

From  East,  from  West,  from  South  and  North 
The  messages  of  hope  shot  forth, 
And,  underneath  the  severing  wave. 
The  world,  full-handed,  readied  to  save. 

Fair  seemed  the  old ;  but  fairer  still 
The  new  the  dreary  void  shall  fill. 
With  dearer  homes  than  those  o'erthrown, 
For  love  shall  lay  each  comer-stone. 

Rise,  stridden  dty  I  from  thee  throw 
The  ashen  sackcloth  of  thy  woe ; 
And  build,  as  Thebes  to  Amphion's  strain. 
To  songs  of  cheer  thy  walls  again  1 

How  shrivelled  in  thy  hot  distress 
The  primal  sin  of  selfishness  I 
How  instant  rose,  to  take  thy  part, 
The  angel  in  the  human  heart 

Ah  I  not  in  vain  the  flames  that  tossed 
Above  thy  dreadful  holocaust ; 
The  Christ  again  has  preached  through  thee 
The  Gospd  of  Humanity  I 

Then  lift  once  more  thy  towers  on  high. 
And  fret  with  spires  the  western  sky. 
To  tell  that  God  is  yet  with  us. 
And  love  is  still  miracoloos ! 

John  G.  WkUHer. 

1§90.  HUimiTT,  Aflbotod. 

In  proud  humility  a  pious  man  went  through 

the  field; 
The  ears  of  com  were  bowing  in  the  wind, 

as  if  they  kneded : 
He  strack  them  on  the  head,  and  modestly 

began  to  say, 
"Unto  the  Lord,  not  unto  me,  such  honors 

dioold  you  pay." 

Oriental^  tr.hy  W.B.  Alger. 
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189 1«  HUHfTTiTTT,  Bleulxig  of. 

0 1  learn  that  it  is  only  by  the  lowly 

The  paths  of  peace  are  trod ; 
If  thou  woulds't  keep  thy  garments  white  and 

Walk  humbly  with  thy  God-  [holy, 

The  man  with  earthly  wisdom  high  uplifted, 

Is  in  God's  sight  a  fool ; 
But  he  in  heavenly  trath  most  deeply  gifted, 

Sits  lowest  in  Christ's  school. 

The  lowly  spirit  God  hath  consecrated 
,     As  His  abiding  rest ; 
An  angel  by  some  patriarch's  tent  hath  waited, 
When  kings  had  no  such  guest 

The  dew  that  never  wets  the  flinty  mountain, 

FaUs  in  the  valley  free ; 
Bright  verdure  fringes  the  small  desert  foun- 

But  barren  sand  the  sea.  [tain. 

Not  in  the  stately  oak  the  fragrance  dwelleth, 
Which  charms  the  general  wood ; 

But  in  the  violet  low,  whose  sweetness  telleth 
Its  unseen  neighborhood. 

The  censer,  swung  by  the  proud  hand  of  merit. 

Fumes  with  a  fire  abhorred ; 
But  faith's  two  mites,  dropped  covertly,  in- 

A  blessing  from  the  Lord.  [herit 

1883.  HUMILITY,  Oanie  fin. 
'Tis  not  because  I  sprung  from  naught 
I  bow  with  lowliness  of  thouoht ; 
All,  but  the  Trinity  most  high, 
Was  nothing  once  as  well  as  I. 

'Tis  not  because  I  dwell  in  day. 
Subject  to  sickness  and  decay ; 
This  flesh,  if  rightly  I  control, 
'Tis  no  pollution  to  my  souL 

'Tis  not  because  this  carcass,  dead. 
Will  worms  and  putrefaction  breed ; 
Tis  well,  as  if  from  thence  should  come 
The  violet's  and  the  rose's  bloom. 

No,  I  shall  ne'er  deject  my  heart 
Bv  thinking  on  my  mortal  part ; 
Though  mean,  though  base,  though  vile  it  be, 
'Twill  put  on  immortality. 

'Twas  not  because,  dependent  here, 
I  poorly  fill  a  narrow  sphere ; 
To  cast  our  destined  lot  aside, 
Is  not  humility,  but  pride. 

'Tis  not  because  in  life  below 

I  little  act,  and  little  know; 

In  knowledge  and  in  power  there's  none 

Unlimited,  but  God  alone. 

What  I  in  myself,  then,  can  I  find 
No  cause  for  lowliness  of  mind  ? 
Ah,  yes  I  for  sin  what  thought  can  bear ! 
'Tis  there  I  sink  I  'tis  wholly  there ! 

8amud  Wetley,  Jr. 

1883*  EUMILITT,  Oonildent 

The  mistakes  of  my  life  are  many, 
The  sins  of  my  heart  are  more, 


And  I  scarce  can  see  for  weeping — 
But  I  knock  on  the  open  aoor. 

I  am  lowest  of  thos^  who  love  Him, 
I  am  weakest  of  those  who  pray — 

But  I  come  as  He  has  bidden, 
And  He  will  not  say  me  Nay. 

'  Hy  mistakes  His  love  shall  cover, 
My  sins  He  will  wash  awziy, 
And  the  feet  that  shrink  and  falter 
Shall  walk  through  the  gate  of  day. 

If  I  turn  not  from  His  whisper. 

If  I  let  not  go  His  hand, 
I  shall  see  Him  in  His  beauty — 

The  King  in  the  far-off  land ! 

The  mistakes  of  my  life  are  many. 
And  my  soul  is  sick  with  sin. 

And  I  scarce  can  see  for  weeping — 
But  the  Loitl  will  let  mo  in. 

1884»  HUKILITT,  Dem&nd  ibr. 

Humble  we  must  be,  if  to  heaven  we  go, 
High  is  the  roof  there,  but  the  gate  is  low; 
Whene'er  thou  speak'st  look  with  a  loidy 
Grace  ifl  increased  by  humility.  [eye— 

Bobert  EerriA. 

1885.  HUVHiITT,  Pablo  of. 

From  a  dark  cloud  a  drop  of  rain 
Was  falling,  when,  alas  I  ashamed 
As  it  approach'd  the  boundless  main. 
In  worul  accents  it  exclaimed, 
**  How  wide ;  how.  vast  1 — Ah,  me,  forlorn  I 
With  that  compared,  I  am  but  naught  I " 
While  thus  it  view'd  itself  with  scorn, 
A  shell  it  in  its  bosom  caught ; 
Thus  conscious  of  its  humbler  state, 
'Twas  changed  into  a  brilliant  gem. 
An  orient  pearl— and  rais'd  by  fate 
To  deck  the  brightest  diadem.       OrumUd. 

1886.  HUMIIiITY,  IdealB  oft 

Humility  is  the  softening  shadow  before  the 

statue  of  Excellence, 
And  lieth  lowly  on  the  ground,  beloved  and 

lovely  as  the  violet ; 
Htmdlity  is  the  fair-haired  maid,  that  call- 

cth  Worth  her  brother,  [virtues : 

The  gentle  silent  nurse,  that  f  ostereth  inftnt 
Humility  bringeth  no  excuse ;  she  is  welcome 

to  God  and  man : 
Her  countenance  is  needful  unto  all  who 

would  prosper  in  either  world ; 
And  the  mild  light  of  her  sweet  face  is  mir- 
rored in  the  eyes  of  her  companiona^ 
And  straightway  stand  they  accepted,  chfl- 

dren  of  penitence  and  love. 

M.  F.     upper, 

188T.  EUMIIiITT,  Flaoo  oL 

Give  me  the  lowest  place ;  not  that  I  dare 
Ask  for  that  lowest  place,  but  Th<m  ImM 

That  I  might  live  and  share  [died 

Thy  glory  by  Thy  side. 


Bctramjnrv. 


433 


GiYe  mc  the  lowest  place :  orif  fprme  [low, 
Hiat  lowest  place  too  b!gh,  mako  one  more 

Where  I  may  sit  and  sec 
My  God,  and  loye  Thee  so. 

Christina  G,  Bossetti, 

1S88.  HUiniilTT,  Bovard  tt 

The  bird  that  soars  on  highest  wing 
Builds  on  the  ground  her  lowly  nest; 

And  she  that  doth  most  sweetly  sing 
Sines  in  the  shade  when  all  things  rest ; 

In  larK  and  nightingale  wo  see 

What  honor  hath  humility. 

When  Marr  chose  the  **  better  part," 

She  meekly  sat  at  Jesus*  feet ; 
And  Lydia^s  gently  opened  heart 

Was  made  for  Qod's  own  temple  meet ; 
Fairest  and  best  odomccl  is  she 
Whose  clothing  is  humility. 

The  saint  that  wears  heayen^s  brightest  crown 

In  deepest  adoration  bends ; 
The  weight  of  glory  bows  him  down 

The  most  when  most  his  soul  ascends; 
Nearest  the  throne  itself  must  be 
Tlie  footstool  of  humility.  /.  Montgomery. 

1999.  HUICILITT,  Tart  oft 

Easier  to  smite  with  Peter's  sword. 
Than  watch  one  hour  in  humbling  prayer: 

Life's  ffreat  things,  like  the  Syrian  lord. 
Our  nearts  can  do  and  dare. 

But  O,  we  shrink  from  Jordan's  side. 
From  waters  which  alone  can  saye : 

And  murmur  for  Abana's  banks, 
And  Pharpar's  brighter  waye. 

J.  G.  WMUier, 

1990.  HUSBASI),  To  an  Almnt. 

Linger  not  long.    Homo  is  not  home  without 
thee: 

Its  dearest  tokens  do  but  make  me  mourn. 
O,  let  its  memory,  like  a  chain  about  thee, 

C^tly  compel  and  hasten  thy  return  I 


not  lon^.    Though  crowds  should  woo 
thy  staymg,  [though  dear, 

BethinK  thee,  can  the  mirth  of  thy  friends. 
Compensate  for  the  grief  thy  long  delaying 
Costs  the  fond  heiut  that  sighs  to  haye  thee 
here! 


sot  long.    How  shall  I  watch  thy 

coming,  [dell; 

Ab  eyening  shadows  stretch  o'er  moor  and 

.  When  the  wild  bee  hath  ceased  her  busy 

humming, 

And  silence  hangs  on  all  things  like  a  spell  I 

How  shall  I  watch  for  thee,  when  fears  grow 

stronger,  [hill  I 

Aa  night  grows  dark  and  darker  on  the 

How  shall  1  weep,  when  I  can  watch  no 

longer  I 

Ah  I  art  thou  absent,  art  thou  absent  still  ? 

28 


Yet  I  should  grleye  not,  though  the  eye  that 
sceth  me  [dull ; 

Gazeth  through  tears  that  moke  its  splendor 
For  oh  I  I  sometimes  fear  when  tliou  art  with 

My  cup  of  happiness  is  all  too  full,      [me, 

Haste,  haste  thee  homo  to  thy  mountain 
dwelling ; 
Haste,  as  a  bird  unto  its  peaceful  nest ; 
Haste,  as  a  skiff,  through  tempests  wide  and 
swelling, 
Flies  to  its  hayen  of  securest  rest  I 

1891.  ETPOOEOIDSU,  Horron  ofi 

By  myself  walking, 
To  myself  talking, 
When  as  I  ruminate 
On  my  tmtoward  fate, 
Scarcely  seem  I 
Alone  sufljdently. 
Black  thoughts  continually 
Crowding  my  privacy. 
They  come  unbidden. 
Like  foes  at  a  wedding. 
Thrusting  their  faces 
In  better  guests'  places, 
Peeyish  and  malcontent, 
Clownish,  impertinent. 
Dashing  the  merriment : 
So,  in  Uke  fashions, 
Dim  cogitations 
Follow  and  haunt  mc. 
Striving  to  daunt  mo, 
In  my  heart  festering. 
In  my  ears  whispering — 
'*  Thy  friends  are  treacheroua, 
Thy  foes  are  dangeroua, 
Thy  dreams  ominous." 
Fierce  anthropophagi. 
Spectres,  diaboli — 
What  scared  St  Anthony — 
Hobgoblins,  lemures. 
Dreams  of  antipodes  I 
Kight-riding  incubi 
Troubling  the  fantasy, 
All  dire  illusions 
Causing  confusions : 
Figments  heretical, 
Scruples  fantastical, 
Doubts  diabolical  I 
Abaddon  vexeth  me, 
Kahu  perplexeth  me ; 
Lucifer  teareth  me. 

(HuxrlM  Lamb. 

1§93.  ETFOOSIST,  Oaremoniong. 

It  was  withal  a  highly  polished  age, 
And  scrupulous  in  ceremonious  rite. 
When  stranger  stranger  met  upon  the  way, 
First  each  to  each  bowed  most  respectfully, 
And  large  profession  made  of  humble  service. 
And  then  the  stronger  took  the  other's  purse. 
And  he  that  stabbed  his  neighbor  to  the  heart. 
Stabbed  him  politely,  and  returned  the  blade 
Reeking  into  its  sheath,  with  graceful  air. 

BobertBML 
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1M3«  HYPOOBIBT,  Jhottf/tka.  oft 

O  Nature  I     What  badfit  thou  to  do  in  hell. 
When  thou  did'st  bower  the  spirit  of  a  friend 
In  mortal  paradise  of  such  sweet  flesh  ? — 
Was  ever  book,  containing  sach  vile  matter, 
Bo  fairly  bound?    Oh,  that  deceit  should 
Li  such  a  gorgeous  palace  t  [dwell 

O  serpent  heart  I  hid  with  a  flowering  face  I 
Did  ever  dragon  keep  so  fair  a  cave  f 
Beautiful  tyrant  1  Fiend  angelical  I 
Dovc-feather'd  raven  I  Wolvish,  raving  lamb  I 
Despised  substance  of  divinest  show  t 
Just  opposite  to  what  thou  justly  seem^st  I 

1S94.  ETFOOBIST,  Dsteotlog. 

Qod  beholds  thee,  wretch,  though  wrapt  in 

prayer, 
A  wolf  disguised,  a  painted  sepulchre ; 
Regards  no  more  thy  cant,  ana  godly  whine. 
Than  yon  dumb  statue,  on  the  marble  shrine. 
Whose  hands  are  seen,  in  holy  rapture  closed 
And  steadfast  eyes,  to  heaven  alone  disposed, 
Prayer*8  senseless  image,  where  no  soul  within 
Speaks  through  the  form,  and  animates  the 

mien.  James  Scott, 

1995.  ETFOOBIST,  InTisiUa. 

Hypocrisy,  the  only  evil  that  walks 
Invisible,  except  to  God  alone,  [earth. 

By  His  permissive  will,  through  heaven  and 
And  oft,  though  wisdom  wakes,  suspicion 
At  wisdom's  gate,  and  to  simplicity  [sleeps 
Resigns  lier  charge,  while  goodness  thinks  no 
Where  no  ill  seems.  [ill 

John  MUUm, 

19M.  HTPOOSIBT,  Strpenk  o£ 

Think'st  thou  there  are  no  serpents  in  the 

world 
But  those  who  slide  along  the  grassy  sod. 
And  sting  the  luckless  foot  that  presses  them  ? 
There  are  who  in  the  path  of  social  life 
Do  bask  their  spotted  skins  in  Fortune's  suns, 
And  sting  the  soul — ay,  till  its  healthful  frame 
Is  changed  to  secret,  festering,  sore  disease, 
So  deadly  is  the  wound.     Joanna  BaUlie. 

1997.  HTFOOBITE,  BimiU  at  a. 

To  picture  that  cold  pride  so  harsh  and  hard, 
Fancv  a  peacock  in  a  poultry-yard. 
Behold  him  in  conceited  drcl^  sail. 
Strutting  and  dancing,  and  now  planted  stiff, 
In  all  his  pomp  of  pageantry,  as  if 
He  felt  * '  the  eyes  of  Europe  "  on  his  tail  I 
As  for  the  humble  breed  retained  by  man, 
He  scorns  tiie  whole  domestic  clan — 

He  bows,  he  bridles, 

He  wheels,  he  sidles. 
As  last,  with  stately  dodgings  in  a  comer, 
He  pens  a  simple  russet  hen,  to  scorn  her 
Foil  in  the  blaze  of  his  resplendent  fan  I 

"Look  here,"  he  cries  (to  give  him  words), 
"Thou   feathered    day,   thou    scum   of 
birds !  "— 
Flirting  the  rustling  plumage  in  her  eyes, — 
"  Look  here,  thou  vile  predestined  sinner, 
Doomed  to  be  roasted  for  a  dinner, 


Behold  these  lorcly  variegated  dyes  t 
These  are  the  rainbow  colors  of  the  skies. 
That  heaven  has  shed  upon  mo  eon  amore-^ 
A  Bird  of  Paradise  ? — a  pretty  stoiy  I 
/am  that  Saintly  Fowl,  thou  paltry  dd^I 

Look  at  my  crown  of  gloiy ! 
Thou  dingy,  dirty,  dabble^  draggled  jilll " 
And  off  goes  Partlett,  wriggling  from  a  kick, 
With  bleeding  scalp  laid  open  by  his  billl 

That  little  simile  exactly  paints 
How  sinners  are  despised  by  saints.        [door 
By  saints  I — ^the  Hypocrites  that  ope  heavcn^t 
Obsequious  to  the  sinful  man  of  nches ; 
But  put  the  wicked,  naked,  barelegged  poor 
la  parish  stocks,  instead  of  breeches. 

Thomas  Hod, 

1§08«  HTFOOKITE,  UimiMkid. 

He  was  a  man 
Who  stole  the  livery  of  the  court  of  heaven, 
To  serve  the  devil  in :  in  virtue*8  guise 
Devoured  the  widow's  house  and  orphan*! 
In  holy  phrase  transacted  villanies     [bread; 
That  common  sinners  durst  not  meddle  with 
At  sacred  feast,  he  sat  among  the  saints, 
And  with  his  guilty  hands  toudied  the  holiest 

things. 
And  none  of  sin  lamented  more,  or  sighed 
More  deeply,  or  with  graver  countenance, 
Or  longer  prayer,  wept  o'er  the  dying  mao. 
Whose  infant  children,  at  the  moment,  be 
Planned   how  to   rob :  in  sermon  style  he 

bought. 
And  sold,  and  lied ;  and  salutations  made 
In  scripture  terms :  he  prayed  by  quantitj, 
And  with  his  repetitions  long  and  loud, 
All  knees  were  weary ;  with  one  hand  he  put 
A  penny  in  the  urn  of  poverty. 
And  with  the  other  took  a  shilling  out 
On  charitable  lists— those  trumps  which  told 
The  public  ear,  who  had  in  secret  done 
The  poor  a  benefit,  and  half  the  alms 
They  told  of,  took  themselves  to  keep  than 

sounding —  [there 

He  blazed  his  name,  more  pleased  to  have  it 
Than  in  the  book  of  life.     Secst  thou  the  nisn  I 
A'serpent  with  an  angeVs  voice  I  a  grave 
With  flowers  bestrewed !  and  yet  few  were 

deceived 
His  Tirtues  being  over-done,  his  face 
Too  grave,  his  prayers  too  long,  his  diaiitiee 
Too  pompously  attended,  and  his  speedi 
Lardjed  too  frequently,  and  out  of  time, 
With  serious  phraseology — ^were  rents 
Tliat  in  his  garments  opened  in  spite  of  hun, 
Through  which  the  well-accustomed  eye  ooold 

see  [blushed. 

The  rottenness  of  his  heart     Kone  deeper 
As  in  the  all-pierdng  light  he  stood  exposed, 
No  longer  herding  with  the  holy  ones : 
Yet  stiU  he  tried  to  bring  his  countenance 
To  sanctimonious  seeming ;  but,  meanwhile. 
The  shame  within,  now  visible  to  all. 
His  purpose  balked :  the  righteous  oniled, 

and  even 
Despair  itself  some  signs  of  laughter  gave^ 
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A»  ineilbcfcaally  he  stroye  to  wipe 
Hia  brow,  that  inward  gailtincss  defiled. 
Detected  wretch  t  of  aU  the  reprolmte, 
None  seemed  matorer  for  the  flames  of  hell ; 
Where  still  his  face,  from  andent  custom, 
A  holy  air,  which  says  to  all  that  pais  [wears 
Him  by :  I  was  a  hypocrite  cm  earth. 

Bobert  Bdloi. 
1891I.  IDEAS*  Snooaniaii  d, 

Umd  is  as  the  quicksilyer,  which,  poured  from 

yessel  to  yessel. 
Instantly  seizeth  on  a  shape,  and  as  instantly 

again  discardeth  it ; 
For  it  is  an  apprehensiye  power,  closing  on  the 

properties  of  matter. 
Expanding  to  enwrap  a  world,  collapsing  to 

prison  up  an  atom : 
Asy  by  night,  thine  irritable  eyes  may  haye 

seen  strange  changing  figures, 
Kow  a  wheel,  now  suddenly  a  point,  a  line, 

a  curye,  a  zigzag, 
A  maze  cyer  altering,  as  the  dance  of  gnats 

upon  a  sunbeam, 
Bwift,  intricate,  neither  to  be  prophesied,  nor 

to  be  remembered  in  succession, 
So  the  mind  of  a  man,  single,  and  perpetually 

moying, 
Plickereth  al^ut  from  thought  to  thought, 

changed  with  each  ideas. 
For  the  passmg  second  metamorphosed  to  the 

image  of  that  within  its  ken, 
And  throwing  its  immediate  perceptions  into 

each  cause  of  contemplation. 
It  shall  regard  a  tree ;  and  unconsciously,  in 

separate  reyiew, 
Embrace  its  color,  shape,  and  use,  whole  and 

indiyidual  conceptions ; 
It  shall  read  or  hear  of  crime,  and  cast  itself 

into  the  commission ; 
It  shall  note  a  generous  deed,  and  glow  for  a 

moment  as  the  doer ; 
It  shall  imagine  pride  or  pleasure,  treading 

on  the  edges  of  temptation ;  ■ 
Or  heed  of  God  and  of  His  Chrisl^  and  grow 

transformed  to  glory. 

Jf.  F.  Tupper. 

1900.  IDLEHESS,  ITuexy  of; 

The  keenest  pangs  the  wretched  find 
Are  rapture  to  the  dreary  yoid. 
The  leafless  desert  of  the  mind!. 
The  waste  of  feelings  un^nploy^d ; 
Who  would  be  doom'd  to  gaze  upon 
A  sky  without  a  cloud  or  sun  ? 
Less  hideous  far  the  tempest's  roar, 
Than  ne'er  to  broye  the  billows  more- 
Thrown,  when  the  war  of  winds  is  o'er, 
A  lonely  wreck  on  Fortune's  shore, 
'Mid  sulloi  cfldm,  and  silent  bay. 
Unseen  to  drop  by  dull  decay ; 
Better  to  sink  beneath  the  shock, 
Than  moulder  piecemeal  on  the  rock. 

Lord  BjfTim, 

1901.  IBLBIBSfl,  Unnuonable. 
Hamlet,  What  is  man, 

If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  his  time 
Be  but  to  sle^  and  feed  ?   A  beast,  no  more. 


Sure  He  that  made  us  wUh  such  large  dis- 
course, 
Looking  before  and  after,  gaye  us  not 
That  capability  and  gdd-like  reason 
To  rust  in  us  unus'd.  Bhdkstpeare. 

1909,  IDOLATBT,  Oommon. 

And  still  Horn.  Him  we  turn  away, 
And  fill  our  hearts  with  worthless  things ; 

The  fires  of  ayarice  melt  the  day, 
And  forth  the  idol  spring  I 

Ambition's  flame,  and  passion's  heat, 
By  wondrous  alchemy  transmute 
Earth's  dross,  to  raise  some  gilded  brute 

To  fill  Jehoyah's  seat  J.  H,  Clinch. 

1903.  TDGtATRYf  Hum. 

Hear,  Father  I  hear  and  aid  I 

If  I  haye  loyed  too  well,  if  I  haye  shed, 

In  my  yain  fondness,  o'er  a  mortal  head 

Gifts,  on  Thy  shrine,  my  Gk)d,  more  fitly  laid ; 
If  I  haye  sought  to  liye 
But  in  one  light,  and  made  a  mortal  eye 
The  lonely  star  of  my  idolatry. 

Thou  that  art  Loye,  oh  I  pity  and  f  orgiye  I 

Mr$,  Hemam. 

1994.  IBOLATBT,  Hstnre  o£ 

If  when  the  Lord  of  Glory  is  in  sight, 
Thou  turn  thy  back  upon  that  fountain 
clear 
To  bow  before  the  "little  drop  of  light " 
Which  dim«eyed  men  call  praise  and  gloiy 
here: 
What  dost  thou,  but  adore  the  sun,  and  scorn 
Him  at  whose  only  word  both  sun  and  stare 
were  bom. 

If  while  around  thee  gales  from  Eden  breathe. 
Thou  hide  thine  eyee^  to  make  thy  peeyish 
moan 

Oyer  some  broken  reed  of  earth  beneath, 
Some  darling  of  blind  fancy,  dead  and  gone, 

As  wisely  might'st  thou  in  Jehoyah's  fane 

Offer  thy  loye  and  tears  to  Thammuz  slain. 

Turn  thee  from  these,  or  dare  not  to  inquire 
Of  Him  whose  Name  is  Jealous,  lest  in 
wrath  •• 

He  hear  and  answer  thine  unblest' desire : 

Far  better  we  should  cross  His  lightning's 
Than  be  according  to  our  idols  heard,  [potn. 
And  God  sliould  tiJi:e  us  at  our  own  yain 
word.  John  Keble, 

1995.  IDOLATBT,  Onr&acm  o£ 

No  more  at  Delos  or  at  Delphi  now, 

Or  e'en  at  mighty  Ammon's  Lybian  shrine, 
The  white-robed  priests  before  the  altar  bow. 

To  slay  the  yictim  and  to  pour  the  wine, 
While  g^fts  of  kingdoms  round  each  pillar 
twine. 

Scarce  can  the  classic  pilgrim,  sweeping  free 
From  fallen  arohitraye  the  desert  yine, 

Trace  the  dim  names  of  their  diyinity ; 

€k>ds  of  the  ruined  temples,  where,  O  where 
are  ye  f  Goorgo  W.  Bethune, 
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1906.  IDOLS,  BrMker  o£ 

Lol   a  hundred  proud  pagodas  haye   the 

Moslem  torches  burned, 
Lo !  a  thousand  monstrous  idols  Mahmoud's 

zeal  has  oyertumed. 

He  from  northern  Qhuznee  issuing,  through 
the  world  this  word  doth  bear — 

God  is  ONE ;  ye  shall  no  other  with  the  peer- 
less One  compare : 

'mi  in  Indians  farthest  comer  he  has  reached 

the  costliest  shrine 
Of   the  Bramins,  idol-tending — which  they 

hold  the  most  diyine. 

Profits  not  the  wild  resistance;  stands  the 

yictor  at  the  gate. 
With  this  hugest  idoPs  ruin  all  his  work  to 

consummate. 

Forth  in  Ions  procession  streaming  came  the 
suppliant  priests  to  meet — 

Came  with  ransom  and  with  homage  the  re- 
sistless one  to  greet 

Ransom  huge  of  gold  they  ofifor,  pearls  of 

price  and  jewels  rare, 
Purchase  of  their  idoPs  safety,  this  their 

dearest  will  he  spare. 

And  there  wanted  not  who  counselled,  that 
He  should  His  hand  withhold, 

Should  that  single  image  suffer,  and  accept 
this  needed  gold. 

But  he  rather — *'  €k>d  raised  me,  not  to  make 

a  shameful  gain, 
Trafficking  in  hideous  idols,  with  a  service 

false  and  yain ; 

But  to  count  my  work  unfinished^  till  I  sweep 

them  from  the  world : 
Stand,  and  see  the  thinff  ye  sued  for,  by  this 

hand  to  ruin  hunecL" 

High  he  reared  his  battle-axe,  and  heayily 

came  down  the  blow  : 
Reeled     the    abominable     image,   broken, 

burstcn,  to  and  fro  ; 

r 

From  its  shattered  side  reyealing  pearls  and 
diamonds,  showers  of  goM ; 

If  ore  than  all  that  proffered  ransom,  more 
than  all  a  hundredfold. 

Thou  too,  Heayenf  s  commissioned  warrior  to 

cast  down  each  idol  throne 
In  thy  hearths  profandd  temple,  make  this 

faithful  deed  thine  own. 

Still  they  plead  and  still  they  promise ;  wilt 

Thou  suffer  them  to  stana  ? 
They  haye  pleasures,  gifts  and  treasures,  to 

enrich  thee  at  conmiand. 

Heed  not  thou,  but  boldly  strike  them;  let 

descend  the  faithful  blow ; 
From  their  wreck  and  from  their  ruin  first 

will  thy  true  riches  flow. 


Thou  Shalt  lose  thy  life,  and  find  it;  fhoa 

shalt  boldly  cast  it  forth ; 
And  then  back  again  receiying,  know  U  in 

its  endless  worth. 

Richard  Cheneoix  TVeneft. 

1907.  IDOLSi  Bramod. 

God  keeps  a  niche 

In  heaven  to  hold  our  idols ;  and  albeit 
He  brake  them  to  our  faces,  and  denied 
That  our  close  kisses  should  impair  their 

white, 
I  know  we  shall  behold  them,  raised  complete, 
The  dust  swept  from  their  beauty — glonfied 
New  Memnons  singing  in  the  great  God-light 

Eluabm  BarreU  Brawwatg, 

lOM.  IQIO&AXOE,  Exoaie  ofl 

But  *tis  some  Justice  to  ascribe  to  chance 
The  wrongs  you  must  expect  from  igno- 
rance: 
None  can  the  moulds  of  their  creation  choose. 
We  therefore  should  mcn^s  ignorance  excuse. 
When  bom  too  low  to  reach  to  things  sublime^ 
'Tis  rather  their  misfortune  than  their  crime. 

Sir  W.  DavenanL 

IMO.  lOVO&AHOEi  FenodfiQation  dl 

With  creeping,  crooked  pace  forth  come 
An  old,  old  man,  with  beard  as  white  as  snow, 
That  on  a  staff  his  feeble  steps  did  frame, 
And  guide  his  weary  gait  both  to  and  fro ; 
For  his  eyesight  him  failed  long  ago ; 
And  on  his  arm  a  bunch  of  keys  of  ev'fy 

inner  door ;  [still  in  store. 

But  he  could  not  them  use,  but  kept  tiiem 
But  yery  uncouth  sight  was  to  bchola 
How  he  did  fashion  liis  untoward  pace : 
For  as  he  forward  moved  his  footing  old. 
So  backward  still  was  tum'd  his  wrinkled 

face; 
Unlike  to  men,  who,  ever  as  they  trace, 
Both  feet  and  f aoe  one  way  are  wont  to  lead. 
This  was  the  ancient  keeper  of  that  pkoe^ 
And  foster-father  of  the  giant  dead ; 
His  name,  Ignara,  did  his  nature  right  areid. 

Edmund  Spemer. 

191^  ILLNESS,  OoiisoUtio&  bk 

When  langruor  and  disease  invade 

Tills  trembling  house  of  clay, 
Tis  sweet  to  look  l>eyond  our  cage^ 

And  long  to  fly  away ; 

Sweet  to  look  inward,  and  attend 

The  whispers  of  His  love ; 
Sweet  to  look  upward  to  the  place 

Where  Jesus  pleads  aboye ; 

Sweet  to  look  back,  and  see  my  name 

In  Lifers  fair  book  set  down ; 
Sweet  to  look  forward,  and  behold 

Eternal  joys  my  own ; 

Sweet  to  reflect  how  grace  divine 

My  sins  on  Jesus  laid ; 
Sweet  to  remember  that  £Bs  blood 

My  debt  of  sufferings  paid ; 
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Sweet  on  His  rigliteoasaess  to  stand. 
Which  saves  from  second  death ; 

Sweet  to  experience,  day  by  day, 
His  Spirit^s  quickening  breath ; 

Sweot  on  His  faithfulness  to  rest, 

Whoso  loYO  can  nevor  end ; 
Sweet  on  His  covenant  of  erace 

For  aU  things  to  depend; 

Sweet  in  the  confidence  of  faith 

To  trost  EQs  firm  decrees ; 
Sweet  to  lie  passive  in  His  hand. 

And  know  no  will  but  His. 

Sweet  to  rejoice  in  lively  hope, 
That,  when  my  change  shall  come, 

Angels  will  hover  round  my  bod. 
And  waft  my  spirit  home. 

• 

There  shall  my  disimprisoned  soul 

Behold  Him,  and  adore ; 
Be  with  His  JJJceness  satisfied. 

And  gricf  0  and  sin  no  more ; 

Shan  see  Him  wear  that  very  Flesh 

On  which  my  guilt  was  lain ; 
IGs  Love  intenss.  His  Merit  froah^ 

As  though  but  newly  slain. 

Soon,  too,  my  slumbering  dust  shall  hear 
Tho  Trumpet's  quickening  sound; 

And,  by  my  Saviour's  Power  rebuilt. 
At  Wa  right  hand  be  found. 

Tbe9Q  eyes  shall  see  Him  in  that  day, 

Tho  €«od  that  died  for  me ! 
And  all  my  rising  bones  shall  say, 

Lord,  who  is  iS^e  to  Thee  ? 

If  such  the  views  which  grace  unfolds. 

Weak  as  it  is  below. 
What  raptures  must  the  Church  above 

In  Joius'  Presence  know  1 

If  such  the  sweetness  of  the  stream. 

What  must  the  Fountain  be, 
Where  saints  and  angels  draw  their  bliss 

Immediately  from  Thee  t 

Oh  I  may  the  unction  of  these  truths 

Forever  with  me  stay, 
TiU,  from  her  sinful  cage  dismissed. 

My  spirit  flies  away  I 

Augustus  MonUigys  Toplady. 

101 1«  ILLSi  Ofwtftatomsnt  oft 

Te  overstate  the  iUs  of  life,  and  take 
nagination  given  us  to  bring  down 
he  choirs  of  singing  angels,  ovcrshono 
y  God's  dear  glory,— down  our  earth  to  rake 
he  dismal  snows  instead;  flake  following 
o  cover  all  the  com.   We  walk  upon  [flake, 
he  shadow  of  hiUs,  across  a  level  thrown, 
nd  pant  like  dimbers.    Near  the  alder- 
brake 
To  sigh  so  loud,  the  nightingale  within 
efnses  to  sing  loud,  as  else  she  would. 
'  brothers  I  let  us  leave  the  shame  and  shi 
f  taking  vainly,  in  a  plaintive  mood. 


The  holy  name  of  Qrief  I — ^holy  herein. 
That  by  the  grief  of  One  came  all  our  good. 

Mrs.  E,  B.  Browning. 

1919.  ILLS,  Fhiloiophy  oft 
All  evils  natural  are  moral  goods ; 
All  disdpline,  indulgence,  on  the  whole. 
None  are  unhappy  ....  all  have  cause  to 

smile, 
But  such  as  to  themselves  that  cause  deny. 
Our  faults  are  at  the  bottom  of  our  pains : 
Error  in  act  or  judgment  is  the  source 
Of  endless  sighs.    We  sin,  or  wo  mistake, 
And  nature  tax,  when  false  opinion  stings. 
Let  impious  grief  be  banished,  joy  indulged ; 
But  chiefly  then,  when  grief  puts  in  her 

claim. 
Joy  from  the  joyous  frequently  betrays. 
Oft  lives  in  vanity,  and  dies  in  woe.  .  .  . 
Joy  amidst  ills,  corroborates,  exalts : 
'Tis  joy  and  conquest — ^joy,  and  virtue  too. 
A  noble  fortitude  in  ills  delights        [peace. 
Heaven,  earth,  ourselves.  .  .  'tis  duty,  glory, 
Afflictipn  is  the  good  man's  shining  scene ; 
Prosperity  conceals  his  brightest  ray ; 
As  mght  to  stars,  woe  lustre  gives  to  man. 
Heroes  in  battle,  pilots  in  tho  storm. 
And  virtue  in  calamities,  admire. 
The  cro%Dn  of  manhood  is  a  winter  joy, 
An  evergreen,  that  stands  the  northern  blast, 
And  blossoms  in  the  rigor  of  our  fate. 

'Tis  a  prime  part  of  happiness  tu  know 
How  much  unbappiness  must  prove  our  lot ; 
A  part  whidi  few  possess.    I'll  pay  life's  tax 
Without  one  rebel  murmur,  from  this  hour. 
Nor  think  it  misery  to  be  a  man  .... 
Who  thinks  it  is  shall  never  be  a  god. 
Some  ills  wo  wish  for,  when  wo  wish  to  live. 

Edward  Yotmg. 

IMS.  ILLS,  BaspoiiiUllty  for. 

Man  is  responsible  for  ills  received : 
Those  we  call  wretdied  are  a  chosen  band. 
Compelled  to  refuge  in  the  right,  for  peace. 
Amid  my  list  of  blessings  infloite, 
Stand  this  the  foremost,  Ukol  my  heart  7um  hied. 
'Tis  Heaven's  last  effort  of  good  will  to  man : 
When  pain  can't  bless.  Heaven  quits  us  in 

despair. 
Who  fails  to  grieve  when  just  occasion  calls. 
Or  grieves  too  mudi,  deserves  not  to  be 

blessed  .... 
Inhuman  or  effeminate  his  heart  > 
Keason  absolves  the  grief  which  reason  ends. 
May  Heaven  ne'er  trust\ny  friend  with  hap^- 

ness. 
Till  it  has  taught  him  how  to  bear  it  wpll 
By  previous  pain,  and  made  it  safe  to  smile  I 

Edward  Young. 

1914.  ILLUSIOH,  Tru. 

Dream  on  I  Though  Heaven  may  woo  our  open 
eyes,  [skies ; 

Through  their  dose  lids  we  look  on  fairer 
Truth  is  fox  other  worlds,  and  hope  for  this ; 
Tlie  cheating  future  lends  the  present's  bliss; 
Life  is  a  running  shade,  with  fettered  hands, 
That  chases  plumtoms  over  shifting  sands; . 
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Death  a  still  spectre  on  a  marble  seat. 
With  cyer-clatching  palms  and  shackled  feet ; 
The  airy  shapes  that  mock  life's  slender  ehun 
The  flying  joys  he  strives  to  dasp  in  vain. 
Death  only  grasps ;  to  lire  is  to  pursue — 
Dream  on  I  there's  nothing  but  illusion  true  I 

Oliver  Wendell  ffolme$, 

1915.  XLLUBTKiTIOH,  HaUt  o£ 

Wherefore,  it  is  wise  and  well  to  guide  the 
mind  aright, 

That  its  aptness  may  be  sensitive  to  good, 
and  shrink  with  antipathy  from  evil, 

For  use  will  mould  and  mark  it,  or  non- 
usage  dull  and  blunt ; 

So  to  talk  of  spirit  by  analogy  with  substance ; 

And  analogy  is  a  truer  guide  than  many 
teachers  tell  of. 

Similitudes  are  scattered  round,  to  help  us, 
not  to  hurt  us  ; 

Moses,  in  his  every  type,  and  the  Qreater  than 
a  Moses,  in  His  parables, 

Preadi,  in  terms  that  all  may  learn,  the  phil- 
osophic letssona  of  analogy. 

If.  F.  Tupper. 

1016.  IKAanATIOV,  Oheat  of  tha. 

Of  its  own  beauty  is  the  mind  diseased,  • 
And  fevers  into  false  creation :  where. 
Where  are  the  forms  the  sculptor's  soul  hath 

seized  ? 
In  him  alone.     Can  nature  show  so  fair  ? 
"Where  are  the  charms  and  virtues  which  we 

dare 
Conceive  in  boyhood  and  pursue  as  men  ? 
The  unreach'd  paradise  of  our  despair, 
Which  o'er-inf  onus  the  pencil  ana  the  pen. 
And  overpowers  the  page  where  it  would 

bloom  again  ?  [cure 

Who  loves,  raves ;  *tis  youth's  frenzy,  but  the 
Is  bitterer  still,  as  charm  by  charm  unwinds 
Which  rob'd  our  idols,  and  wo  see  too  sure 
Kor  worth  nor  beauty  dwells  from  out  the 

mind's 
Ideal  shape  of  such;  yet  still  it  binds 
The  fatal  spell,  and  still  it  draws  us  on. 
Reaping  the  whirlwind  from  the  oft-sown 

winds; 
The  stubborn  heart,  its  alchemy  be^pn. 
Serais  ever  near  the.  prize, — ^wealthiest  when 

most  undone.  Lord  Byron, 

1917.  pCAGIVATIOV,  PImidim  o£ 

O  blest  of  heaven,  ^hom  not  the  languid 
Of  luxury,  the  siren  I  not  the  tribes      [songs 
Of  sordid  wealth,  nor  all  the  gaudy  spoils 
Of  pageant  honor,  can  seduce  to  leave 
Those  ever-blooming  sweets,  which  from  the 

store 
Of  nature  fair  imagination  culls         [not  all 
To  charm  the  enlivened  soul !  What  though 
Of  mortal  offspring  can  attain  the  heights 
Of  envied  life ;  though  only  few  possess 
Patrician  treasures  or  impenal  state ; 
Tet  nature's  care  to  all  her  children  Just, 
With  ridicr  treasures  and  an  ampler  state. 
Endows  at  large  whatever  happy  man 


Wni  deisn  to  use  them.  Hu  the  city^s  pomp, 
The  rund  honors  his.     Whatever  adons 
The  princely  dome,  the  column  and  the  arch. 
The  breathing  marble  and  the  sculptured  gold 
Beyond  the  proud  possessor's  narrow  claim, 
His  tuneful  breast  enjoys.      For  him  tiie 

Spring 
Distils  her  dews,  and  from  the  silkeii  gem 
Its  ludd  leaves  unfolds ;  for  him  the  hand 
Of  Autumn  tinges  every  fertile  branch 
With  blooming  gold,  and  blushes  like  the 

mom.  [wingi; 

Each  passing  hour   sheds  tribute  from  her 
And  still  new  beauties  meet  his  lonely  walk, 
And  loves  unf elt  attract  him.     Kot  a  breeie 
Flics  o'er  the  meadow,  not  a  cloud  imbibes 
The  setting  sun^s  effulgence,  not  a  strain 
From  all  me  tenants  of  the  warbling  shade 
Ascends,  but  whence  his  bosom  can  partake 
Fresh  pleasure,  unreproved.     Nor  thenoepar 

takes 
Fresh  pleasure  only ;  for  the  attentive  mind, 
By  this  harmonious  action  on  her  powere. 
Becomes  herself  harmonious :  wont  so  oft 
On  outward  things  to  meditate  the  chann 
Of  sacred  order,  soon  she  seeks  at  home 
To  find  a  kindred  order,  to  exert 
Within  herself  this  elegance  of  love,         [en 
This  fair-inspired  delight :  her  tempered  pow- 
Refine  at  len^h,  and  every  passion  wears 
A  chaster,  milder,  more  attractive  mien. 

MarhAkamis, 

1918.  DCAaiHAHOV,  PttMMkBS  e& 

l^ieseue.    More  strange  than  true:   I  nerer 

mav  believe 
These  antique  fables,  nor  these  fairy  toys. 
Lovers   and   madmen   have   such  se^hing 

brains. 
Such  shaping  fantasies,  that  apprehend 
More  than  cool  reason  ever  oomprehendL 
The  lunatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet 
Are  of  imagination  all  compact : 
One  sees  more  devils  than  vast  hell  can  hold- 
That  is,  the  madman :  the  lover,  all  as  frsntic, 
Sees  Helen's  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Egypt ; 
The  poet's  eye,  in  a  fine  frenzy  roUmg, 
Doth  glance  from  heaven  to  earth,  froni  eaith 
And,  as  imagination  bodies  forth  [to  heaven; 
The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet's  pea 
Turns  them  to  shapes,  and  gives  to  aiiy  ootb- 
A  local  habitation  and  a  name.  [ing 

Such  tricks  hath  strong  Imagination, 
That  if  it  would  but  apprehend  some  joy, 
It  comprehends  some  bringer  of  that  joy; 
Or  in  the  night  imagining  some  fear. 
How  easy  is  a  bush  supposed  a  bear  9 

1919.  HEAGIHATIOV,  Sapport  of. 

**Weak  is  the  will  of  Man,  his  judgment 

blind! 
Remembrance  persecutes,  and  Hope  betrays, 
Heavy  is  woe ;  and  joy,  for  human  kind, 
A  mournful  thing,  so  transient  is  the  blaze !  ** 
Thus  might  he  paint  our  lot  of  mortal  days 
Who  wants  the  glorious  faculty  assigned 
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To  elevate  the  more  than  reasoning  Wjadf 
And  color  lifers  dark  doud  with  orient  imja. 
Imagination  is  that  sacred  power. 
Imagination  lofty  and  refined  : 
*Ti8  ners  to  pluck  the  amaranthine  flower 
Of  Faith,  imd  ronnd  the  Safferer*s  temples 

bind     ^  [shower, 

Wreaths   that*  cndnre   affliction's    heaviest 
And  do  not  shrink  from  sorrow's  keenest 

wind.  WilUam  W^rditoorth, 

M5MK  DOCAHUEI^  EmUomi  ot 

Go,  worship  at  Immanuers  feet ; 
See,  in  His  face  what  wonders  meet ; 
Earth  is  too  narrow  to  express 
Bis  worth,  His  glory,  or  His  grace  I 

The  whole  creation  can  afford 
Bat  some  faint  shadows  of  my  Lord ; 
Nature,  to  make  His  bsanties  known, 
Most  mingle  colors  not  her  own. 

Is  He  oompared  to  Wine  or  Bread  ? 
Dear  Lord,  our  souls  would  thus  be  fed ; 
That  flesh,  that  dying  Blood  of  Thine, 
Is  Bread  of  Life,  is  heavenly  Wine. 

Is  He  a  Tree  f    The  world  receives 
Salvation  from  His  healing  leaves : 
That  righteous  Branch,  that  fruitful  bough, 
Is  Davids  root  and  ofEspring  too. 

Is  fae  a  Hose  t   Kot  Sharon  yields 
Such  fragrancy  in  all  her  fields ; 
Or  if  the  Lily  Ho  assume, 
The  valleys  bless  the  rich  perfume. 

Is  He  a  Vine  f    His  heavenly  root 
Supplies  the  boughs  with  life  and  fruit 
O  let  a  lasting  union  join 
Hy  soul  the  branch  to  Christ  the  Vine ! 

Is  He  the  Head  f    Each  member  lives, 
And  owns  the  vital  power  He  gives ; 
The  Saints  below  and  Saints  above 
Joined  by  His  Spirit  and  His  love. 

Is  He  a  fountain  ?    There  I  bathe. 
And  heal  the  plague  of  sin  and  death ; 
These  waters  all  my  soul  renew. 
And  cleanse  my  spotted  garments  too. 

Is  He  a  Fbe  f    He^ll  purge  my  dross ; 
Bat  the  true  gold  sustains  no  loss : 
like  a  Refiner  shall  He  sit. 
And  tread  the  refuse  with  His  feet. 

Is  He  a  Rock  ?    How  firm  He  proves  1 
The  Rock  of  Ages  never  moves : 
Yet  the  sweet  streams,  that  from  Him  flow, 
Attend  us  all  the  desert  through. 

Is  He  a  Way?    He  leads  to  €k>d ; 
The  path  is  drawn  in  lines  of  Blood; 
Then  would  I  walk  with  hope  and  zeal, 
'nil  I  arrive  at  Zion  s  hilL 

Is  He  a  Door  ?    Til  enter  in ; 
Behold  the  pastures  large  and  green ! 


A  paradise  divinely  fair ; 

None  but  the  sheep  have  freedom  there. 

Is  He  designed  a  Corner-stone, 
For  men  to  build  their  Heaven  upon  t 
m  make  Him  my  Foundation  too ; 
Nor  fear  the  plots  of  hell  below. 

Is  He  a  Temple  t    I  adore 
The  indwelling  majesty  and  power ; 
And  still  to  ms  Most  Holy  Phice, 
Whenever  I  pray,  I  turn  my  face. 

Is  He  a  Star  ?    He  breaks  the  night. 
Piercing  the  shades  with  dawning  light ; 
I  know  His  glories  from  afar, 
I  know  the  bright,  the  morning  Star! 

Is  He  a  Sim  t    His  beams  are  graces 
His  course  is  joy  and  Righteousness ; 
Nations  rejoice,  when  He  appears 
To  chase  their  clouds  and  dury  thdr  tears. 

Oh  I  let  me  climb  those  higher  skies 
Where  storms  and  darkness  never  rise ! 
There  He  displays  His  powers  abroad. 
And  shines  and  reigns,  th^  incarnate  God 

Nor  earth,  nor  seas,  nor  sun,  nor  stars, 
Nor  heaven  His  full  resemblance  bears : 
His  beauties  we  can  never  trace. 
Till  we  behold  Him  face  to  face. 

Ifoac  WdtU. 

IMl.  nOIOBTALITT,  OonfideBM  ia. 

Of  man  immortal  I    Hear  the  lofty  style : 
"  If  so  decreed,  th*  Almighty  will  be  done.  * 
Let  earth  dissolve,  yon  ponderous  orbs  de- 
scend. 
And  grind  us  into  dust :  the  soul  is  safe ; 
The  man  emerges ;  mounts  above  the  wredE, 
As  towering  flame  from  Nature^s  funend 
O'er  devastation,  as  a  gainer,  smiles ;    [pyre : 
His  charter,  his  inviolable  rights,         [tcnce, 
Well  pleased  to  learn  from  thunder's  impo- 
Death's  pointless  darts,  and  Hell's  defeated 
storms.'*  Edward  Toung, 

1M9.  DOCOBTAUTT,  Denial  ot 

If  dead,  we  cease  to  be ;  if  total  gloom  [fare 

Swallow  up  life's  brief  flash  for  aye,  we 
As  summer  gusts,  of  sudden  birth  and  doom. 

Whose  sound  and  motion  not  alone  declare, 
But  are  their  whole  of  being  1    If  the  breath 

Be  life  itself,  and  not  its  task  and  tent, 
If  even  a  soul  like  Milton's  can  know  death ; 

O  Man  1  thou  vessel  purposeless,  unmeant, 
Tet  drone-hive  strange  of  phantom  purposes  I 

Surplus  of  Nature's  dread  activity,  [vase. 
YFhich,  OS  she  gazed  on  some  nigh-fimshed 
Retreating  slow,  with  meditative  pause, 

She  formed  with  restless   hands  uncon- 
sciously ! 

Blank  accident  I  nothing's  anomalv  I 

If  rootless  thus,  thus  substanceless  thy 

state,  [fears, 

Go,  weigh  thy  dreams»  and  be  thy  hopes,  thy 

The  counter-weights  I  Thy  laughter  and  thy 

tears 

Mean  but  themselves,  each  fittest  to  create, 
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And  to  repay  the  other  I  Why  rejoices  [good  f 

Thy  hwt  with   hollow  joy   for   hollow 

Why  cowl  thy  face  beneaUi  the  moumer^s 

hood,  [voices, 

Why  waste  thy  sighs,  and   thy  lamenting 

Image  of  image,  ghost  of  ghostly  elf. 

That  such  a  tlmig  as  thon  fecFst  warm  or 

cold  f  [hold 

Tet  what  and  whence  thy  gain,  if  thou  with- 

These  costless  shadows  of  thy  shadowy 

self? 

Be  sad !  be  glad  I  be  neither  I  seek,  or  shun  1 

Tlioa  hast  no  reason  why  I   Thou  can^st  have 

Thy  being' s  being  is  contradiction,      [none  ; 

8.  T,  Coleridge. 

1933.  nOCOBTALITT,  Desire  for. 

Foreyer  with  the  Lord  I 

Amen,  so  let  it  bo  I 
life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word, 

'TIS  immortality. 

Here  in  the  body  pent. 

Absent  from  Him  I  roam ; 
Tet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 

A  day^s  march  nearer  home. 

Hy  ^ather^s  house  on  high. 
Home  of  my  soul,  how  near. 

At  times,  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye, 
Thj  golden  gatss  appear  1 

Ah !  then  my  spirit  faints 

To  reach  the  land  I  love. 
The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 

Jerusalem  above. 

Yet  clouds  will  intervene, 

And  oil  my  prospect  flies ; 
Like  NoaVs  dove,  I  flit  between 

Bough  seas  and  stormy  skies. 

Forever  with  the  Lord  I 

Father,  if  'tis  Thy  will. 
The  promis3  of  that  faithful  word 

E'en  here  to  mc  f  ulfiL 

8o  when  my  latest  breath 
Shall  rend  the  veil  in  twain. 

By  death  I  shall  escape  fi-om  death, 
And  life  eternal  gain. 

Knowing  as  I  am  known. 
How  shall  I  love  that  word. 

And  oft  repeat  before  the  throne, 
•'Forever with  the  Lordl  " 

James  Montgomery, 

1934.  IMXOBTALITT,  InfeiexLOo  o£ 

Look  Nature  through :  'tis  revolution  all — 
All  change — no  death.    Day  follows  night, 

and  night 
The  dying  day;  stars  rise,  and  set,  and  rise : 
Euih  takes  th'  example.    See  the  Summer 

gay.  [ere, 

With  her  green  chaplet,  and  ambrosial  flow- 
Droops  into  pallid  Autumn :  Winter  gray, 
Homd  with  frost,  and  turbulent  with  storm. 
Blows  Autumn  and  his  golden  fruits  away. 
Then   melts  into  the  Spring:    soft  Spring, 

with  breath 


Favonian,  from  warm  chambers  of  the  soath 
Recalls  the  first    All,  to  rcflourlsh,  fades ; 
As  in  a  wheel,  all  sinks,  to  re-ascend. 
Emblems  of  man,  who  passes,  not  expires. 

With  this  minute  distinction,  emblems  Just : 
Nature  revolves,  but  man  advances ;  boOi 
Eternal — ^that  a  circle,  this  a  line ;  [soul. 

That  gravitates,  this  soars.     The   aspiring 
Ardent  and  tremulous,  like  flame,  asoends— 
Zeal  and  humility,  her  win^  to  Heaven. 
The  world  of  matter,  inth  its  various  forms. 
All  dies    into  new   Hfc.    Life,  bom  from 

Death, 
Rolls  the  vast  mass,  and  shall  forever  rolL 
No  single  atom,  once  in  being,  lost,     [Hiffli. 
With  change   of  counsel   charges  the  Ifost 

What  hence  infers  Lorenzo  ?    Can  it  be  t 
Matter  immortal  t    And  shall  spirit  die  % 
Above  the  nobler,  shall  less  noble  rise  I 
Shall  man  alone,  for  whom  all  else  Fevivea* 
No  resurrection  know  ?    Shall  man  alone. 
Imperial  man  I  be  sown  in  barren  ground. 
Less  privileged   than  grain,  on  which   he 

feeds! 
Is  man,  in  whom  alone  is  power  to  prize 
The  bliss  of  being,  or  with  previous  pain 
Deplore  its  period,  by  the  spleen  of  fate. 
Severely  doomed  Death's  single  unredeemed  I 

If  nature's  revolution  speaks  aloud. 
In  her  gradation,  hear  her  louder  stilL 
Look  nature  through — 'tis  neat  gradation  alL 
By  what  minute  degrees  her  scale  ascends ! 
Each  middle  nature  joined  at  each  extreme — 
To  that  above  it  joined,  to  that  beneath. 
Parts  into  parts  reciproctdly  shot. 
Abhor  divorce.     What  love  of  union  reigns  I 
Here,  dormant  matter  waits  a  call  to  life ; 
Half-life,  half -death,  join  there;   here,  life 
and  sense;  [ny: 

There,  sense  from  reason  steals  a  glimmering 
Reason  shii^es  out  in  man.    But  how  pre- 
served 
The  chain  unbroken  upward,  to  the  realms 
Of  incoiporeal  life  ?  those  realms  of  bliss 
Where  death  hath  no  dominion?    Grant  * 

make 
Half-mortal,  half-immortal — earthy,  part — 
And  part  ethereal ;  grant  the  soul  of  man 
Eternal :  or  in  man  the  series  ends,     [more ; 
Wide   yawns  the  gap;    connection    is   no 
Checked  Reason  halts ;  her  next  step  wants 
support;  [scheme; 

Striving  to   climb,  she   tumbles  from   her 
A  scheme  Analogy  pronounced  so  true  t 
Analogy,  man's  surest  guide  below. 

Edward  Young* 

IMS.  IMM0BTALIT7,  IntimatloiiB  oC 

There  was  a  time  when  meadow,  grove,  and 
The  earth,  and  every  common  sigh^  [stream. 
To  md  did  seem 
Apparelled  in  celestial  light — 
The  glory  and  the  freshness  of  a  dream. 
It  is  not  now  as  it  hath  been  of  yore : 
Turn  wheresoever  I  may, 
By  night  or  day,  [no  more. 

The  things  which  I  have  «ecn  I  now  can  ace 
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Tho  rainbow  oomcs  and  gooB, 
And  lovely  is  tho  roso ; 
The  moon  doth  Trith  delight 
Look  round  hsr  when  tho  hcnyena  are  bare ; 
Waters  on  a  starry  uight 
Are  beautiful  ancf  fair ; 
Tho  sunshine  is  a  glorious  birth ; 
But  yet  I  know,  wherever  I  go, 
That  there  hath  passed  away  a  glory  from 
tho  earth. 

Now,  while  tho  birds  thus  sing  a  joyous  song, 
And  whilo  tho  young  lambs  bound 
As  to  the  tabor's  sound. 
To  me  alono  there  came  a  thought  of  grief ; 
A  timely  utterance  gave  that  thought  relief, 

And  I  again  am  strong.  [steep — 
The  cataracts  blow  their  trumpets  from  the 
No  more  shall  grief  of  mine  the  season  wrong. 
I  hear  the  echoes  through  the  mountains 

throng; 
The  winds  come  to  mc  from  the  fields  of  sleep, 
And  all  the  earth  is  gay ; 
Land  and  sea 
Give  themselyes  up  to  jollity ; 
And  with  the  heart  of  May 
Doth  every  beast  keep  holiday ; 
Thou  child  of  joy, 
Shout  round  me,  let  me  hear  thy  shouts,  thou 
happy  shepherd  boy  I 

To  blessed  creatures  t  I  have  heard  the  call 

Ye  to  each  other  make  ;  I  see 
The  heavens  laugh  with  you  in  your  jubUee ; 

My  heart  is  at  your  festival, 
My  head  hath  its  coronal — 
The  fulness  of  your  bliss,  I  feel,  I  feel  it  all. 

0  evil  day  1  if  I  were  sullen 
While  earth  herself  is  adorning, 

This  sweet  May  morning, 
And  tho  children  are  culling     . 

On  every  side, 
In  a  thousand  valleys  far  and  wide. 
Fresh  flowers;    wlulo  the  sun  shines 
warm, 
And  the  babe  leaps  up  on  his  mother's  arm — 

1  hear,  I  hear,  with  joy  I  hear !  — 
But  there's  a  tree,  of  many  one, 

A  single  field  which  I  have  looked  upon — 
Both  of  them  speak  of  something  that  is 

The  pansy  at  my  feet  [gone ; 

Doth  the  samo  tale  repeat 
Whither  is  fled  the  visionary  sleam  ? 
Where  is  it  now,  tho  glory  and  the  dream  f 

Our  birth  is  but  a  sleep  and  a  forgetting ; 
The  BOol  that  rises  with  us,  our  lifers  star, 

Hatih  had  clsev/hcrc  its  setting, 
And  Cometh  from  afar. 

Not  in  cntiro  f orgetfulness, 

And  not  in  utter  nakedness, 
But  trailing  clouds  of  glory,  do  wo  come 

From  God,  who  is  our  homo. 
HeaTcn  lies  about  us  in  our  infancy  I 
ffh^aa  of  the  prison-house  begin  to  dose 

Upon  the  grov/inj?  l)oy ; 
But  he  beholds  the  light,  and  whence  it 

He  sees  it  in  his  joy.  [flows — 


The  youth  who  daily  farther  from  the  cast 
Must  travel,  still  is  nature's  priest, 
And  by  tho  vision  splendid 
Is  on  his  way  attended : 
At  length  the  man  perceives  it  die  away. 
And  fade  into  the  light  of  common  day. 

Earth  fills  her  lap  with  pleasures  of  her  own. 

Yearnings  she  hath  in  her  ov/n  natural  kind ; 

And   even  with  something   of  a  mother's 
And  no  unworthy  aim,  [mind, 

The  homely  nurse  doth  all  she  can 

To  make  her  foster-child,  her  inmate  man, 
Forget  tho  glories  he  hath  Imown, 

And  that  imperial  palace  whence  he  came. 

Behold    the    child    among    his    new-bom 

blisses — 
A  six  years'  darlmg  of  a  pigmy  size ! 
See,  where  mid  work  of  his  ovvti  hand  he  lies, 
Fretted  by  sallies  of  his  mother's  kisses, 
With  li^ht  upon  him  from  his  father's  eyes  I 
See  at  his  feet  some  little  plan  or  chart,  [life. 
Some  fragment  from  his  dream  of  human 
Shaped  by  himself  with  newly  leamdd  art — 

A  wedding  or  a  festival, 

A  mourning  or  a  funeral — 
And  this  hath  now  his  heart, 

And  unto  this  he  frames  his  song. 
Then  will  he  fit  his  tongue 
To  dialogues  of  business,  love,  or  strife ; 

But  it  will  not  be  long 

Ere  this  be  thrown  aside, 

And  with  new  joy  and  pride 
The  little  actor  cons  another  part —     [stage'' 
Filling  from  time  to  time  his    "humorous 
With  all  the  persoas,  down  to  palsied  age, 
That  life  brings  with  her  in  her  equipage ; 

As  if  his  whole  vocation 

Were  endless  imitation. 

Thou,  whose  exterior  semblance  doth  belie 

Thy  soul's  immensity  I 
Thou  best  philosopher,  who  yet  dost  keep 
Thy  heritage  1  thou  eye  among  the  blind^ 
That,  deaf  and  silent,  reacTst  tbe  eternal  deep, 
Haunted  forever  by  the  eternal  mind ! — 

Mighty  prophet !  Seer  blest. 

On  whom  those  truths  do  rest 
Which  we  are  toiling  all  our  lives  to  find. 
In  darkness  lost,  tho  darkness  of  the  grave  I 
Thou  over  whom  thy  immortality 
Broods  like  the  day,  a  master  o'er  a  slave, 
A  presence  which  is  not  to  bo  put  by ! 
"Diou  little  child,  yet  glorious  in  the  might 
Of    heaven-bom    freedom    on  thy   beins's 

height,  [voke 

Why  with  such  earnest  pains  dost  thou  pro- 
Tike  years  to  bring  the  inevitable  yoke. 
Thus  blindly  with  thy  blessedness  at  strife  ? 
Full  soon  thy  soul  shall  have  her  earthly 

freight. 
And  custom  lie  upon  thee  with  a  weight 
Heavy  as  frost,  and  deep  almost  as  life  I 

O  joy  1  that  in  our  embers 
Is  something  that  doth  livo^ 
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That  nataro  yet  remembera 
What  waa  bo  fugitive  I  [breed 

The  thought  of  our  past  years  in  me  doth 
Peipetual  oencdiction :  not,  indeed, 
For  that  which  ia  most  worthy  to  be  blest — 
Delight  and  liberty,  the  simple  creed 
Of  childhood,  whether  busy  or  at  rest, 
With  new-fledged  hope  still  fluttering  in  his 
Not  for  these  I  raise  [breast — 

The  song  of  thanks  and  praise ; 
But  for  those  obstinate  questionings 
Of  sense  and  outward  things. 
Fallings  from  uo,  yanishings. 
Blank  misgivings  of  a  creature 
Moving  about  in  worlds  not  realized,      [ture 
Hi^h  instincts,  before  which  our  mortal  na- 
Did  tremble  like  a  guilty  thing  surprised — 
But  for  those  flrst  affections. 
Those  shadowy  recollections, 
Which,  be  they  what  they  may. 
Are  yet  the  fountain-light  of  all  our  day. 
Are  yet  a  master  light  of  all  our  seeing, 

Uphold  us,  cherish,  and  have  power  to 
make 
Our  noisy  years  seem  moments  in  the  being 
Of  the  eternal  silence :  truths  that  wake, 

To  perish  never — 
Which  neither  listlessness,  nor  mad  endeavor, 

Nor  man  nor  boy. 
Nor  all  that  is  at  enmitv  with  joy, 
Can  utterly  abolish  or  destroy ! 

Hence  in  a  season  of  calm  weather, 
Though  inland  far  we  be. 
Our  souls  have  sight  of  that  immortal  sea 
Which  brought  us  hither — 
Can  in  a  moment  travel  thither. 
And  see  the  diildren  sport  upon  the  shore. 
And  hear  the  mighty  waters  rolling  evermore. 

Then  dng,  ye  birds,  sing,  sing  a  joyous  song  I 

And  let  the  young  lambs  bound 

As  to  the  tabor's  sound  I 
We  in  thought  will  join  your  throng, 

Te  that  pipe  and  ye  that  play, 

Ye  that  through  your  hearts  to-day 

Feel  the  gladness  of  the  May ! 
What  though  &e  radiance  which  was  once 

so  bright 
Be  now  forever  taken  from  my  sight,     [hour 

Though  nothing  can  brinff  bacK  the 
Of  splendor  in  the  grass,  of  glory  in  the 
flower — 

We  will  grieve  not,  rather  find 

Strength  m  what  remains  behind ; 

In  the  primal  sympathy 

Which,  having  been,  must  ever  be ; 

In  the  soothing  thoughts  that  spring 

Out  of  human  suffering; 

In  the  faith  that  looks  through  death. 
In  years  that  bring  the  philosophic  mind. 

And  O  ye  fountains,  meadows,  hills,  and 

groves. 
Forebode  not  any  severing  of  our  loves. 
Yet  in  my  heart  of  hearts  I  feel  your  might; 
I  only  have  relinquished  one  delight 
To  live  beneath  your  more  habitual  sway. 


I  love  the  brooks  which  down  thdr  channels 
fret,  [they ; 

Even  more  than  when  I  tripped  lightly  as 
The  innocent  brightness  of  a  new-bom  day 

Is  lovely  yet ; 
The  clouds  that  gather  round  the  setting  son 
Do  take  a  sober  coloring  from  an  eye 
That  hath  kept  watch  o^er  man's  mortality ; 
Another  race  hath  been,  and  other  paedms  are 

won. 
Thanks  to  the  human  heart  by  which  we  live. 
Thanks  to  its  tenderness,  its  joys,  and  fears — 
To  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows  can  g^^e 
Thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  for  tears. 

WiUiam  WordtworiJL, 

1M6.  DOCOBTALITTi  Lessca  ot 

THH  nUSBAKD  AKD  WIVK*S  ORAVB. 

Husband  and  wife  I  no  converse  now  ye  hold. 
As  once  ye  did  in  your  young  days  of  love, 
On  its  alarms,  its  anxious  hours,  delays, 
Its  silent  meditations  and  glad  hopes, 
Its, feat's,  impatience,  quiet  sympathies ; 
Nor  do  ye  speak  of  joy  assured,  and  bliss 
Full,  certain,  and  possessed.     Domestic  cares 
Call  you  not  now  together.     Earnest  talk 
On  what  your  children  may  be  moves  yoa 
Ye  lie  in  silence,  and  an  awful  silence ;  [not. 
Not  like  to  that  in  which  ye  rested  once 
Most  happy, — silence  eloquent,  when  heart 
With  heart  held  speech,  and  your  mysterious 
Harmonious,  sensitive,  at  every  beat  [framesi 
Touched  the  soft  notes  of  love. 

A  stillness  deep. 
Insensible,  unheeding,  folds  you  round. 
And  darkness,  as  a  stone,  has  scaled  you  in ; 
Away  from  all  the  living,  here  ye  rest. 
In  all  the  nearness  of  the  narrow  tomb. 
Yet  feel  ye  not  each  other's  presence  now ; — 
Dread  fellowship ! — ^together,  yet  alone. 
Is  this  thy  prison-house,  thy  grave,   then, 

Lovel  [holds 

And  doth  death  cancel  the  great  bond  that 
Commingling   spirits?    Arc   thoughts  that 

know  no  bounds. 
But,  self -inspired,  rise  upward,  searching  oat 
The  Eternal  Mind,  the  Father  of  all  thouSit — 
Are  they  become  mero  tenants  of  a  tomo  t — 
Dwellers  in  darkness,  who    the  illuminate 

realms 
Of  uncreated  light  have  visited  and  lived  t — 
Lived  in  the  dreadful  splendor  of  that  throne 
Which  One,  with  gentle  hand  the  veil  of  flerii 
Lifting  that  hung'twixt  man  and  it,  revealed 
In  glory  ? — throne  before  which  even  now 
Our  souls,  moved  by  prophetic  power,  bow 

down 
Rejoicing,  yet  at  their  own  natures  awed  \ — 
Souls  that  Thee  know  by  a  mysterious  sense. 
Thou    awful   unseen    Presence, — aro   they 

quenched  ? 
Or  burn  they  on,  hid  from  our  mortal  eyes 
By  that  bright  day  which  ends  not,  as  the  sun 
His  robe  of  light  flings  round  the  glittering 

stars? 
And  do  our  loves  all  periish  with  our  frames  f 
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Do  thoee  that  took  tbdr  root  and  put  forth 

buda, 
And  then  soft  leaves  unfolded  in  the  wannth 
Of  mutual  hearts,  grow  up  and  live  in  beauty, 
Then  fade  and  fall,  like  fair,  unconscious 

flowers  f  [give  speech. 

Are  thoughts  and  passions  that  to  the  tongue 
And  make  it  set  forth  winning  hannonics, 
That  to  the  cheek  do  give  its  living  glow, 
And  vision  in  the  eye  the  soul  intense 
With  that  for  which  there  is  no  utterance — 
Are  these  the  body^s  accidents,  no  more  I 
To  live  in  it,  and  when  that  ddes  go  out 
Like  the  burnt  taper's  flame  ? 

O  listen,  man  I 
A  voice  within  us  speaks  the  startling  word, 
"  Man,  thou  shalt  never  die  I  **  celestial  voices 
Hymn  it  around  our  souls ;  according  harps; 
By  angel  fingers  touched  when  the  mild  stars 
Of  morning  sang  together,  sound  forth  still 
The  song  of  our  great  immortality ;      [main, 
Thick-clustering  orbs,  and  this  our  fair  do- 
The  tall,  dark  mountains  and  the  deep-toned 
Join  in  this  solemn,  universal  song.        [seas, 
O  listen,  ye,  our  spirits  I  drink  it  in  [light ; 
From  all  the  air  I    Tis  in  the  gentle  moon- 
Is  floating  in  day's  setting  glories ;  Night, 
Wrapped  in  her  sable  robe,  with  silent  step 
Gomes  to  our  bed  and  breathes  it  in  our  ears ; 
Night  and  the  dawn,  bright  day  and  thought^ 

ful  eve, 
Ab  one  great  mystic  instrument,  are  touched 
By  an  unseen,  living  Hand,  and  conscious 
Quiver  with  joy  in  this  great  jubilee,  [chords 
The  dyins  hear  it ;  and,  as  sounds  of  earth 
Grow  duU  and  distant,  wako  their  passing 
To  mingle  in  this  heavenly  harmony,     [souls 

Why  is  it  that  I  linger  round  this  tomb  t 
What  holds  it  f    Dust  that  cumbered  those  I 

mourn. 
They  shook  it  off,  and  laid  aside  earth's  robes, 
And  put  on  those  of  light     They're  gone  to 
dwell  [love. 

In  love — ^their  God's  and  angels' t     Mutual 
That  bound  them  here,  no  longer  needs  a 

speech 
For  full  communion ;  nor  sensations  strong. 
Within  the  breast^  their  prison,  strive  in  vain 
To  be  set  free,  and  meet  their  kind  in  joy. 
Changed  to  celestials,  thoughts  that  rise  in 
each  [silent 

By  natures  new  impart  themselves,  though 
Bach  quickening  sense,  each  throb  of  h(3y 
Affections  sanctified,  and  the  full  glow  [love. 
Of  being,  which  expand  and  gladden  one, 
By  union  all  m3rstenous,  thrill  and  live 
In  both  immortal  frames  ; — sensation  all. 
And  thought,  pervading,  mingling  sense  and 

thought ! 
Te  paired,  yet  one  I  wrapt  in  a  consciousness 
Twofold,  yet  single — this  is  love,  this  life  1 
Why  call  we,  then,  the  square-built  monu- 
ment, 
The  upright  column,  and  the  low-laid  slab 
Tokens  of  death,  memorials  of  decay  ? 


Stand  in  this  solemn,  still  assembly,  man, 
And  learn  thy  proper  nature ;  for  thou  seest 
In  these  shaped  stones  and  lettered  tables 

flgpires    ^ 
Of  life.     Then  be  they  to  thy  soul  as  those 
Which  he  who  talked  on  Sinai's  mount  with 

God 
Brought  to  the  old  Judeans ; — ^types  are  these 
Of  tfipe  eternity. 

I  thank  thee.  Father, 
That  at  this  simple  gprave  on  which  the  dawn 
Is  breaking,  emblem  of  that  day  which  hath 
No  dose,  thou  kindly  unto  my  dark  mind 
Hast  sent  a  sacred  light  &Qcl  that  away 
From  this  green  hillock,  whither  I  liad  come 
In  sorrow,  thou  art  leading  me  in  joy. 

Richard  Henry  Dana. 

1M7.  nOfOBTALITT,  Longing  for. 

Away  with  death — away  [damps. 

With  all   her  sluggish  sleeps  and  chilling 

Impervious  to  the  day. 
Where  nature  sinks  into  inanity. 

How  can  the  soul  desire 
Such  hateful  nothingness  to  Crave, 

And  yield  with  joy  the  vital  fixe 
To  moulder  in  the  grave ! 

Tet  mortal  life  is  sad. 
Eternal  storms  molest  its  suUen  sky ; 

And  sorrows  ever  rife 
Drain  the  saored  fountain  dry — 

Away  with  mortal  life  I 
But  hail  the  calm  reality. 
The  seraph  immortality  1 
Hail  the  heavenly  bowers  of  peace, 
Where  all  the  storms  of  passion  cease. 
Wild  life's  dismaying  struggle  o'er. 
The  wearied  spirit  weeps  no  more ; 
But  wears  the  eternal  smile  of  joy. 
Tasting  bliss  without  alloy. 
Welcome,  welcome,  happy  bowers, 
Where  no  passing  tempest  lowers ; 
But  the  azure  heavens  display 
The  everlasting  smile  of  day ; 
Where  the  choral  seraph  choir 
Strike  to  praise  the  harmonious  lyre ; 
And  the  spirit  sinks  to  cosc^ 
Lulled  by  distant  symphonies. 
Oh  1  to  think  of  meeting  there 
The  friends  whose  graves  received  our  tear, 
The  daughter  lovecC  the  wife  adored, 
To  our  widow'd  arms  restored ; 
And  all  the  joys  which  death  did  sever. 
Given  to  us  again  forever  I 
Who  would  ding  to  wretched  life, 
And  hug  the  poisoned  thorn  of  strife ; 
Who  would  not  long  from  earth  to  fly, 
A  sluggish  senseless  lump  to  lie. 
When  the  glorious  prospect  lies 
Full  before  his  raptured  eyes  ? 

/T.  K  Whit^ 

1939.  IMKOBTALITT,  Myftory  oC 
Still  seems  it  strange  that  thou  shouldst  live 

forever  ? 
Is  it  less  strange  that  thou  shouldst  live  at  allt 
This  is  a  miracle,  and  that  no  more. 
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Who  gavo  bcgmning,  can  exclude  an  end. 
Deny  thou  art — ^thcn,  doubt  if  thou  shalt  be. 
A  miracle  with  miracles  enclosed, 
Is  man :  and  starts  his  faith  at  what  is  strange  ? 
What,  lees  than  wonders,  from  the  Wonderful? 
What,  less  than  miracles,  from  God  can  6ow  ? 
Admit  a  Gk>D,  (that  mystery  supreme  I  [cease. 
That  cause  uncaused!)  all  other  wonders 
Nothing  is  marvellous  for  Him  to  do  1 

Deny  Him .all  is  mystery  besides  V 

Millions  of  mysteries  I  each  darker  far 
Than  that  thy  wisdom  would,  unwisely,  shun. 
If  weak  thy  faith,  why  choose  the  harder  side  ? 
We  nothing  know,  but  what  is  marvellous  ; 
Yet  what  is  marvellous  we  can't  believe. 

Edward  Taung. 

1990.  DCMOBTALITT,  Patrimony  o£ 

O  what  a  patrimony  this !  A  bein^ 
Of  such  inherent  strength  and  majesty. 
Not  worlds  possest  can  raise  it — worlds  de- 
stroyed [course 
G^n't  injure;  which  holds  on  its  glorious 
When  thine,  O  Nature !  ends :  too  blest  to 

mourn 
Creation's  obsequies.    What  treasure  this  I 
The  monarch  is  a  beggar  to  the  man. 

Ibocortal  I  Ages  passed,  yet  nothing  gone  ? 
Mom  without  eve !  a  race  without  a  goal  t 
Unshortened  by  progression  infinite  1 
Futurity  forever  future !  Life 
Beginning  still,  where  computation  ends ! 
^Tis  the  ctescription  of  a  deity  1 
*Tis  the  description  of  the  meanest  slave  t 
The  meanest  slave  dares  then  Lorenzo  scorn  ? 
The  meanest  slave  thy  sovereign  glory  shares. 
Proud  youth  I  fastidious  of  the  lower  world 
Man's  lawful  pride  includes  humility ; 
Stoops  to  the  lowest ;  is  too  great  to  find 
Liferiors  I  all  immortal  I  Brothers  all  I 
Proprietors  eternal  of  Thy  love.  [strong. 

Immortal  1  What  can  strike  the  ssnse  so 
As  this  the  soul  ?  It  thunders  to  the  thought ; 
Reason  amazes ;  crratltude  overwhelms  1 
No  more  we  slunioer  on  the  brink  of  fate ! 
Roused  at  the  sound,  the  exulting  soul  ascends 
And  breathes  her  native  air ;  an  air  that  feeds 
Ambitions  high  and  fans  ethereal  fires ; 
Quick-kindles  all  that  is  divine  within  us, 
Nor  leaves  one  loitering  thought  beneath  the 

stars* 
Has  not  Lorenzo^s  bosom  caught  the  flame  ? 

Immortal  1    Were  but  one  immortal,  how 
Would  others  envy  I    how  would  thrones^ 

adore  I 
Because  'tis  common,  is  the  blessing  less  ? 
How  this  tics  up  the  1)Ounteous  hand  of  hea- 
O  vain,  vain,  vain,  all  else  1  Eternity !  [ven  1 
A  glorious  and  a  needful  refuge  that, 
From  vile  imprisonment  in  abject  views. 
'Tis  immoitality,  'tis  that  alone. 
Amid  life's  pains,  abasements,  emptiness, 
The  soul  can  conifort,  elevate,  and  fill. 
That  only,  and  that  amply,  this  performs ; 
Lifts  us  above  life's  pains,  her  joys  above. 
Their  terror,  those—and  these  their  lustre. 
Eternity  depending,  covers  all ;  [lose  t 


Eternity  depending,  all  achieves : 
Sets  earth  at  distance ;  casts  her  into  shade ; 
Blends  her  distinctions ;  abrogates  her  pow- 
The  low,  the  lofty,  joyous  ancTsevere,     [ers ; 
Fortune's  dread  frowns  and  fasdnatingsmiles. 
Make  one  promiscuous  and  neglected  heap 
The  man  beneath ;  if  I  may  ciul  him  man 
Whom  immortality's  full  force  inspires. 

Edward  Toung, 

1930.  DOIOBTALITT,  Fmgmi  ia. 

I  have  learned 
This  doctrine  from  the  vanishing  of  youtii. 
The  pictured  primer,  true,  is  thrown  aside ; 
But  its  first  lesson  liveth  in  my  heart 
I  shall  go  on  through  all  eternity. 
Thank  God,  I  only  am  an  embryo  still ; 
The  small  beginning  of  a  glorious  soul. 
An  atom  that  shall  fill  inmiensity. 

A.  C.  Coxe, 

1931.  IMM0BTALIT7,  Beaaon  for. 

Cai»,  It  must  be  so*    Plato,  thou  reaaonesi 

weU! 
Else  whence  this  pleasing  hope,  this  fond  de- 
sire. 
This  longing  after  immortality  ?  [ror. 

Or  whence  this  secret  dread,  and  inward  hor- 
Of  f idling  into  naught?   Why  shrinks  the 

soul 
Back  on  herself,  and  startles  at  destructioii  t 
'Tis  the  divinity  that  stirs  within  us ;    [after, 
'Tis  Heaven  itself,  that  points  out  a  hore- 
And  intimates  eternity  to  man. 

Eternity  I  thou  pleasing,  dreadful  thought ! 
Through  what  variety  of  untried  being. 
Through  what  new  scenes  and  changes  mnst 

we  pass !  [me ; 

The  wide,  the  unbounded  prospect  lies  before 
But  shadows,  clouds,  and  darkness  rest  upon 

it  [ns 

Here  will  I  hold.    If  there's  a  Power  a2)ove 
(And  that  there  is,  aU  Nature  cries  aloud 
Through  all  her  works),  he  must  ddight  in 

virtue ; 
And  that  which  he  delights  in  must  be  happy. 
But  when  t  or  where  t   This  world  was  made 

for  CflBsor.  [them. 

Fm  weary  of  conjectures, — ^this  must  end 

SLaj^ing  hi$  hand  en  hU  word, 
loubly  anned :  my  death  and 

life. 
My  bane  and  antidote,  are  both  before  me. 
This  in  a  moment  brings  me  to  an  end ; 
But  this  informs  mo  I  shall  never  die. 
The  soul,  secured  in  her  existence,  smiles 
At  the  drawn  dagger,  and  defies  its  point 
The  stars  shall  fSSa  away,  the  son  himself 
Grow  dim  with  age,  aind  Nature  sink  in 

years; 
But  thou  shalt  flourish  in  immortal  youth. 
Unhurt  amid  the  war  of  elements,  [worlds ! 
The   wreck  of  matter,    and  the   crash   of 

Joseph  AdditoiL 

1039.  DOfOBTAUTT,  Tnasitloa  «£ 

Nothing  is  dead  but  that  which  wished  to  die ; 
Nothing  is  dead  but  wretchedness  and  pain; 


IIVIMOBTA  T.rrY, 


HkOlORTAXinrST. 


445 


Nothinpc  is  dead  but  what  cncnmb^red,  galled, 
Blocked  up  the  pass,  and  barred  from  real  life. 
Where  dwells  that  wiah  most  ardent  of  the 

wiao? 
Too  dark  the  stin  to  see  it ;  higher  stars 
Too  low  to  reach  it ;  Death,  great  Death  alone, 
0*cr  stars  and  sun  triumphant,  lands  us  there. 

Nor  dreadful  our  transition,  though  the 
An  artist  at  creating  self-alarms,  [mind. 

Rich  in  expedients  for  inquietude, 
Is  prone  to  paint  it  dreadful.     Who  can  take 
Death's  portrait  true  ?  the  tyrant  never  sat 
Oiir  sketch  all  random  strokes,  conjecture  all : 
Close  shuts  the  ^ravc,  nor  teUs  one  single  tale. 
Death,  and  his  image  rising  in  the  brain. 
Bear  faint  resemblance— never  are  alike : 
Fear  shakes  the  pencil ;  Fancy  loves  excess ; 
Dark  ignorance  is  lavish  of  her  shades ; 
And  these  the  formidable  picture  draw. 

But  grant  tho  worst:  'tis  past :  new  pros- 
pects rise 
And  drop  a  veil  eternal  o*er  her  tomb. 
Far  other  views  our  contemplation  claim  «* 
Views  that  overpay  the  rigors  of  our  life ; 
Views  that  suspend  our  agonies  in  death. 
Wrapt  in  the  thought  of  immortality. 
Wrapt  in  the  single,  the  triumphant  thought. 
Long  life  might  lapse,  age  unperceived  come 
And  find  the  soul  unsated  with  her  theme,  [on, 
Its  nature,  proof,  importance,  Are  my  song ! 
O  that  my  song  could  emulate  my  soul — 
Like  her,  immortal.    No  I  tho  soul  disdains 
A  mark  so  mean :  far  nobler  hope  inflames. 
If  endless  ages  can  outweigh  an  hour, 
Let  not  the  laurel,  but  the  palm,  inspire. 

Thy  nature,  immortality  I  who  knows  ? 
And  yet,  who  knows  it  not  ?    It  is  but  life 
In  stronger  thread  of  bright  color  spun. 
And  spun  forever.    Dipped  by  cruel  Fate 
In  Stygian  dye,  how  black,  how  brittle  here  I 
How  short  our  correspondence  with  the  sun  * 
And  while  it  lasts,  inglorious!     Our  best 
deeds,  [joys, 

How  wanting  in  their  weight  9    Our  highest 
Small  cordials  to  support  us  in  our  pain. 
And  give  us  strength  to  suffer.     But  how 
To  mingle  interests,  converse,  amities,  [great 
With  all  the  sons  of  reason,  scattered  wide 
Tlirough  habitable  space,  wherever  bom, 
However  endowed ! — to  live  free  dtizens 
Of  universal  nature  I — ^to  lay  hold. 
By  more  than  feeble  faith,  on  the  Supreme  I 
To  call  heaven's  rich  unfathomable  mines 
(Mines  which  support  archangels  in  their  state) 
Our  own  I  to  rise  in  science  as  in  bliss. 
Initiate  in  the  secrets  of  the  skies  I 
To  read  creation ;  read  its  mighty  plan 
In  the  bare  bosom  of  the  Deity  I 
The  plan  and  execution  to  collate  I 
To  see,  before  each  glance  of  piercing  thought. 
All  cloud,  all  shadow,  blown  remote,  and 
No  mystery — ^but  that  of  love  divine,    [leave 
MThich  lifts  us  on  the  seraph's  flaming  wing. 
From  earth's  Aceldama,  this  fleld  of  blood. 
Of  inward  anguish,  and  of  outward  ill, 
From  darkness  and  from  dust,  to  such  a  scene  I 


Lov6*8  element  I  true  joy's  illustrious  home  I 
From  earth's  sod  contrast  (now  deplored) 

more  fair  I 
What  exquisite  vicissitudo  of  fate  t 
Blest  absolution  of  oui*  blackdst  hour  I 

Edward  Tuning, 

1933.  XHUOBTALITT,  Verdict  o£ 

The  witnesses  are  heard :  the  cause  is  o'er. 
Let  conscience  file  the  sentence  in  her  court. 
Dearer  than  deeds  that  half  a  realm  convey. 
Thus  sealed  by  truth,  the  authentic  record 
runs:  [know!) 

"Enow,  all — ^know,   infidels  I    (unapt  to 
'Tis  immortality  your  nature  solves ; 
'Tis  immoitality  deciphers  man, 
And  opens  all  the  mysteries  of  his  make. 
Without  it,  half  his  instincts  are  a  riddle ; 
Without  it,  all  his  virtues  are  a  dream. 
His  very  crimes  attest  his  dignity  ; 
His  sateless  thirst  of  pleasure,  gold  and  fame. 
Declares  him  bom  for  blessings  infinite. 
What  less  than  infinite  makes  unabsurd 
Passions,  which  all  on  earth  but  more  in- 
flames ? 
Fierce  passions,  so  mismeasured  to  this  scene, 
Stretehed  out,  like  eagles'  brings,  beyond  our 
Far  beyond  the  worth  of  all  below,        [nest. 
For  earth  too  large,  presage  a  nobler  flight, 
And  evidence  our  title  to  the  skies." 

Edward  Young. 

1934.  imCOBTAUTT,  Warning  from. 

Come,  O  ipy  soul,  thy  certein  ruin  trace ; 
If  thou  neglect  the  Saviour's  offer'd  grace. 
Infinite  years  in  torment  must  I  spend, 
And  never,  never,  never  have  an  end  I 
Oh,  must  I  dwell  in  torturing  despair, 
As  many  years  as  atoms  in  the  air  ? 
When  these  are  done,  as  many  to  ensue 
As  blades  of  grass  on  hills  and  dales  that 

grew; 
When  these  are  gone,  as  many  left  behind 
As  leaves  in  forests,  shaken  by  the  wind : 
When  these  are  past,  as  many  thousands  more 
As  grains  of  sand  upon  tho  ocean  shore ; 
When  these  run  out,  as  many  millions  more 
As  moments  in  the  millions  past  bef  oro  ? 
When  all  these  doleful  years  are  spent  in  pain, 
And  multiplied  by  millions,  yet  again, 
'TiU  numbers  drown  the  thought;  could  I 

suppose 
That  then  my  wretehed  years  would  close. 
This  would  afford  a  hope ;  but,  oh !  I  shiver 
To  ponder  on  the  dreadful  word, — ^forever  I 
The  burning  gulf,  where  I  blaspheming  lie, 
Is  time  no  more,  but  vast  eternity  I  1 
The  growing  torments  I  endure  for  sin 
Are  never  more  to  end,  but  always  to  begin. 
Oh  that  the  hand  that  cursed  with  tho  lash. 
Would  bless  me  back  to  nothing — ^with  a 

dashl 
Unjustly,  I  the  sin-avenger  hate, 
Blaspheme  this  awful  God,  and  curse  my  fate ; 
'Tis  just,  since  I,  who  bear  the  eternal  load, 
Contemned  the  death  of  an  eternal  Gtod. 
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1M5.  IHUOBTALITT,  Wonder  oH 

To  think  for  aye  I  to  breathe  immortal  breath, 
And  know  nor  hope,  nor  fear,  of  ending 

death ; 
To  see  the  myriad  worlds  that  ronnd  ns  roll 
Wax  old  and  perish,  while  the  steadfast  sonl 
Stands  fresh  and  moveless  in  her  sphere  of 

thought ; 
O  Gk>d  omnipotent  t  who  in  me  wronght  [orb, 
This  conscious  world,  whose  ever-growing 
When  the  dead  Past  shall  all  in  time  absorb, 
Will  bo  but  as  be^n, — oh,  of  Thine  own 
Give  of  the  holy  light  that  veils  Thy  throne, 
That  darkness  be  not  mine,  to  take  my  place 
Beyond  the  reach  of  light,  a  blot  in  space  I 
80  may  this  wondrous  life,  from  sin  made  free, 
Reflect  Thy  love  for  aye,  and  to  Thy  glory  be  1 

Washingtan  AlUton, 

1930.  KPATIEHaE,  OlMk  io. 

If  we  knew  the  woe  and  heartache 

Waiting  for  ns  down  the  road, 
If  oar  lips  could  taste  the  wormwood. 

If  our  backs  could  feel  the  load ; 
Would  we  waste  to-day  in  wishing 

For  a  time  that  no^er  can  be  t 
Would  we  wait  in  such  impatioace 

For  our  ships  to  come  from  seat 

If  we  knew  the  baby  finders 

Pressed  against  the  wmdow  pane 
Would  bo  cold  and  stiff  to-morrow-^ 

Never  trouble  us  again; 
Would  the  bright  eyes  of  our  darling 

Catch  tlio  frown  upon  our  br6w  t 
Would  the  prints  of  rosy  fingers 

Vex  us  then  as  they  do  now  ?  K.A,8, 

1937.  DfPATIEHOE,  Olildad. 

Wait  thou  for  time :  the  slow-unfolding  flower 
Chides  man's  impatient  haste  with  long  delay : 
The  harvest  ripening  in  the  autmmud  sun ; 
The  golden  fruit  of  suffering's  weighty  power 
Within  the  soul-like  soft  bells*  silvery  chime 
Repeat  the  tones,  if  fame  may  not  be  won, 
Or  if  the  heart  where  thou  shouldst  find  a 

shrine 
Breathe  forth  no  blessing  on  thy  lonely  way — 

Wait  thou  for  time ;  it  hath  a  sorcerer's  power 
To  dim  life's  mockeries  that  gayly  shine, 
To  lift  the  veil  of  seeming  from  &e  real. 
Bring  to  thy  soul  a  rich  or  fearful  dower. 
Write  golden  tracery  on  the  sands  of  life, 
And  raise  the  drooping  heart  from  scenes  ideal 
To  a  high  purpose  in  the  world  of  strife : 
Wait  thou  for  time  I        Lwoy  Hooper, 

1938.  IMPATIEHOE,  Folly  of. 

To  see  what  gems  lie  hidden  where  it  ffrows, 
Would'st  pluck  the  tree  of  life  up  oy  the 
root? 
Wait  until  the  unseen  into  flower  blows ; 
Wkit  till  the  jewels  hang  in  precious  fruit 

Gerald  Masiey. 

1939.  mPBISOmCEHT,  Joyom. 

A  little  bird  I  am. 
Shut  from  the  fields  of  air ; 


Ajid  in  my  cage  I  sit  and  sing 

To  Him  who  placed  me  thm ; 
Well  pleased  a  prisoner  to  be, 
Because,  my  Qod  it  pleases  liiee. 

Naught  have  I  else  to  do ; 

I  sing  the  whole  day  long ; 
And  He,  whom  most  I  love  to  pleaao^ 

Doth  listen  to  my  song ; 
He  caught  and  bound  my  wandering  wing; 
But.  stiU  He  bends  to  hear  me  sing. 

Hy  cage  confines  me  round ; 

Abroad  I  caxmot  fly ; 
But,  though  my  wing  is  doeely  boimd, 

My  heart's  at  liberty. 
My  prison  walls  cannot  control 
The  flight,  the  j&eedom  of  the  sonL 

Oh  1  it  is  good  to  soar. 

These  bolta  and  bars  above, 
To  Him  whose  purpose  I  adore, 

Whose  proviaence  I  love ; 
And  in  Thy  mighty  Will  to  find 
The  joy,  the  fr^om  of  the  mind. 
MadofM  QuyoUf  tr.  by  Tho$,  C.  Upkamu 

1940.  nrOABIAIIOVi  Wondsri  of  tha. 

Oh,  how  wondrous  is  the  story 
Of  our  blest  Redeemer's  birth  I 

See,  the  mighty  Lord  of  glory 
Leaves  His  heaven  to  visit  earth. 

If  some  prophet  had  been  sent 

With  salvation's  joyful  news. 
Who  that  heard  the  blest  event 

Could  their  warmest  love  refuse  t 

But  'twas  He  to  whom  in  heaven 

Hallelujahs  never  cease ; 
He,  the  mighty  €k>d,  was  given — 

Given  to  us — a  Prince  of  peace. 

None  but  He  who  did  create  ua 
Could  redeem  from  nn  and  hell ; 

None  but  He  could  reinstate  us 
ISL  the  rank  from  which  we  felL 

Had  He  come,  the  glorious  Stranger, 
I>ecked  witii  all  the  world  calls  great; 

Had  He  lived  in  pomp  and  grandeur. 
Crowned  with  more  than  royal 


Still  our  tongues,  with  praise  o\ 
On  such  boundless  love  would  dwell ;' 

Still  our  hearts,  with  rapture  glowing. 
Feel  what  words  could  never  teUL 

But  what  wonder  should  it  raise. 
Thus  our  lowest  state  to  borrow  t 

Oh,  the  high  mysterious  ways — 
God's  own  Son  a  child  of  sorrow  I 

'Twas  to  bring  us  endless  pleasure 
He  our  suffering  nature  Doro; 

'Twas  to  give  us  heavenly  treasure 
He  was  willing  to  be  poor. 

BaiMokMore. 

1941.  IH001CFLBIEIS88,  Law  O. 

Deal  gently  with  us,  ye  who  read  I 
Our  largest  hope  is  unfulfilled— 
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Hie  promise  still  ootruns  the  deed — 
The  tower,  but  not  the  spire,  we  build. 

Oar  whitest  pearl  we  never  find ; 

Our  ripest  fruit  wc  never  reach ; 
The  flowering  moments  of  the  mind 

Drop  half  their  petals  in  our  speedi. 

Olioer  WomM  Edlme$. 

lIMi.  IHOOlPBltH  BNBI BLB,  Btrogglo  Ibr  ihs. 

• 

In  mind,  in  matter,  much  was  difiicalt 
To  understand :  but  what  in  deepest  night 
Retired,  inscrutable,  mysterious,  dark. 
Was  evil ;  God's  decrees ;  and  deeds  decreed, 
Responsible.     Why  God,  the  just  and  good. 
Omnipotent  and  TTise,  should  suffer  sin 
To  rise.     Why  man  was  free,  accountable ; 
Yet  God  foreseeing,  overruling  all. 
Where'er  the  eye  could  turn,  whatever  track 
Of  moral  thought  it  took,  by  reason^s  torch. 
Or  Scripture's  led,  before  it  still  this  mount 
Spnmg  up,  impervious,  insurmountable, 
iJbNOve  the  human  stature  rising  far ; 
Horizon  of  the  mind — surrounding  still 
The  vision  of  the  soul  with  clouds  and  ^loom. 
Yet  did  they  not  attempt  to  scale  its  sides. 
And  gain  its  top.    Philosophy,  to  climb, 
Witii  all  her  vigor  toiled  from  age  to  age ; 
From  age  to  age,  Theology,  with  all 
Her  vigor,  toiled ;  and  vagrant  Fancy  toiled. 
Kot  weak  and  foolish  only,  but  the  wise, 
Patient,  courageous,  stout,  sound-headed  man 
Of  proper  discipline,  of  excellent  wind, 
And  strong  of  intellectual  limb,  toiled  hard ; 
And  oft  above  the  reach  of  common  eye 
Ascended  far,  and  seemed  well-nigh  the  top : 
But  only  seemed ;  for  still  another  top 
Above  them  rose,  till  giddy  grown^  and  mad. 
With  gazing  at  these  dangerous  heights  of 

God, 
They  tumbled  down,  and  in  their  raving  said. 
They  o'er  the  summit  saw :  and  some  beheved ; 
Believed  a  lie ;  for  never  man  on  earth 
That  mountain  crossed,  or  saw  its  farther  side. 
Around  it  lay  the  wreck  of  many  a  Sage, 
Divine,  Philosopher ;  and  many  more 
Fell  daily,  undeterred  by  millions  fallen ; 
Each  wondering  why  he  failed  to  comprehend 
God,  and  with  finite  measure  infinite. 
To  pass  it,  was  no  doubt  desirable ; 
Ana  few  of  any  intellectual  size 
That  did  not  sometime  in  their  day  attempt ; 
But  all  in  vain ;  for  as  the  distant  hill,  ' 

Which  on  the  right,  or  left,  the  traveller's 

eye  [oft 

Bounds,  seems  advancing  as  he  walks,  and 
He  looks,  and  looks,  and  thinks  to  pass ;  but 

still 
It  forward  moves,  and  mocks  his  baffled  sight, 
inil  night  descends  and  wraps  the  scene  in 

gloom, 
So  did  this  moral  height  the  vision  mock ; 
So  lifted  up  its  dark  and  cloudy  head, 
Before  ^e  eye,  and  met  it  evermore.       [God 
And  some,  provoked,  accused  the  righteous 
Accused  of  what  ?  hoar  human  boldness  now ; 
Hear  guilt,  hear  folly,  madness,  all  extreme  1 


Accused  of  what  t  the  God  of  troth  aoooaed 
Of  cruelty,  injustice,  wickedness  1 
Abtmdant  sin  I  Because  a  mortal  man, 
A  worm  at  best  of  small  capacity, 
With  scarce  an  atom  of  Jehovah's  works 
Before  him,  and  with  scarce  an  hour  to  look 
Upon  them,  should  presume  to  censure  God — 
The  infinite  and  uncreated  God  I 
To  sit  in  judgment— on  Himself,  His  works, 
His  providence  I  and  try,  accuse,  condemn  I 
If  there  is  aught,  thought  or  to  think,  absurd. 
Irrational,  and  wicke^  this  is  more — 
This  most ;  the  sin  of  devils,  or  of  those 
To  devils  growing  fast :  wise  men  and  good. 
Accused  themselves,  not  Qod ;  and  put  thedr 

hands 
Upon  their  mouths  and  in  the  dust  adored. 

Hohert  JPblloh. 

IMS.  DTOQHBTAVOT,  Example  «£ 

Some  of  their  chie£i  were  princes  oif  the  land ; 
In  the  first  rank  of  these  did  Zimri  stand ; 
A  man  so  various,  that  he  seemed  to  be 
Not  one,  but  all  mankind's  epitome : 
Stiff  in  opinions,  always  in  the  wrong ; 
Was  eveiything  by  starts,  and  nothing  long ; 
But,  in  the  course  of  one  revolving  moon. 
Was  chymist,  fiddler,  statesman,  and  buffoon ; 
Then   all    for  women,    painting,   rhyming, 

drinking,  [thinking. 

Besides  ten  thousand  freaks  that  died  in 
Blest  madman,  who  could  every  hour  employ. 
With  something  new  to  wish  or  to  enjoy  I 
Hailing  and  praising  were  his  usual  themes ; 
And  both,  to  show  his  judgment,  in  extremes : 
So  over- violent  or  over-civil, 
That  eveiy  man  with  him  was  God  or  DeviL 
In  squandering  wealth  was  his  peculiar  art ; 
Nothing  went  unrewarded  but  desert.    Hate ; 
Beggared  by  fools,  whom  still  he  found  too 
He  had  his  jest,  and  they  had  his  estate. 
He  laughed  himself  from  court,  then  sought 

relief 
By  forming  parties,  but  could  ne'er  be  chief ; 
For,  spite  of  him,  the  weight  of  business  fell 
On  Absalom,  and  wise  Achitophel. 
Thus,  wicked  but  in  will,  of  means  bereft. 
He  left  no  faction,  but  of  that  was  left 

John  Dry  den, 

1M4«  DTOOVSTAHOY,  Emiisii. 

O  what  a  thing  is  man  t  how  far  from  power, 

From  settled  peace  and  rest  1 
He  is  some  twenty  several  men  at  least 
Each  several  hour. 

He  builds  a  house,  which  quickly  down  must 

As  if  a  whirlwind  blew  [go. 

And  crushed  the  building:   and  'tis  partly 

His  mind  is  so.  [true, 

O  what  a  sight  is  man,  if  his  attires 

Did  ^ter  with  his  mind ;  [bined 

And  like  a  dolphin's  skin,  his  clothes  com- 
With  his  desires !      George  Herbert. 

lfMi5«  nrDOLEHOEt  AwoUog  from. 

'    I  waste  no  more  in  idle  dreama 
My  Hfe^  my  soul  away ; 
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I  wake  to  know  my  better  self — 

I  wake  to  watch  and  pray. 
Thought,  feeling,  tune,  on  idols  yoin, 

IVo  lavished  all  too  long : 
Henceforth  to  holier  purposes 

I  plodgo  myself,  my  song  I 

I  shut  mine  eyes  in  g^ef  and  shame 

Upon  the  dreary  past — 
My  heart,  my  soul  poured  recklessly 

On  dreams  that  could  not  last; 
My  bark  was  drifted  down  the  stream. 

At  wiU  of  wind  or  wave — 
An  idle,  light,  and  fragile  thing. 

That  few  had  cared  to  save. 

Henceforth  the  tiller  Truth  shall  hold^ 

And  steer  as  conscience  tells. 
And  I  will  brave  the  storms  of  fate, 

Th6ugh  wild  the  ocean  swells. 
I  know  my  soul  is  strong  and  high. 

If  once  I  give  it  sway : 
I  feel  a  glorious  power  within. 

Though  light  I  seem  and  gay. 

Oh,  laggard  soul  I  unclose  thine  eyes — 

No  more  in  luxury  soft 
Of  joy  ideal  waste  thyself : 

Awake  and  soar  aloft  I 
Unfurl  this  hour  those  falcon  wings 

Which  thou  dost  fold  too  long ; 
Baise  to  the  skies  thy  lightning  gaze, 

And  sing  thy  loftiest  song  I 

^Frances  Sargent  Osgood, 

1M6.  INDOLEHOE,  OftstU  A 

The  doors,  that  knew  no  shrill  alarming,  bell, 
Ne  cursed  knocker  plied  by  villain's  hand, 

Self -opened  into  halls,  where,  who  can  tell 
What  elegance  and  grandeur  wide  expand. 
The  pride  of  Turkey  and  of  Persia  land? 

Soft   quilts   on   quilts,  on   carpets  carpets 

spread,  [band. 

And  couches  stretched  around  in  seemly 

And  endless  pillows  rise  to  prop  the  head ; 

So  that  each  spacious  room  was  one  full- 
swelling  bed. 

And  everywhere  huge  covered  tables  stood, 
With  wines  high  flavored  and  rich  viands 
crowned: 

Whatever  sprightly  juice  or  tasteful  food 
On  the  green  bosom  of  this  Earth  are  found, 
Anid  all  old  Ocean  genders  in  his  round : 

Some  hand  unseen  these  silently  displayed. 
Even  undemanded  by  a  sign  or  sound ; 

You  need  but  wish,  and,  instantly  obeyed. 

Fair  ranged  the  dishes  rose,  and  thick  the 
glosses  played. 

Each  sound,  too,  here,  to  languishment  in- 
clined, 

Lulled  the  weak  bosom,  and  induced  ease : 
Atrial  music  in  the  warbling  wind. 

At  distance  rising  oft,  by  small  degrees. 

Nearer  and  nearer  came,  till  o^er  the  trees 
It  hung,  and  breathed  such  soul-dissolving  airs 

As  did,  alas  1  with  soft  perdition  please : 


Entangled  deep  in  its  enchanting  snares. 
The  listening  heart  f  oigot  all  duties  and  all 
*  cares. 

A  certain  music,  never  known  before, 
Here  lulled  the  pensive  melancholy  mind; 

Full  easily  obtained.    Behoves  no  more, 
But  sidelong,  to  the  gently  waving  wind. 
To  lay  the  well-tuned  instramcnt  reclined^ 

From  which,  with  airy-flying  Angers  lights 
Beyond  each  mortal  touch  the  most  refined. 

The  god  of  winds  drew  sounds  of  deep  de- 
light, [hi^t. 

Whence,  with  just  cause,  the  harp  of  iEolos  it 

And  hither  Moqsheus  sent  his  kindest  dreams, 

Baisinff  a  world  of  gayer  tinct  and  graoe^ 
O'er  whicQ  were  shadowy  cast  Elysian  gleams. 

That  played,  in  waving  lights,  ttom.  place 
to  place. 

And  shed  a  roseate  smile  on  Kahire*8  face. 
Not  Titian's  pencil  e'er  could  so  array. 

With  fleecy  clouds,  the  pure  ethereal  space ; 
Ne  could  it  e'er  such  melting  forms  display. 
As  loose  on  flowery  beds  all  languishingly  lay. 

Here  languid  Beauty  kept   her   pale-faoed 
court: 

Bevies  of  dainty  dames,  of  high  degree, 
From  every  quarter  hither  made  resort ;  [tne^ 

Where,  from  gross  mortal  care  and  bosiima 

They  lay,  poured  out  in  ease  and  luxury : 
Or  should  they  a  vain  show  of  work  assome, 

Alas  I  and  well-a-day  I  what  can  it  be  ! 
To  knot,  to  twist,  to  range  the  vernal  bloom ; 
But  far  is  cast  the  distaff,  spinning-wheel, 
and  loom. 

Their  only  labor  was  to  kill  the  time ; 
And  labor  dire  it  is,  and  weary  woe : 
They  sit,  they  loll,  turn  o'er  some  idle  ihyme, 
Then,  rising  sudden,  to  the  glass  they  go, 
Or  saunter  forth,  with  tottering  step  aiid 
slow: 
This  soon  too  rude  an  exercise  they  find ; 
Straight  on  the  couch  their  limbs  again  they 
tnrow,  [dined. 

Where  hours  on  hours  they  sighing  lie  re- 
And  court  the  Vapory  god  sof  w^reathing  in 
the  wind. 

Now  must  I  mark  the  villany  we  fomid ; 
But,  ah  I  too  late,  as  shall  full  soon  be 
shown. 
A  place  here  was,  deep,  dreary,  under  groond. 
Where  still  our  inmates,  when  unpleasng 
grown,  [thrown. 

Diseased,    and    loathsome,    privily  were 
Far  from  the  light  of  heaven,  they  languished 
there, 
Unpitied,  uttering  many  a  bitter  groan ; 
For  of  these  wretches  taken  was  no  care : 
Fierce  fiends,  and  hags  of  hell,  their  only 
nurses  were. 

Alas!  the  change!   from  scenes  of  joy  and 

rest,  [alway. 

To  this  dark  den,  where  Sickness  tossed 
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Here  Lethargy,  with  deadly  sleep  opprest, 
Stretched  on  his  back,  a  mignty  lubbard, 
lay,  [day ; 

Heaving  his  sides,  and  snoring  night  and 
To  stir  him  from  his  trance  it  was  not  eath, 
And  his  half-opened  eyne  he  shut  straight- 
way; 
He  led,  I  wot,  the  softest  way  to  death, 
And  tanght  withoutcn  pain  and  strife  to 
yidd  the  breath. 

Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  unsound, 
Boft-swoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydropsy : 

Unwieldy  man  I  with  belly  monstrous  round, 
Forever  fed  with  watery  supply : 
For  still  he  drank,  and  yet  he  still  was  dry. 

And  moping  here  did  Hypochondria  sit. 
Mother  of  Spleen,  in  robes  of  various  dye. 

Who  vexed  was  full  oft  with  ugly  fit ; 

And  some  her  frantic  deemed,  and  some  her 
deemed  a  wit. 

A  lady  proud  she  was  of  ancient  blood,  [low ; 

Tet  oft  her  fear  her  pride  made  crouchen 
She  felt,  or  fancied,  in  her  fluttering  mood. 

All  the  diseases  which  the  spitals  know, 

And  sought  all  physic  which  the  shops 

bestow,  [tiy. 

And  still  new  leaches  and  new  drugs  would 

Her  humor  ever  wavering  to  and  fro ; 
For  sometimes  she  would  laugh,  and  some- 
times cry,  (not  why. 
Then  sudden  waxed  wroth,  and  all  she  knew 

Fast  by  her  side  a  listless  maiden  pined. 
With  aching  head,  and  squeamish  heart- 
burnings ;  [kind. 
Pale,  bloated,  cold,  she  seemed  to  hate  man- 
Yet  loved  in  secret  all  forbidden  thinss. 
And  here  the  Tertian  shakes  his  chSling 
wings;                                         [cocks; 
The  8leq)less  Qout  here  counts  the  crowing 
A  wolf  now  gnaws  him,  now  a  serpent 
stings ;                                      [Imocks 
Whilst    Apoplexy   crammed    Intemperance 
Down  to  the  ground  at  once,   as  butcher 
felleth  ox.                 Jamea  TkovMOTu 

1M7.  IHTOLEHGE,  Penalty  A 

What  multitudes  the  curse  shall  feel 
Who  keep  their  talent  unemployed. 

Shut  out  from  heaven,  shut  up  in  hell. 
For  doing  neither  harm  nor  good  I 

€harU$  Wesley, 

1M9.  IHDOLEIOB,  Viotlia  ofi 

Not  all  at  once. 
He  yielded  to  the  soothing  voice  of  sleep ; 
,  But  having  seen  a  bough  of  laurel  wave, 
He  effort  made  to  climb;  and  friends,  and 

even 
Himself,  talked  of  his  greatness,  as  at  hand. 
And  prophesying  drew  his  future  life, 
y^  prophecy !  his  fancy,  taught  by  sloth. 
Saw  in  the  very  threshold  of  pursuit 
A  thousand  obstacles ;  he  halted  first, 
And  while  he  halted,  saw  his  burning  hopes 
Grow  dim  and  dimmer  still :  ambition's  self, 

29 


The  advocate  of  loudest  tongue,  decayed ; 
His  purposes,  made  daily,  cmily  broken, 
Like  plant  uprooted  oft,  and  set  again. 
More  sickly  grew,  and  daily  wavered  more : 
Till  at  the  last,  decision,  quite  worn  out, 
Decision,  fulcrum  of  the  mental  powers. 
Resigned   the   blasted   soul  to   staggering 

chance ;  [wara  still ; 

Sleep  gathered  fast,  and  weighed  him  down- 
His  eye  fell  heavy  from  the  mount  of  fame ; 
His  young  resolves  to  benefit  the  world. 
Perished,  and  were  forgotten ;  he  shut  his  ear 
Against  the  painful  news  of  rismg  worth ; 
And  drank  with  desperate  thirst  the  poppy's 

juice; 
A  deep  and  mortal  slumber  settled  down 
Upon  his  weary  faculties  oppressed ; 
He  rolled  from  side  to  side,  and  rolled  again ; 
.And  snored,  and  g^aned,  and  withered,  and 

expired. 
And  rotted  on  the  spot,  leaving  no  name. 

Robert  BMok. 

IMO.  IHDnSTBT,  Benefit  o£ 

Ho,  all  who  labor,  all  who  strive  t 

Ye  wield  a  lofty  power ; 
Do  with  your  might,  do  with  your  strength, 

Fill  every  gol£n  hour  I 
The  glorious  privilege  to  do 

Is  man^s  most  noble  dower. 
O,  to  your  birthright  and  yourselvesr 

To  your  own  souls  be  true  t 
A  weary,  wretched  life  is  theirs 

Who  have  no  work  to  do.      G.  F,  Ome, 

1950.  IHDU8TRT,  Inoentivos  tdb 

Toil,  and  be  p^lad  I  let  Industiy  inspire 
Into   your   quickened   limbs   her   buoyant 
breath  1 
Who  does  not  act  is  dead :  absorbed  entire 
In  miry  sloth,  no  pride,  no  joy  he  hath ; 
O  leaden-hearted  men,  to  be  in  love  with 
death  I 

Ah  I  what  avail  the  largest  gifts  of  Heaven, 
When  drooping  health  and  spirits  go  amiss  I 

How  tasteless  then  whatever  can  be  given  I 
Health  is  the  vital  principle  of  bliss, 

And  exercise  of  health.     In  proof  of  this. 
Behold  the  wretch  who  slugs  his  life  away. 

Soon  swallowed  in  Disease^s  sad  abyss,   ' 
While  he  whom  Toil  has  braced,  or  manly 
play,  [clear  as  day. 

Has  light  as  air  each  Umb,  each  thought  as 

O  who  can  speak  the  vigorous  joys  of 
health  I 
Unclogged  the  body,  unobscured  the  mind ; 
The   morning    rises  gay,   with   pleasing 
stealth,  * 

The  temperate  evening  falls  serene  and  kind. 
In  health  the  wiser  brutes  true  ff ladness  find, 
Seel    how  the  younglings  frisk  along  the 
meads,  [wind ; 

As  May  comes  on,  and  wakes  the  balmy 
Rampant  with  life,  their  joy  all  joy  exceeds. 
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Come,  f oUow  me ;  I  wil)  direct  yon  right, 
YThere  Fleasare^B  roses,  void  of  serpents, 

grow, 
Sincere  as  sweet:  come,  follow  this  ^pood 

Knight,  [to  yonr  sight 

And  jon  will  bless  the  day  that  brought  him 

Some  he  will  lead  to  coorts,  and  some  to 
camps, 
To  senates  some,  and  public  sage  debates, 
Where,  by  tho  solemn  gleam  of  midnight- 
lamps,  [states ; 
The  world  is  poised,  and  managed  mighty 

To  high  discorery  some,  that  new  creates 
Tlie  face  of  earth ;  some  to  the  thriyinff  mart : 

Some  to  the  rural  reign  and  softer  rates ; 
To  the  sweet  Mnses  some,  who  raise  the  heart : 
All  glory  shall  be  yours,  all  Nature,  and  all 
Art  JwmM  Tl^amsan, 

1051.  nrDUBTBT,  MomuiMnii  of. 

Toil  on !  toil  on  I  ye  ephemeral  train. 

Who  build  in  tho  tossing  and  treacherous 

main; 
Toil  on  I  for  the  wisdom  of  man  ye  mock, 
With  your  sand-based  structures  and  domes 

of  rock, 
Your  columns  the  fathomless  fountains^  cave. 
And  your  arches  spring  up  to  the  crested  wave ; 
Te  *re  a  puny  race  thus  to  boldly  rear 
A  fabric  so  vast  in  a  realm  so  drear. 
Ye  build — ^vo  build — but  ye  enter  not  in, 
Like  the  tnbes  whom  the  desert  devoured  in 

their  sin ; 
From  the  land  of  promise  ye  fade  and  die 
Ere  its  verdure  gleams  forth  on  your  weary 

eye; 
As  the  kiuffs  of  the  doud-crowncd  pyramid. 
Their  noiseless  bones  in  oblivion  hia. 
Ye  slumber  unmarked  mid  the  desolate  main, 
While  the  wonder  and  pride  of  your  works 

remain.     Mrs,  Lydia  H,  Sigaumey. 

1M9.  INDUSTBT,  XotivM  for. 

Death  worketh, 

Let  me  work  too ; 
Death  undoeth, 
Let  mo  do. 
Busy  as  death  my  work  I  ply, 
Till  I  rest  in  the  rest  of  eternity. 

Time  worketh, 

Let  me  work  too ; 
Time  undoeth, 
Let  mo  do. 
Busy  as  time  my  work  I  ply, 
TUl  I  rest  in  tho  rest  of  eternity. 

Sin  worketh, 

Let  me  work  too ; 
Sin  undoeth. 
Let  me  do. 
Busy  as  sin  my  work  I  ply. 
Till  I  rest  in  the  rest  of  eternity. 

SoraHu9  Bcnar, 

1M3*  IHBTJSTRT,  Poioe  ot 

Still  hope  I  still  act  I    Be  sure  that  life. 
The  source  and  strength  of  every  good. 


Wastes  down  in  f eeling^s  empty  strife^ 
And  dies  in  dzeaming's  sickly  mood. 

To  toil,  in  tasks  however  inean. 
For  all  we  know  of  right  and  true — 

In  this  alone  our  worth  is  seen ; 
*Ti8  thu  we  were  ordained  to  do. 

So  shalt  thou  find  in  work  and  thought 
The  peace  that  sorrow  cannot  give ; 

Though  griefs  worst  pangs  to  thee  be  taught, 
By  thee  let  others  nobler  live. 

Thou  wilt  have  angels  near  above, 
By  whom  invisime  aid  is  given ; 

They  journey  still  on  tasks  of  love, 
Ajna  never  rest,  except  in  heaven. 

Sterling, 

1M4.  IHDUSTRT,  Woiki  of. 

Now  sober  Industry,  illustrious  power  I 
Hath  raised  the  peaceful  cottage,  calm  abode 
Of  innocence  and  joy;  now  sweating,  ffoides 
The  shining  ploughdiare,  tames  the  8tm>boni 

soil ;  [marsh : 

Leads  the  long  drain  along  the  unfertile 
Bids  the  bleak  hill  with  vemiu  verdure  Uoom, 
The  haunt  of  flocks,  and  clothes  the  barfen 

heath 
With  waving  harvests  and  the  golden  grain. 

Miehad  Br^ee^ 

1M5.  UFAVOT,  Death  in. 

In  due  observance  of  an  ancient  rite. 
The  rude  Biscayans,  when  their  children  lie 
Dead  in  the  sinless  time  of  infancy, 
Attire  the  peaceful  corse  in  vestments  white; 
And,  in  like  sign  of  cloudless  triumph  bright 
They  bind  the  unoffending  creature*s  brows 
With  happy  garlands  of  the  pure  white: 
Tlien  do  a  festal  company  unite 
In  choral  song ;  and,  whilo  the  uplifted 
Of  Jesus  goes  before,  the  child  is  borne 
Uncovered  to  his  grave :  ^tis  closed — her  loss 
The  mother  thsn  mourns,  as  she  needs  must 
mourn;  [diwd; 

But  soon,  through  Christian  faith,  is  grief  sob- 
And  joy  returns,  to  brighten  fortitude. 

William  Wordnoortk, 

1M6.  IHFAHOT,  Thooghti  oL 

What  is  the  little  one  thinking  about  ff 
Very  wonderful  things,  no  doubt ; 
Unwritten  history  1 
Unfothomed  mystery  I 
Yet  he  chuckles,  and  crows,  and  nods,  snd 
As  if  his  head  were  as  full  of  kinks    [wink^ 
And  curious  riddles  as  any  sphinx  I 
Warped  by  colic,  and  wet  oy  tears. 
Punctured  by  pins,  and  tortured  by  fears, 
Our  little  nephew  will  lose  two  years ; 
And  heUl  never  know 
Where  the  summers  go ; 
He  need  not  laugh,  for  he^llfind  it  so. 

Who  can  tell  what  a  baby  thinks  t 
Who  can  follow  the  gossamer  links 
By  which  the  manikin  feds  his  way 
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Oat  from  tbe  shore  of  the  great  unknown, 
Blind,  and  wailing,  and  alone, 

Into  tho  light  of  day  t 
Oat  from  tho  shore  of  the  unknown  sea. 
Tossing  in  pitiful  agony ; 
Of  the  unknown  sea  that  reels  and  roUs, 
Specked  with  the  barks  of  little  tools, — 
Barks  that  were  launched  on  the  other  side, 
And  slipped  from  heaven  on  an  ebbing  tide  I 

What  aoes  ho  think  of  his  mother^s  eyes  f 
What  does  ho  think  of  his  mother's  hair  ? 

What  of  the  cradle-roof,  that  flies 
Forward  and  backward  through  the  air  t 

What  does  he  think  of  his  mother^s  breast, 
Bare  and  beautiful,  smooth  and  white, 
Seeking  it  over  with  fresh  delight. 

Cup  of  his  life,  and  couch  of  his  rest? 
What  does  he  think  when  her  quick  embrace 
Presses  his  hand  and  buries  his  face 
Deep  where  the  heart-throbs  sink  and  swell. 
With  a  tenderness  she  can  never  tell. 

Though  she  murmur  the  words 

Of  all  the  birds,-- 
Words  she  has  learned  to  murmur  well  f 

Now  ho  tiiinks  ho*ll  go  to  sleep  I 

I  can  see  the  shadow  creep 

Over  his  eyes  in  soft  eclipse. 

Over  his  brow  and  over  his  lips, 

Oat  to  his  little  finger-tips  ! 

Softly  sinking,  down  he  goes  I 

Down  he  goes  I  down  ho  goes  t 

See  I  he*s  hushed  in  sweet  repose. 

Jonah  Gilbert  HoUand. 

1II57.  UPAHT,  A  Biidling. 

Ere  last  year's  moon  had  left  the  sky, 
A  birdling  sought  my  Indian  nest, 

And  folded,  oh,  so  lovingly  t 
Her  tiny  wings  upon  my  breast. 

From  mom  till  evening's  purple  tinge, 
In  winsome  helplessness  she  lies, 

Two  rose-leaves,  with  a  silken  fringe. 
Shut  softly  on  her  starry  eyes. 

Tliere's  not  in  Ind  a  lovelier  bird. 
Broad  earth  owns  not  a  happier  nest, 

Oh  God  I  Thou  hast  a  fountain  stirred. 
Whose  waters  nevermore  shall  rest  I 

This  beautiful,  mysterious  thing. 
This  Sflfffning  visitant  from  heaven, 

This  bird,  with  the  immortal  wing. 
To  me — ^to  me,  Thy  hand  has  given. 

The  pulse  first  caught  its  tiny  stroke. 
This  blood  its  crimson  hue,  from  mine  ; 

This  life,  whidi  I  have  dared  invoke. 
Henceforth  is  parallel  with  Thine. 

A  silent  awe  is  in  my  room, 

I  tremble  with  delicious  fear; 
The  future,  with  its  light  and  gloom. 

Tune  and  eternity,  is  here. 

Doubts — hopes,  in  eager  tumult  rise — 
Hear,  oh  my  Gk>d,  one  earnest  prayer  I 

Boom  for  my  bird  in  Paradise, 
And  give  her  angel  plumage  there  I 

Emily  Judsan, 


IMS.  IHFAHT,  Btatk  of  so. 

Smiling,  a  briffht-eyed  seraph  bent  over  an  in- 

tanVB  oream ; 
To  view  his  mirrored  form  he  leant,  as  in 

the  crystal  stream. 
''Fair  infant,   come,''    he  whispered   low, 

*'  and  leave  the  earth  with  me, — 
To  a  bright  and  happy  world  we'll  go  :  this 

is  no  home  for  thee. 
Bach  sparkling  pleasure   knows   alloy,  nor 

cloudless  skies  are  here ;  [a  tear. 

A  care  thero  is  for  every  joy,  for  every  smile 
The  heart  that  dances  free  and  light  may 

soon  be  chained  by  sorrow ; 
The  sun  that  sets  in  calm  to-night  may  rise 

in  storms  to-morrow  1 
Alas  I  to  cloud  a  brow  so  f lur  that  griefs  and 

pains  should  rise ! 
Alas!  that  this  dark  world  of  care  should 

dim  those  laughing  eyes  I 
To  seek  a  brighter  land  with  me,  infant,  thou 

wilt  not  fear; 
For  piteous  Heaven  the  sad  decree  recalls 

that  sent  thee  here  1  " 
It  seemed  on  him  the  sweet  babe  smiled,  his 

wings  the  seraph  spread : 
They're  gone, — ^the  angel  and  the  duld.  Poor 

mother  I  thy  sbn  is  dead  I 

iM9.  UFAHT,  Destiny  of  the. 

0  child  I  O  new-bom  denizen 
Of  life's  great  city  I  on  thy  head 
The  glory  of  the  mom  is  shed, 
like  a  celestial  benison  I 

Here  at  the  portal  thou  dost  stand. 
And  with  thy  little  hand 
Thou  openest  the  mysterious  gate 
Into  the  future's  unoiscovered  land. 

1  see  its  valves  exi)and. 
As  at  the  touch  of  Fate  t 

Into  those  realms  of  love  and  hate. 

Into  that  darkness  blank  and  drear  - 

By  some  prophetic  feeling  taught, 

I  launch  the  bold,  adventurous  thought, 

Freighted  with  hope  and  fear ; 

As  upon  subterranean  streams, 

In'  caverns  unexplored  and  dark, 

Men  sometimes  launch  a  fragile  bark, 

Laden  with  flickering  fire. 

And  watch  its  swift-receding  beams, 

Until  at  Icnffth  they  disappear, 

And  in  the  distant  dark  expire. 

By  what  astrology  of  fear  or  hope 

Dare  I  to  cast  thy  horoscope! 

like  the  now  moon  thy  life  appears ; 

A  little  strip  of  silver  li^ht, 

And  widenmg  outward  mto  night 

The  shadowy  disk  of  future  years ; 

And  yet  upon  its  outer  rim, 

A  luminous  circle,  Mnt  and  dim, 

And  scarcely  visible  to  us  here. 

Bounds  and  completes  the  perfect  sphere; 

A  prophecy  and  intimation, 

A  pale  and  feeble  adumbration. 

Of  the  great  world  of  light,  that  lies 

Behind  all  human  destinies. 
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Ah  I  if  thy  fate,  with  anguish  fraught, 
Should  be  to  wet  the  dusty  soil 
With  the  hot  tearo  and  sweat  of  toil, 
To  struggle  with  imperious  thought. 
Until  the  overburdened  brain. 
Weary  with  labor,  faint  with  pain, 
Lik  a  jarred  pendulum,  retain 
,     Only  its  motion,  not  its  power — 
Remember,-  in  that  perilous  hour. 
When  most  afllicted  and  oppressed 
lYom  labor  there  shall  come  forth  rest. 

And  if  a  more  auspicious  fate 

On  thy  advancing  steps  await, 

Still  let  it  ever  be  thy  pride 

To  linger  by  the  laborer's  side ; 

With  words  of  sympathy  or  song 

To  cheer  the  dreary  march  along 

Of  the  great  ai-my  of  the  poor. 

O'er  desert  sand,  o'er  dangerous  moor. 

Nor  to  thyself  the  task  slmll  be 

Without  reward ;  for  thou  shalt  learn 

The  wisdom  early  to  discern 

True  beauty  in  utility ; 

As  great  Pythagoras  of  yore. 

Standing  beside  the  blacksmith's  door, 

And  hearing  the  hammers,  as  they  smote 

The  anvils  with  a  different  not«. 

Stole  from  the  varying  tones,  that  hung 

Vibrant  on  every  iron  tongue. 

The  secret  of  the  sounding  wire. 

And  formed  the  seven-chord  lyre. 

Enough  I  I  will  not  play  the  Seer ; 
I  will  no  longer  strive  to  ope 
The  mystic  volume,  where  appear 
The  herald  Hope,  forerunning  Fear, 
And  Fear  the  pursuivant  of  Hope. 
Thy  destiny  remains  untold ; 
For,  like  Acestes'  shaft  of  old. 
The  swift  thought  kindles  as  it  flies, 
And  bums  to  ashes  in  the  skies. 

H.  W.  Longfdlow. 

1960.  IHFAHT,  Oift  of  aa. 

With  what  imknown  delight  the  mother  smiled 
When  this' frail  treasure  in  her  arms  she 
pressed ;  [child ; 

Her  prayer  was  heard— she  clasped  a  living 
But  how  the  gift  transcends  the  poor  re- 
quest; 
A  child  was  all  she  asked,  with  many  a  vow ; 
M6ther— behold  the  child  an  angel  now ! 

Kow  in  her  Father's  house  she  finds  a  place ; 

Or  if  to  earth  she  takes  a  transient  flight, 
*Tis  to  fulfil  the  purpose  of  His  grace. 

To  guide  thy  footsteps  to  the  world  of  light ; 
A  ministering  spirit  sent  to  thee. 
That  where  she  is,  there- thou  may'st  also  be. 

Jkne  Taylor, 

1961.  DTFAXT,  Ignoniioe  of  aa. 

Child  of  day,  thou  knowest  not 
The  tears  that  overfiow  thine  earn, 
The  ^shing  eyes  that  read  thy  lot ; 
Nor,  if  thou  knewest,  could'st  return  1 


And  why  the  wish  I  the  pure  and  blert 
Watch  l&Ee  thy  mother  o'er  thy  sleep : 
O  peaceful  night !  O  envied  rest  1 
Thou  wilt  not  ever  see  her  weep. 

Walter  8ai9age  Landor. 

19«i.  IVFAHT  LnllAby. 

Sweet  baby,  sleep !  what  ails  my  dear. 
What  ails  my  darling  thus  to  cry  f 

Be  still,  my  child,  and  lend  thine  ear. 
To  hear  me  sing  thy  lullaby. 

My  pretty  lamb,  f orb^r  to  weep ; 

Be  still,  my  dear ;  sweet  baby,  sleep. 

Thou  blessM  soul,  what  canst  tboii  fcart 
What  thing  to'  thee  can  mischief  do  ! 

Thy  God  is  now  thy  Father  dear, 
His  holy  Spouse,  thy  mother  too. 

Sweet  baby,  then  forbear  to  weep ; 

Be  still,  my  babe ;  sweet  baby,  sleiep. 

While  thus  thy  lullaby  I  sing. 
For  thee  great  blessings  ripening  be; 

Thine  eldest  brother  is  a  King, 
And  hath  a  kingdom  bought  for  thee; 

Sweet  baby,  then  forbear  to  weep ; 

Be  still,  my  babe:  sweet  baby,  sleep. 

Sweet  baby,  sleep,  and  nothing  fear ; 

For  whosoever  thee  offends 
By  thy  protector  threaten'd  arc. 

And  God  and  angels  are  thy  friends. 
Sweet  baby,  then  forbear  to  weep ; 
Be  still,  my  babe ;  sweet  baby,  sleep. 

When  God  with  us  was  dwelling  here, 
In  little  babes  He  took  delight; 

Such  innocents  as  thou,  my  dear. 
Are  ever  precious  in  His  sight. 

Sweet  baby,  then  forbear  to  weep ; 

Be  still,  my  babe;  sweet  baby,  Aeep. 

A  little  infant  once  was  He ; 

And  strength  in  weakness  then  was  laid 
Upon  His  virgin  mother's  knee. 

That  power  to  thee  might  be  conveyed. 
Sweet  baby,  then  forbear  to  weep ; 
Be  still,  my  babe ;  sweet  baby,  sleep. 

In  this  thy  frailty  and  thy  need. 
Ho  friends  and  helpers  doth  prepare, 

Which  thee  shall  cherish,  dothe,  and  feed, 
For  of  thy  weal  they  tender  are. 

Sweet  baby,  then  forbear  to  weep ; 

Be  still,  my  babe ;  sweet  baby,  sleep. 

The  King  of  kings,  when  He  was  bora. 
Had  not  so  much  for  outward  ease ; 

By  Him  such  dressings  were  not  worn. 
Nor  such-Uke  swa&ling-dothes  as  those. 

Sweet  baby,  then  forbear  to  weep ; 

Be  still,  my  babe ;  sweet  baby,  iieep. 

Within  a  manger  lodged  thy  Lord, 
Where  oxen  lay,  and  asses  fed ; 

Warm  rooms  we  do  to  thee  afford. 
An  easy  cradle  or  a  bed. 

Sweet  baby,  then  forbear  to  weep; 

Be  still,  my  babe ;  sweet  baby,  aleep. 
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The  wants  that  He  did  then  sustain  [thee ; 

Have  purchased  wealth,  my  babe,  for 
And  by  His  torments  and  His  pain 

Thy  rest  and  ease  secured  be. 
My  baby,  then  forbear  to  weep ; 
Be  still,  my  babe ;  sweet  baby,  sleep. 

Thou  bast,  yet  more,  to  perfect  this, 
A.  promise  and  an  earnest  got 

Of  gaining  everlastmg  bliss, 
Though  thou,  my  babe,  perceiv^st  it  not ; 

Sweet  baby,  then  forbear  to  weep ; 

Be  still,  my  babe;  sweet  baby,  Aeep. 

George  Wither, 

1963.  IHFAHTS,  Fatore  Life  o& 

A  babe  in  glory  is  a  babe  foreyei^: 
Perfect  as  spirits,  and  able  to  pour  forth 
Their  glad  heart  in  the  tongues  which  angels 

use. 
These  nuislings,  gathered  in  Grod^s  nursery. 
Forever  pow  in  loveliness  and  love 
(Growth  IS  the  law  of  all  intelligence), 
Tet  cannot  pass  the  limit  which  defines 
Their  being.     They  have  never  fought  the 

fight, 
Kor  bomd  the  heat  and  burden  of  the  day, 
Kor  staggered  midemeath  the  weary  cross ; 
Conceived  in  sin,  they  sinned  not;  though 

they  died. 
They  never  shuddered  with  the  fear  of  death : 
These  things  they  know  not,  and  can  never 
Tet  fallen  children  of  a  fallen  race,    [know. 
And  early  to  transgr^sion,  like  the  rest, 
Sure  victims,  they  were  bought  with  Jesus* 

blood. 
And  cleansed  by  Jesus'  Spirit,  and  redeemed 
By  His  Omnipotent  arm  from  death  and  hell : 
A  link  betwixt  mankind  and  angelhood : 
As  bom  of  woman,  sharers  with  all  saints 
In  that  great  ransom  paid  upon  the  cross : 
In  purity  and  inexperience 
Of  guilt  akin  to  angels.     Infancy 
Is  (me  thing,  manhood  one.     And  babes, 

though  part 
Of  the  true  archetypal  house  of  Qod 
Built  on  the  heavenly  Zion,  are  not  now, 
Kor  will  be  ever,  massive  rocks  rough-hewn. 
Or  ponderous  comer-stones,  or  flutea  shafts 
Of  columns,  or  far-shadowing  pinnacles ; 
But  rather  as  the  delicate  lily-work 
By  Hiram  wrought  for  Solomon  of  old, 
Enwreathed  upon  the  brazen  chapiters, 
Or  flowers  of  lilies  round  the  molten  sea. 
Innumerable  flowers  thus  bloom  and  blush 
In  heaven.    Nor  reckon  Qod^s  designs  in  them 
Frustrate,  or  shorn  of  full  accomplishment : 
The  lily  is  as  perfect  as  the  oak ; 
The  myrtlo  is  as  fragrant  as  the  palm ; 
And  8haron*s  roses  are  as  beautiful 
As  Lebanon's  majestic  cedar  crown. 

Edward  Henry  BiekerstetH 

IINM.  JSFkST&i  UemohLg  for. 

Weep  not  for  them  I  it  is  no  cause  of  sorrow 
That  theirs  was  no  long  pathway  to  the 
tomb; 


They  had  one   bright  to-day,  no  sad  to- 
morrow 
Rising  in  hope,  and  darkening  into  gloom. 

Weep  not  for  them !  their  snowy  plumes  ex- 
panded, [liglit; 
E'en  now  are  waving  through  the  worlds  of 
Perchance,  on  messages  of  love  demanded, 
They  sweep  across  your  chambers  in  the 
night. 

Weep  not  for  themi  Qive  tears  unto  the  liv- 
ing! 

O  waste  no  vain  regret  on  lot  like  theirs  I 
But  rather  make  it  reason  for  thanksgiving. 
That  ye  have  nurtured  angels  unawares. 

19M.  IHTIBELITT,  Chiilt  O, 

''  There  is  a  God,"  all  nature  cries. 
All  knowledge  proves  "  there  is  a  €k)d  i*^ 

** There  is  no  Qod,"  the  fool  replies, 
Whose  heart  is  duller  than  the  clod. 

The  grateful  dod,  refreshed  with  rains. 
Pours  flowers  along  its  Maker's  path ; 

But  the  fool's  heart  a  fool's  remains, 
Untoudi'd  by  love,  unmoved  by  wrath. 

And  yet  the  wretch  himself  deceives ; 

While  fiends  believe  and  trembling  fly, 
He  trembles  though  he  disbelieves ; 

And  consdenoe  gives  his  life  the  lie. 

Jamei  Montgomery, 

1966.  nmDBL8|  Ohuac^  o£ 

Is  it  in  words  to  paint  you  1  O  ye  fallen  I 
Fallen  from  the  wings  of  reason,  and  of  hope  f 
Erect  in  stature,  prone  in  appetite ; 
Patrons  of  pleasure,  posting  into  pain ; 
Lovers  of  argument,  averse  to  sense ; 
Boasters  of  liberty,  fast  bound  in  chains ; 
Lords  of  the  wide  creation,  and  the  shame ; 
More  senseless  than  the  irrationals  you  scorn ; 
More  base  than  those  you  rule ;  than  those 

you  pity 
Far  more  undone !    O  ye  most  infamous 
Of  beings,  from  superior  dignity. 

SdtDard  Young, 

1947,  nriDELa;  Sebnke  oil 

The  solemn  mountain  lifts  its  head,  the  Al- 
mighty to  proclaim, 

The  brooMet  from  its  crystal  bed  doth  leap 
to  greet  His  name ; 

High  swells  the  deep  and  fitful  sea  upon  its 
billowy  track. 

And  red  Vesuvius  opes  its  mouth  to  hurl 
the  falsehood  back. 

"  No  Gk)d  I "   With  indignation  high,  yon 

fervent  sun  is  stirr'd. 
And  the  pale  moon  turns  paler  still,  at  such 

an  impious  word ; 
And  from. their  thrones  in  heaven  the  stars 

look  down  with  angry  eye. 
That  man,  a  worm  of  dust^  should  mock 

eternal  majesty. 
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1M8.  IHFLUEVOE».€nirigtiaa. 

Late  to  our  town  there  came  a  maid, 
A  noble  woman,  tmc  and  pare, 

Who,  in  the  little  while  she  stayed, 
Wrought  works  that  shall  endure. 

It  was  not  anything  she  said, 

It  was  not  anything  she  did : 
It  was  the  movement  of  her  head — 

The  lifting  of  her  lid. 

Her  little  motions  when  she  spoke, 
The  presence  of  an  upright  soul. 

The  living  light  that  from  her  broke, 
It  was  the  perfect  whole. 

We  saw  it  in  her  floating  hair. 
We  saw  it  in  her  lau^ng  eye ; 

For  every  look  and  feature  there 
Wrought  works  that  cannot  die. 

For  she  to  many  spirits  gave 

A  reverence  for  the  true,  the  pure. 

The  perfect — ^that  has  power  to  save, 
And  make  the  doubting  sure 

She  passed — she  went  to  other  lands. 
She  knew  not  of  the  work  she  did ; 

The  wondrous  product  of  her  hands 
From  her  is  ever  hid. 

Forever,  did  I  say  V    O,  no? 

The  time  must  come  when  she  will  look 
Upon  her  pilgrimage  below, 

And  find  it  in  God^s  book. 

That,  as  she  trod  her  path  aright, 
Power  from  her  very  garments  stole ; 

For  such  is  the  mysterious  might 
€k>d  gprants  the  upright  souL 

A  deed,  a  word,  our  careless  rest, 
A  simple  thought,  a  common  feeling, 

If  He  be  present  in  the  breast. 
Has  from  Him  powers  of  healing. 

1M9.  IHFLUEHOE,  Benuuid  oft 

Great  truths  are  portions  of  the  soul  of  man ; 

Great  souls  aro  portions  of  Eternity ; 
Each  drop  of  blood  that  e^er  through  true 
heart  ran 
With  lofty  message,  ran  for  thee  and  me ; 
For  God's  law,  since  the  starry  song  began, 
Hath  been,  and  still  f  orevermore  must  be. 
That  «very  deed  which  shall  outlast  Time's 
span  • 
Must  goad  the  soul  to  be  erect  and  free; 
Slave  is  no  word  of  deathless  lineage  sprung — 
Too  many  noble  souls  have  thought  and 
died. 
Too  many  mighty  poets  lived  and  sung, 

And  our  good  Saxon,  from  lips  purified 
With  martyr-fire,  throughout  the  world  hath 
rung 
Too  long  to  have  God's  holy  cause  denied. 

JamM  BiuM  LowelL 

1970.  IHFLTTEHOi;  BoaUe. 

The  bird  that  to  the  evening  nngs 
Leaves  music  when  her  song  is  ended ; 


A  sweetness  left,  which  takes  not  wmga, 
But  with  each  pulse  of  eve  is  blended : 

Thus  life  involves  a  double  light, 
Our  acts  and  words  have  many  brotiien ; 

The  heart  that  makes  its  own  delig^^ 
Makes  also  a  delight  for  others. 

The  owls  that  hoot  from  midnin^ht  tower 

Shed  gloom  and  discord  ere  they  leave  it ; 
And  sweetness  closes,  like  a  flower 

That  shuts  itself  from  tones  that  grieve  it : 
Thus  life  involves  a  double  joy. 

Or  double  gloom,  for  each  hath  brothen ; 
The  heart  that  makes  its  own  annoy. 

Makes  also  an  annoy  for  others. 

CharUs  SiDoitL. 

1071.  HFLUEHOB,  Qood. 

Sow  on  in  faith  1 
Sow  the  good  seed  I  another  after  thee 
Shall  reap.     Hast  thou  not  garnered  many 

fnuts 
Of  others*  sowing,  whom  thou  knowest  not  I 
Canst  tell  how  many  struggles,  snfiferingi, 

tears. 
All  unrecorded,  unremembered  all,     fgoodf 
Have  gone  to  build  up  what  thou  hast  of 

1073,  UPLUEHOE,  ImmortaL 

The  pure,  the  bright,  the  beautiful. 

That  stirred  our  hearts  in  youth ; 
The  impulse  of  a  worldless  prayer. 

The  dream  of  love  and  truth, 
The  longings  after  something  lost, 

The  spirit's  yearning  cry, 
The  strivings  after  better  hopes : 

These  things  shall  never  me. 

The  timely  hand  stretched  forth  to  aid 

A  brother  in  his  need. 
The  kindly  word  in  griefs  dark  hour 

That  proves  the  friend  indeed. 
The  plea  of  mercy  softly  breathed 

When  justice  threatens  nigh. 
The  sorrow  of  a  contrite  heart : 

These  things  can  never  die. 

The  memory  of  a  clasping  hand, 

The  pressure  of  a  kiss. 
And  all  the  trifles,  sweet  and  frail. 

That  make  up  love'«  first  bliss. 
If  with  a  firm,  unchan^g  faith. 

And  holy  trust  and  high,  [oMi; 

Those  hands  have  clasped,  those  lips  hMW9 

These  things  shall  never  die. 

The  cruel  and  the  bitter  word 

That  wounded  as  it  fell, 
The  chilling  want  of  sympathy 

We  feel  but  never  tell ; 
The  hard  repulse  that  chills  the  heart 

Whose  hopes  were  bounding  high : 
In  an  unfading  record  kept, 

These  things  shall  never  die. 

Let  nothing  pass,  for  every  hand 
Must  find  some  work  to  do ; 

Lose  not  a  chance  to  waken  love- 
Be.  firm,  and  just,  and  true ; 
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So  shall  a  light  that  cannot  fade 
Beam  on  thee  from  on  high, 

And  angel  yoicas  say  to  thee. 
These  things  shall  nerer  die.    JDidbtm. 


1973.  rETFLUENOE,  Lenon  ol 

Drop  follows  drop,  and  sweUi 
With  rain  the  sweeping  rirer ; 

Word  follows  word,  and  tells 
A  truth  that  lives  forever. 

Flake  follows  flake,  like  spirits 
Whose  wings  the  winds  dissever ; 

Thought  f oUows  thought,  and  lights 
The  realm  of  mind  forever. 

Beam  follows  beam,  to  cheer 
The  doud  the  bolt  would  shiver ; 

Throb  follows  throb,  and  fear 
Gives  place  to  joy  forever. 

The  drop,  the  flake,  the  beam, 

Teach  us  a  lesson  ever ; 
The  word,  the  thought,  the  dream, 

Impress  the  soul  forever. 

1974.  IHFLUElf  OE,  Opportanity  for. 

Poor  indeed  thou  must  be,  if  around  thee 

Thou  no  ray  of  light  and  joy  canst  throw ; 
If  no  silken  cord  of  love  hath  bound  thee 

To  some  little  world  through  weal  and  woe ; 
If  no  dear  eyes  thy  fond  love  can  brighten ; 

No  fond  voices  answer  to  thine  own ; 
If  no  brother's  sorrow  thou  canst  lighten 

By  daily  sympathy  and  gentle  tone. 

Harriet  W.  List 

1975.  HFLUSHOB,  Pftth  o£ 

Yet  within  thy  human  bosom 

Dwells  a  force  creative  too ; 
Outward  circumstance  it  fashions, 

All  invests  with  its  life-hue. 

And  the  glory  lies  in  using, 

Right  and  true,  this  wondrous  strength ; 
Soaring  where  thy  chains  permit  thee, 

Not  murmuring  for  more  length. 

Pn^e  thee  the  paths  of  duty, 
As  their  varied  course  they  run  ? 

Oh,  linger  not  in  wilds  of  doubt  1 
Strike  unto  the  nearest  one. 

'Twill  lead  thee  to  some  fairer  height 

Radiant  with  celestial  glow, 
Where  the  prospect  all  before  thee 

Brighter,  clearer,  still  shall  grow. 

Then  whilst  thou  art  upward  hastening, 
Nqw  visions  from  new  heights  to  gam, 

No  more  shall  how  onward  vex  thee ; 
Duty  done,  life's  path  is  plain. 

1976.  IHFLUElSrOB,  Perpetuity  ofi 

Nothing  fails  of  its  end.  Out  of  sight  sinks 
the  stone,  [on, 

In  the  deep  sea  of  time,  but  the  circles  sweep 

Till  the  low-rippled  murmurs  along  the  shores 
run,'  [the  sun. 

And  the  dork  and  dead  waters  leap  glad  in 

/.  G.  Whittier. 


1977.  ISFLJJEBQBt  Power  d 

Our  many  deeds,  the  thoughts  that  we  have 

thought, 
They  go  out  from  us  thronging  every  hour ; 
And  in  them  all  is  folded  up  a  power 
That  on  the  earth  doth  move  them  to  and  fro ; 
And  mighty   are   the    marvels   they   have 

wrought 
In  hearts  we  know  not,  and  may  never  know. 

F.  W.  Faler. 

1978.  DTPLUBIOEi  BeeponalUlity  at 

The  smallest  bark  on  life's  tumultuous  ocean 

Will  leave  a  track  behind  f orevermore ; 
The  lightest  wave  of  influence,  set  in  motion. 

Extends  and  widens  to  the  eternal  shore ; 

We  should  be  wary,  then,  who  go  before 
A  myriad  yet  to  be ;  and  wo  should  take 

Our  beanng  carefully,  where  breakers  roar. 
And  fearful  tempests  gather ;  one  mistake 
May  wreck  unnumbered  barks  that  follow  in 
our  wake.'       Mrs,  Saralt  T.  Bolton, 

1979.  IHPLIJEIOE,  Sai&tly. 

When  one  that  holds  communion  with  the 
skies  [rise, 

Has  filled  his  urn  where  those  pure  waters 
And  once  more  mingles  with  us  meaner  things, 
'Tis  e'en  as  if  an  angel  shook  his  wings ; 
Immortal  fragrance  fills  the  circuit  wide. 
That  tells  us  whence  these  treasures  are  sup- 
plied.  .  William  Cowper, 

1980.  ISPLUElfOE,  UnoonioloTu. 

We  scatter  seeds  with  careless  hand. 
And  dream  wo'  no'cr  shall  see  them 
But  for  a  thousand  yean  [more  ^ 
Their  fruit  appears, 
In  weeds  that  mar  the  land. 
Or  healthful  store. 

The  deeds  we  do,  thcwords  we  say — 
Into  still  air  they  seem  to  fleet, 
We  count  them  ever  past ; 
But  they  shoU  last — 
In  the  dread  judgment  they 
And  we  shim  meet  I 

I  charge  thee  by  the  years  gone  by. 

For  the  love's  sake  of  brethren  dear. 
Keep  thou  the  one  true  way. 
In  work  and  play. 
Lest  in  that  world  their  cry 

Of  woe  thou  hear.        John  Kebls. 

1991.  nrQEATITlTDE,  Baaoi 

The  stall-fed  ox,  that  is  grown  fat,  will  know 
His  careful  feeder,  and  acknowledge  too ; 
The  generous  spaniel  loves  his  master^s  eye. 
And  licks  his  fingers  though  no  meat  be  by : 
But  man,  ungrateful  man,  that*s  bom  and 
bred  [and  fed 

By  Heaven's  immediate  power;  maintained 
By  His  providing  hand ;  observed,  attended, 
By  His  indulgent  grace ;  preserved,  defended. 
By  His  prevailing  arm :  this  man,  I  say. 
Is  more  ungratefol,  more  obdure  than  they. 
Man,  O,  most  ungrateful  man,  can  ever 
£njoy  Thy  gift,  but  never  mind  the  Giver ; 
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And  like  the  swine,  thoagb  pampered  with 

enough, 
His  eyes  are  never  higher  than  the  trough. 

FraneU  Quarlei. 

1069.  nraSATITlTDE,  Enman. 

We  find  the  fiercest  things  that  lire, 
The  sayago  bom,  the  wildly  rude, 

When  soothed  by  Mercy^s  hand,  will  giye 
Some  faint  response  of  gratitude. 

But  man  I — oh !  blush,  ye  lordly  race ! — 
Shrink  back,  and  question  thy  proud 

Do  ye  not  lack  that  thankful  grace  [heart  I 
Which  ever  forms  the  soul's  best  part  f 

Will  ye  not  take  the  blessings  given. 
The  priceless  boon  of  ruddy  health. 

The  sleep  unbroken,  peace  unriven. 
The  cup  of  joy,  the  mine  of  wealth — 

Will  ye  not  take  them  all,  and  yet 
Wfdk  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave, 

Enjoying,  boasting,  and  forget 
To  thmk  upon  the  Grod  that  gave  ? 

Thoult  even  kneel  to  blood-stained  kings, 
Kor  fear  to  have  thy  serfdom  known ; 

Thy  knee  will  bend  for  bauble  things, 
Tet  fail  to  seek  its  Maker's  throne. 

Eliea  Cooh 

IMS.  nraBATITUDBp  Monster  o£ 

Time  hath  a  wallet  at  his  back 
Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  Oblivion, 
A  great-sized  monster  of  ingratitudes ; 
Tliose  scraps  are  good  deeds  past ;  which  are 

devoured 
As  fast  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  soon 
As  done.  Shakupeare, 

1994*  nraRATTFUDE,  Unlrindmw  o£ 

Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  wind; 
Thou  art  not  so  unkind 

As  man's  ingratitude ; 
Thy  tooth  is  not  so  keen. 
Because  thou  art  not  seen. 

Although  thy  breath  be  rude. 

Shahetpeare, 

1M5,  IHJnSIESyBleaBiogBfbr. 

Learn  from  yoh  Orient  shell  to  love  thy  foe. 
And  store  with  pearls  the  hand  that  brings 
thee  woe :  [pride. 

Free,  like  yon  rock,  fi-om  base,  vinmctive 
Imblaze  with  gems  the  wrist  that  tears  thy 
With  fruit  nectareous  or  balmy  flower,  [side ; 
All  nature  calls  aloud,  '*  Shall  man  do  less 
Than  heal  the  smiter  and  the  railer  bless  ? " 
Ha^j  tr.  by  Sir  WiUiam  Jcnes» 

19M.  nrjUSIES,  BflToige  of. 

The  fairest  action  of  our  human  life 
Is  scorning  to  revenge  an  injury ; 

For  who  forgives  without  a  further  strife. 
His  adversary's  heart  to  him  doth  tie. 

And  *tis  a  firmer  conquest,  truly  said. 

To  win  the  heart,  than  overthrow  the  head. 


IlN'QTTlRrEBS. 

If  we  a  worthy  enemy  do  find. 

To  yield  to  worth  it  must  be  nobly  done ; 
But  if  of  baser  metal  be  his  mind. 

In  base  revenge  there  is  no  honor  won. 
Who  would  a  worthy  courage  overthrow, 
And  who  would  wrestle  with  a  worthless  foe 

We  say  our  hearts  are  great,  and  cannot  yidd : 

Because  they  cannot  yield,  it  proves  theic 

poor;  [butseld 

Great  hearts  we  task'd  beyond  their  power. 

The  weakest  lion  will  the  loudest  roar. 
Truth's  school  for  certain  doth  this  same  allow, 
High-heartedness  doth  sometimes  tcadi  to 
bow. 

A  noble  heart  doth  teach  a  virtuous  soom : 
To  soom  to  owe  a  duty  over  long ; 

To  scorn  to  be  for  benefits  forborne ; 
To  scorn  to  lie,  to  scorn  to  do  a  wrong. 

To  scorn  to  bear  an  injury  in  mind ; 

To  scorn  a  free-born  heart  slave-like  to  bind. 

But  if  for  wrongs  we  needs  revenge  must  have, 
Then  be  our  vengeance  of  the  noblest  kind ; 

Do  we  his  body  from  our  f uiy  save. 
And  let  our  hats  prevail  against  our  mindt 

What  can  'gainst  him  a  greater  vengeance  be^ 

Than  make  his  foe  more  worthy  far  than  he. 

Lady  Elizabeth  Carem. 

1M7.  mOOEFOE,  Armor  ofl 

A  just  man  cannot  fear ;  * 

Not  though  the  malice  of  traducing  tongun, 

The  open  vastness  of  a  tyrant's  ear. 

The  senseless  rigor  of  the  wrested  lawa^ 

Or  the  red  eyes  of  strain'd  authority. 

Should  in  a  point  meet  all,  to  take  his  life; 

His  innooency  is  armor  'gainst  all  these. 

1998.  nnrOGEirOE,  Eappinea  o£ 

O  innocence,  the  sacred  amulet 
'Gainst  all  the  poisons  of  infirmity. 
Of  all  misfortunes,  injury  and  death  I 
That  makes  a  man  in  tune  still  in  himself; 
Free  from  the  hell  to  be  his  own  accuser. 
Ever  in  quiet,  endless  joys  enjoying ; 
Ko  strife,  nor  no  sedition  in  his  powers ; 
No  motion  in  his  will  against  his  reason ; 
No  thought  'gainst  thought — 
But  all  parts  in  him  friendly  and  secure. 
Fruitful  of  all  best  things  in  all  wont  seasoos. 
He  can  with  ev'ry  wish  be  in  their  plenty ; 
When  the  infectious  guilt  of  one  foul  crime 
Destroys  the  free  content  of  ail  our  time. 

George  Che^pman, 

1989.  nrQUIRIES,  Answers  to. 

Flowers,  wherefore  do  ye  bloom  ? 
We  strew  thy  pathway  to  the  tomb. 
Stars,  wherefore  do  ye  rise  ? 
To  light  thy  spirit  to  the  skies. 
Fair  Moon,  why  dost  thou  wane  ? 
That  I  may  wax  again. 
O  Sun,  what  makes  thy  beams  so  bright  t 
The  Word  that  said,**  Let  there  be  light" 
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Planets,  what  goidcs  you  in  yoor  coorso  t 

Unseen,  mfclt,  unfailing  force. 

Nature,  whence  sprang  thy  glorious  frame  t 

My  Maker  called  mo  and  I  came. 

O  Light,  thy  subtle  essoncs  who  may  know  t 

Ask  not ;  for  all  thin^  but  myself  I  show. 

What  is  yon  arch  which  everywhere  I  see  t 

The  sign  of  omnipresent  Deity. 

Where  rests  tlio  horizon's  all-embracing  zone  ? 

Where  earth,  Qod^s  footstool,  touches  heaven. 
His  throne. 

Ye  clouds,  what  bring  ye  in  your  train  ?  [rain. 

God's  embassies — storm,  lightning,   hail  or 

Winds,  whence  and  whither  do  ye  Wow  ? 

Thou  must  be  bom  again  to  know. 

Bow  in  the  doud,  what  token  dost  thou  heart 

That  Justice  still  cries  "  •trike^^^  and  Mercy, 
''tpare,''  [given? 

Dews  of  the  morning,  wherefore  were  ye 

To^hine  on  earth,  then  rise  to  heaven. 

Rise,  glitter,  break ;  yet.  Bubble,  tell  me  why  9 

To  ^ow  the  course  of  all  beneath  the  sky. 

Stay,  Meteor,  stay  thy  falling  fire  t 

Ko,  thus  shall  all  the  hosts  of  heaven  expire. 

Ocean,   what  law  thy  chainless  waves  con- 
fined f  [mind. 

miat  which  in  Rcason^s  limits  holds  thy 

Time,  whither  dost  thou  flee  ? 

Time  past,  time  present,  time  to  come — Uhday, 

Te  dead,  where  can  your  dwelling  be  ? 

The  house  for  all  the  living :  come  and  see. 

O  Life,  what  is  thy  breath  ? 

A  vapor  lost  in  death. 

O  Death,  how  ends  thy  strife  ? 

In  everlasting  life. 

O  Grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

▲sk  Him  who  rose  again  from  me. 

James  Montgomery. 

IMO.  nrSAKITTi  OuM  on 

Of  lunacy 
lonnmerous  were  the  causes :  humbled  pride, 
Ambition  disappointed,  riches  lost, 
And  bodily  disease,  and  sorrow,  oft 
By  man  inflicted  on  his  brother  man ; 
Sorrow  that  made  the  reason  drunk,  and  yet 
Left  much  untasted — so  the  cup  was  fillea : 
Sorrow  that  like  an  ocean,  dark,  deep,  rough. 
And  shoreless,  rolled  its  billows  o'er  the  soul 
Perpetually,  and  without  hope  of  end. 

Robert  Bolloh. 


1II91.  IH8TIN0T,  Animal. 

Tell  me  why  the  ant, 
'liGdst  summer^s  plenty,  thinks  of  winter's 

want, 
By  constant  journeys  careful  to  prepare 
Her  stores ;  and  bring  home  the  corny  ear; 
By  what  instruction  does  she  bite  the  grain, 
Lest  hid  in  earth,  and  taking  root  again. 
It  might  elude  the  foresight  of  her  care  ? 
Distinct  in  either  insect's  deed  api>car    [fear. 
The  marks  of  thought,  contrivance,  hope,  and 
Evil,  like  us,  they  shun,  and  covet  good ; 
Abhor  the  poison  and  receive  the  food ; 
like  us  they  love  or  hate ;  like  us  they  know 
To  joy  the  friend,  or  grapple  with  the  foe. 


With  seeming  thought  their  action  they  in* 

tend; 
And  use  the  means  proportioned  to  the  end. 

MaUheu}  Pirior, 

19M.  IHBTIHOT,  Bmnoi  and. 

Say,  where  full  instinct  is  th'  unerring  guide. 
What  pope  or  council  can  they  need  bedde  I 
Reason,  however  able,  cool  at  best, 
Cares  not  for  service,  or  but  serves  when  prest, 
Stays  till  we  call,  and  then  not  often  near ; 
But  honest  instinct  comes  a  volunteer, 
Sure  never  to  o'ershoot,  but  just  to  hit 
While  still  too  wide  or  short  is  human  wit ; 
Sure  by  quick  nature  happiness  to  gain. 
Which  heavier  reason  labors  at  in  vain. 
This,  too,  serves  always ;  reason,  never  long ; 
One  must  go  right,  the  other  may  go  wrong. 
See  then  the  acting  and  comparing  powers 
One  in  their  nature,  which  are  two  m  ours ; 
And  reason  raise  o'er  instinct  as  you  can. 
In  this  'tis  God  directs,  in  that  'tis  man. 
Who  taught  the  nations  of  the  field  and 

wood  [food  ? 

To  shun  their  poison  and  to  choose  their 
Prescient,  the  tides  or  tempests  to  withstand. 
Build  on  the  wave,  or  arch  beneath  the  sand  ? 
Who  made  the  spider  parallels  design. 
Sure  as  De  Moivre,  ^vithout  rule  or  line  ? 
Who  bade  the  stork,  Columbus-like,  explore 
Heavens  not  his  own,  and  worlds  unknown 

before  \ 
Who  calls  the  council,  states  the  certain  day, 
Who  forms  the  phalanx,  and  who  points  the 

way  f  AUiumder  Pope, 

1993,  nrSTSUOTIOH,  Adaptation  of. 

Gk>d  sends  His  ^teachers  into  every  age. 
To  every  dime,  and  every  race  of  men, 
With  revelations  fitted  to  their  growth 
And  shape  of  mind,  nor  gives  the  realm  of 
Into  the  selfish  rule  of  one  sole  race :    [Tmth 
Therefore  each  form  of  worship  that  hath 

swayed 
The  life  of  man,  and  given  it  to  grasp 
The  master-key  of  knowledge,  reverence, 
Infolds  some  germs  of  goodness  and  of  right ; 
Else  never  had  the  eager  soul,  which  loathes 
The  slothful  down  of  pampered  isnoranoe, 
Found  in  it  even  a  moment's  fitful  rest. 

There  is  an  instinct  in  the  human  heart 
Which  makes  that  all  the  fables  it  hath  coined^ 
To  justify  the  reign  of  its  belief 
And  strengthen  it  by  bcauty^s  right  divine. 
Veil  in  their  inner  cells  a  mystic  gift, 
Which,  like  the  hazel  twig,  in  faithful  hands. 
Points  surely  to  the  hidden  springs  of  trutli. 
For,  as  in  nature  naught  is  made  in  vain. 
But  all  things  have  within  their  hull  of  use 
A  wisdom  and  a  meaning  which  may  speak 
Of  spiritual  secrets  to  the  ear 
Of  spirit ;  so,  in  whatsoe'er  the  heart 
Hath  foshioned  for  a  solace  to  itself. 
To  make  its  inspirations  suit  its  creed. 
And  from  the  niggard  hands  of  falsehood 

wring 
Its  needful  food  of  truth,  there  ever.ia 
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A  fympathy  with  natine,  which  rereak, 
Kot  less  than  her  own  worlui  pure  gleams  of 
And  earnest  parables  of  inward  lore.     [liRht 

Jamet  Bussell  ZowelL 

1MI4.  nSTBTrOnOV,  Ezo&plivy. 

He  is  a  good  divine  that  follows  his 
Own  instructions ;  I  can  easier 
Teach  twenty  what  were  to  be  done,  than 
To  be  one  of  the  twenty  to  follow         [laws 
My  own  teaching:    The  brain  may  devise 
For  the  blood,  bat  a  hot  temper  leaps  o*er 
A  cold  decree.  Shaketpeare, 

1M5.  nrSTBUOnOV,  lUvazd  of. 

Break  oblivion^s  sleep, 

And  tell  with  florist's  art, 
To  plant  the  gems  of  yirtae  deep 

In  childhood's  fruitful  heart 
To  thee  the  babe  is  given, 
Fair  from  its  glorious  Sire, 
Go,  nurse  it  for  the  King  of  heayen 
And  He  will  pay  the  hire. 

Mrs,  L,  H,  Sigoumey. 

1M6.  nrXEIiLEOT,  Oooaoil  of  the. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasma,  or  a  hideous  dream : 
The  genius,  and  the  mortal  instruments 
Are  men  in  council ;  and  the  state  of  man, 
Like  to  a  littlo  kingdom,  suffers  then 
Tlie  nature  of  an  insurrection. 

Shakespeare. 

1997.  IHTELLEOT,  Diitribation  oL 

But  strange  indeed  the  distribution  seemed 
Of  intellect ;  though  fewer  here  complained ; 
Each  with  his  share,  upon  the  whole,  con- 
tent [might 
One  man  there  was — and  many  such  you 
Have  met — ^who  never  had  a  dozen  thoughts 
In  all  his  life,  and  never  changed  their 
course ;  [place. 
But  told  them  o*er,  each  in  its  'customed 
From  mom  till  night,  from  youth  tiU  hoary 

age. 
Little  above  the  ox  which  grazed  the  field 
His  reason  rose :  so  weak  his  memory. 
The  name  his  mother  called  him  by,  he  scarce 
Remembered;    and    his   judgment  so  un- 
taught, [swamp. 
That    what   at   evening   played  along  the 
Fantastic,  clad  in  robe  of  fiery  hue. 
He  thought  the  devil  in  disguise,  and  fled 
Witii  quivering  heart,  and  winged  footsteps 
The  word  philosophy  ho  never  heard,  [home. 
Or  science ;  never  heard  of  liberty. 
Necessity,  or  laws  of  gravitation : 
And  never  had  an  unbelieving  doubt 
Beyond  his  native  vale  he  never  looked ; 
But  thought  the  visual  line,  that  girt  him 
round,  [moon. 
The  worid's  extreme :  and  thought  the  silver 
That  nightly  o'er  him  led  her  virgin  host, 
No  broader   tlian  his  father^s   shield.     He 
lived —                                     [died — 
Lived  where  his  father  lived— ^ed  where  he 


lived   him7f  and  died   bappy»  and  was 

saved.  [Ood. 

Be  not  surprised.    He  loved,  and  served  Ids 

There  was  another,  large  of  understanding, 
Of  memory  infinite,  of  judgment  deep : 
Who  knew  all  learning,  and  all  science  knew. 
And  all  phenomena,  in  heaven  and  earth. 
Traced  to  their  causes;  traced  the  labyrintlis 
Of  thought,  association,  passion,  will ; 
And  all  th»sabtile,  nice  affinitiwi 
Of  matter,  traced ;  its  virtues,  motiona,  laws ; 
And  most  familiarly  ax.d  deeply  talked 
Of  mental,  moral,  natural,  divine. 
Leaving  the  earth  at  will,  he  soared  to  heaven. 
And  read  the  glorious  visions  of  Uie  skies ; 
And  to  the  music  of  the  rolling  spheres 
Intelligently  listened ;  and  gazed  tar  back 
Into  the  awful  depths  of  Deity ; 
Did  all  that  mind  assisted  most  could  do ; 
And  yet  in  misery  lived,  in  misery  died, 
Because  he  wanted  holiness  of  heart 

A  deeper  lesson  this  to  mortals  taught. 
And  nearer  cut  the  branches  of  their  pride; 
That  not  in  mental,  but  in  moral  worth, 
Ood  excellence  placed ;  and  only  to  tiie  good. 
To  virtue,  granted  happiness  alone. 

JSobertJhOoL 

IMS.  IHTELIiEOT,  Orsdos  o& 

But  when  the  silence  and  the  calm  oome  on, 
And  the  high  seal  of  character  is  set^ 
Wo  shall  not  all  be  similar.    The  flow 
Of  life-time  is  a  graduated  scoloi; 
And  deeper  than  the  vanities  of  power, 
Or  the  vain  pomp  of  glory,  there  is  set 
A  standard  measuring  our  worth  for  heaven. 
The  pathway  to  the  grave  may  be  the  same, 
And  the  proud  man  shall  trcad  it,  and  the 

low,  [p^J- 

With  his  bow'd  head,  shall  bear  him  oom- 
And  there  will  be  no  precedence  of  power, 
In  waking  at  the  coming  trump  of  God  I 
But  in  the  temper  of  the  invisible  mind. 
The  god-like  and  undying  intellect. 
There  are  distinctions  that  will  live  in  heaven. 
When  time  is  a  forgotten  drcumstonoe  I 
The  elevated  brow  of  kings  will  lose 
The  impress  of  regalia,  and  the  slave 
Will  wear  his  immortality  as  free. 
Beside  the  crystal  waters ;  but  the  depth 
Of  glory  in  the  attributes  of  God 
Will  measure  the  capacities  of  mind ; 
And  as  the  angels  differ,  will  the  ken 
Of  gifted  spirits  glorify  Him  more. 
Tis  life's  probation  task.    The  soul  of  man 
Createth  its  own  destiny  of  power ; 
And,  as  the  trial  is  intcnscr  here. 
His  being  hath  a  nobler  strength  in  heaven. 

Jf.  R  WiUis. 

19M*  IHTELLEOT,  Power  ot 
It  is  not  from  his  form,  in  whidi  we  trace 
Strength  join'd  with  beauty,  dignity  with 

grace. 
That  man,  the  master  of  this  glolxi,  derives 
His  right  of  empire  over  all  that  lives. 
That  form,  indeed,  the  associate  of  a  mind 
Vast  in  its  powers,  ethereal  in  its  kind. 


rNTTTCXjTjBOT, 
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That  f  onn,  the  labor  of  Almigbty  skill, 
Framed  for  the  senrioe  of  a  f reebom  will, 
AasertB  precedence,  and  bespeaks  control, 
Bat  borrows  aU  its  grandeor  from  the  souL 
Hers  is  the  state,  the  splendor  and  the  throne. 
An  intellectnal  kingdom,  all  her  own. 
For  her  the  memory  fills  her  ample  page 
With  tmths  poured  down  from  eyery  distant 
For  her  amasses  an  unbounded  store,      [age, 
The  wisdom  of  great  nations,  now  no  more ; 
Though  laden,  not  encumbered  with  her  spoil, 
Laboiious,  yet  unconscious  of  her  toil. 
When   odiously  supplied,  then   most   en- 
larged^ 
Still  to  be  fed,  and  not  to  be  surcharged. 
For  her  the  fancy,  roving  unconflne^ 
The  present  muse  of  eyery  pensire  mind. 
Works  magic  wonders^  adds  a  brighter  hue 
To  Nature^s  scenes  than  Nature  ever  knew. 
At  her  command  winds  rise  and  waters  roar. 
Again  she  lays  them  slumbering  on  the  shore ; 
With  flower  and  fruit  the  wUdemess  supplies, 
Or  bids  the  rocks  in  ruder  pomp  arise. 
For  her  the  judgment,  umpire  in  the  strife 
That  Grace  and  Nature  haye  to  wase  through 
Quick-sighted  arbiter  of  good  and  ill,  [life, 
Appoiat^  sage  preceptor  to  the  will,   ||yoico 
Crondemns,  approves,   and  with  a  faithful 
Qqidm  the  decision  of  a  doubtful  choice. 

William  Cowper. 

9000.  UTELLEOT,  Wmlth  el 

Where,  thy  true  treasure  t    Gold  says,  ''Not 

in  me:*'  [poor; 

And  "Not  in  me,*'  the  Diamond.     Gold  is 
Indians  insolvent:  seek  it  in  thyself — 
Seek  in  thy  naked  self,  and  find  it  there ; 
In  being  so  descended,  formed,  endowed ; 
Sky-born,  sky-guided,  sky-returning  race ! 
Erect,  immortal  rational,  divine  1 
In  senses  which  inherit  earth,  and  heavens ; 
Enjoy  the  various  riches  nature  yields ; 
Far  nobler,  give  the  riches  they  enjoy : 
Give  taste  to  fruits,  and  harmony  to  groves ; 
Their  radiant  beams  to  gold,   and   gold's 

bright  sire ; 
Take  in,  at  once,  the  landscape  of  the  world 
At  a  small  inlet,  which  a  grain  miffht  dose. 
And  half -create  the  wondrous  world  they  see. 
Oar  senses,  as  our  reason,  arc  divine. 
Bat  for  the  magic  organ's  powerful  charm. 
Earth  were  a  rude,  uncolorcd  chaos  stilL 
Objects  are  but  Uie  occasion ;  ours  the  exploit: 
Ours  is  the  cloth,  the  pencil,  and  the  paint. 
Which  Nature's  admirable  picture  draws. 
And  beautifies  creation's  ample  dome. 
Like  Milton's  Eve,  when  gazing  on  the  lake, 
Man  makes  the  matchless  image,  man  admires. 
Say,  then^  shall  man,  his  thoughts  all  sent 

abroad 
(Superior  wonders  in  himself  forgot), 
His  admiration  waste  on  objects  round. 
When  Heaven  makes  him  the  soul  of  all  he 

sees? 
Absurd  I  not  rare  I  so  great,  so  mean,  is  man. 
What  wealth  in  senses  Budi  as  these  I  What 

wealth 


In  fancy,  fired  to  form  a  fairer  scene      [ord. 
Than  sense  surveys  I — ^in  nK$mory's  firm  rec- 
Which  (should  it  perish)  could  this  world 
recall  [years  I 

From  the  dark   shadows  of  o'erwhelming 
In  colors  fresh,  originally  bright, 
Preserve  its  portrait  and  report  its  fate  I 

What  wealth  in  intellect,  that   sovereign 
power  I 
Which  sense  and  fancy  summons  to  the  bar — 
Interrogates,  approves,  or  reprehends ; 
And  from  the  mass  those  underlings  import, 
From  their  inaterials  sifted  and  refined. 
And  in  truth's  balance  accurately  weighed, 
Forms  art  and  science,  government  and  law — 
The  solid  basis  and  the  Deauteous  frame. 
The  vitals  and  the  grace  of  civil  life  1 
And  (sad  exception  1)  manners  set  aside. 
Strikes  out,  with  master-hand,  a  copy  fair 
Of  his  idea,  whose  indulgent  thought. 
Long,  long  ere  chaos  teemed,  planned  hu- 
man bliss.  [around. 

What  wealth  in  souls  that  soar,  dive,  range 
Disdaining  limit  or  from  place  or  time ; 
And  hear  at  once,  in  thought  extensive,  hear, 
Th'  almighty  ./Sot,  and  the  trumpet's  sound  I 
Bold,  on  creation's  outside  walk,  and  view 
What  was,  and  is,  and  more  than  e'er  shall  be  t 
Commanding,,  with  omnipotence  of  thought, 
Creations  new  in  fancy's  field  to  rise  1  [made. 
Souls,  that  can  grasp  whate'er  th'  Almighty 
And  wander  wild  through  things  impossible  I 

What  wealth  in  faculties  of  endless  growth  I 
In  quenchless  passions,  violent  to  crave  I 
In  hberty  to  choose  I  in  power  to  reach ! 
And  in  auration  (how  thy  riches  rise  I) 
Duration  to  perpetuate— boundless  bliss  I 

Ask  you,  what  power  resides  in  feeble  man 
That  bliss  to  gain?    Is  virtue's,  then,  un- 
known? 
Virtue,  our  present  peace,  our  future  prize. 
Man's  unprecarious,  natural  estate. 
Improvable  at  will,  in  virtue  lies ; 
Its  tenure  sure — ^its  income  is  divine. 

Edward  Young. 

9001.  IHTEXFEEAHOE,  BliglU  o& 

Once  the  demon  enters, 

Stands  within  the  door ; 
Peacet,  and  hope,  and  gladness 

Dwell  there  nevermore. 

Mary  Ihoindl  ChdUi. 

MM.  IFTEXFERAVOEi  Cone  ot 

Go,  feel  what  I  have  felt. 

Go,  bear  what  I  have  borne ; 
Sink  *neath  a  blow  a  father  dealt, 
And  the  cold,  proud  world's  scorn. 
Thus  struggle  on  from  year  to  year, 
Thy  sole  relief  the  scalding  tear. 

Go,  weep  as  I  have  wept 

O'er  a  loved  father's  fall ; 
See  every  cherished  promise  swept, 
Youth's  sweetness  turned  to  gall ; 
Hope's  faded  flowers  strewed  all  the  way 
That  led  me  up  to  woman's  dayl 
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rNTTEMI^KRAITOBl. 
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Go,  kneel  as  I  have  knelt ; 

Implore,  beseech,  and  pray, 
Strive  the  besotted  heart  to  melt, 
The  downward  course  to  stay ; 
Be  cast  with  bitter  curse  aside, 
Thy  prayers  burlesqued,  thy  tears  defied. 

Go,  stand  where  I  have  stood, 

And  sec  the  strong  man  bow ; 
With   gnashing   teeth,   lips  bathed  in 
And  -cold  and  livid  brow ;         [blood, 
€k>,  catch  his  wandering  glance,  and  see 
There  mirrored  his  soul's  misery. 

Go,  hear  what  I  have  heard — 

The  sobs  of  sad  despair. 
As  memory's  feeling  fount  hath  stirred, 
And  its  revcalings  there 
Have  told  him  what  he  might  have  been, 
Had  he  the  drunkard's  fate  foreseen. 

Go  to  my  mother's  side. 
And  her  crushed  spirit  cheer ; ' 

Thine  own  deep  anguish  hide. 
Wipe  from  her  cheek  the  tear ; 
Hark  her  dimmed  eye,  her  furrowed  brow, 
The  gray  that  streaks  her  dark  hair  now, 
The  toil-worn  frame,  the  trembling  limb, 
And  trace  the  ruin  back  to  him 
Whose  plighted  faith,  in  early  youth, 
Promised  eternal  love  and  truth. 
But  who,  forsworn,  hath  yielded  up 
This  promise  to  the  deadly  cup. 
And  led  her  down  from  love  and  light, 
From  all  that  made  her  pathway  bncht. 
And  chained  her  there  mid  want  and  strife, 
That  lowly  thing — a  dftmkard's  wife  I 
And  stamped  on  childhood's  brow,  so  mild. 
That  withering  blight — a  drunkard's  child  I 

Go,  hear,  and  see,  and  feel,  and  know 
All  that  my  soul  hath  felt  and  known, 

Theh  look  within  the  wine-cup's  glow ; 
See  if  its  brightness  can  atone ; 

Think  if  its  flavor  you  would  try, 

If  all  proclaimed — ^Tis  drink  and  die. 

Tell  me  I  hate  the  bowl — 

Hate  is  a  feeble  word ; 
I  loathe,  abhor,  my  very  soul 

By  strong  disgust  is  stirred 
Whene'er  I  see,  or  hear,  or  tell. 

Of  the  DABK  BEVERAGB  OF  HELL  I 

9003.  IHTEKFERAVOB,  Deidlatiani  A 

My  native  land  I  ^mid  thy  cabin  homes, 
Amid  thy  palaces,  a  demon  roams ; 
Frenzied  witli  rage,  yet  subtle  in  his  wrath. 
He  crushes  thousands  in  his  fiery  path ; 
Stalks   through  our  cities  unalmshed,  and 
Lito  the  cup  of  sorrow  bitter  woes —  [throws 
Gives  to  pangs  of  grief  an  added  smart, 
With  keenest  anguish  wrings  the  breaking 

heart, 
Dri^  the  proud  spirit  from  its  envied  height. 
And  breathes  on  fondest  hopes  a  kimng 

blight. 


Heralds  the  shroud,  the  coflin,  and  the  paU« 
And  the  graves  thicken  where  his  footsteps 
f aU  I  Wmiam  K  Burleigh. 

9004.  nrTEHnOV,  Betrlbatlon  o£ 

Bikdsur  had  of  penances  fulfilled  bis  task, 
And  promise  won  of  any  boon  that  ho  might 

ask. 
*'  Grant,  Siva,  that  on  whom  I  place  my  hand. 
He  may  become  a  heap  of  ashes  on  the  land."* 
The  boon  is  granted.    Lo  1  at  once  Bikosor 

strives  [ror  drives 

To  place  his  hand  on  Siva^s  head,  whom  ter- 
To  fly,  as  close  the  steps  of  his  pursuer  press. 
Then  Harl,  Nand's  blue  son,  saw  Siva's  deep 

distress, 
And  went  before  Bikdsur,  and  demanded  why 
He  thus  was  chasing  Siva  round  the  earth  and 

sky.  [had  received — 

And  then  he  said — when  he  the  whole  troth 
*'Bik^ur!   by  some  goblin  you  hare  b^en 

deceived. 
The  mighty  boon  is  all  a  cheat,  a  vanity : 
Just  put  your  hand  upon  your  own  bead, 

and  then  see ! "  [and  drunk, 

Bikfisur,  made  by  Maia's  power  both  blind 
The  test  applied,  and  to  a  heap  of  ashes  sunk  I 
Rejoicing  music  floated  from  the  heavenly 

bowers,  [down  flowe^ 

And  all  the  gods  applauded  loud,  and  rained 
Oriental^  tr,  hy  W.  JR.  Alger. 

9005.  nrXEBOESSIOH,  Legend  oil 

Have  you  read  in  the  Talmud  of  old. 
In  the  Legends  the  Rabbins  liave  told 

Of  the  umitless  realms  of  the  air, 
Have  you  read  it — the  marvellous  stoiy 
Of  Sandalphon,  the  Angel  of  Glory, 

Sandalphon,  the  Angel  of  Prayer  ? 

How,  erect,  at  the  outermost  gates 
Of  the  Oity  Celestial  he  waits. 

With  his  feet  on  the  ladder  of  light, 
That  crowded  with  angels  mmumbeied, 
By  Jacob  was  seen  as  he  slumbered 

Alone  in  the  desert  at  night  Y 

The  Angels  of  Wmd  and  of  Fuo 
Chant  oidy  one  hymn,  and  expire 

With  the  song's  irresistible  stress; 
Expire  in  their  rapture  and  wonder. 
As  Jharp-strings  arc  broken  asunder 

By  music  they  throb  to  express. 

But  serene  in  the  rapturous  throng, 
Unmoved  by  the  rush  of  the  song, 

With  eyes  unimpassioncd  and  ilow, 
Amouff  the  dead  an^ls,  the  deathless 
Sandalphon  stands  listening  breathless 

To  sounds  that  ascend  from  below; — 

From  the  spirits  on  earth  that  adore. 
From  the  souls  that  entreat  and  implore 

In  the  fervor  and  passion  of  prayer ; 
From  the  hearts  that  are  broken  with  lofisei^ 
And  weary  with  dragging  the  crosses 

Too  heavy  for  mortals  to  bear. 
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And  he  gathers  the  prayers  as  he  stands, 
And  they  change  into  flowers  in  his  hands, 

Into  garhinds  of  pnrple  and  red ; 
And  beneath  the  groat  arch  of  the  portal. 
Through  the  streets  of  the  City  Immortal, 

Is  wafted  the  fragrance  they  shed. 

K  W.  Lanfffdloto, 

SMMMI,  INTEBOESSOB,  Our. 

'Mid  visions  of  eternal  light. 

That  glow  on  Eden^s  plain, 
Where  never  comes  the  shade  of  night 

In  spirit  realms  to  reign — 
Where  robe  and  crown  of  angels  glow, 

There's  One  in  tears  alone — 
One  interceding  for  our  woe — 

'Tis  Jesus  by  the  throne. 

9007.  UTTESMEDUTE  &TATE,  Bewxription*  of 
the. 

Orid,  Though  its  inhabitants 

Were  more  than  many  a  throng'd  metropolis, 
Scatter'd  throughout  its  solitudes  they  seem'd, 
Where'er  I  trod,  but  few  and  far  betwixt. 
And  seldom  grouped  in  converae.     Every  one 
Had  his  own  chastisement  to  bear ;  on  each 
And  every  one  the  Eye  of  God  was  fix'd ; 
On  every  one  the  Hand  of  God  was  pressed. 
And  for  the  most  part  silence  reign'd ;  few 

sighs  [morse. 

Were  heard,  or  groans,  or  mutterings  of  re- 
And  chiefly  these  among  the  last  amved. 
Who,  when  they  knew  themselves   forever 

lost, 
Wept  and  bewail'd  their  ruin,  till,  their  tears 
Ana  bitter  outcries  bringing  no  relief. 
They,   like  their    fellows,    sank  upon   the 

ground. 
Or  wander'd  to  and  fro  in  mute  despair. 
Most,  peradventui^  chose  to  be  alone  [brook 
From  that  sheer    misery,  whidi  could  not 
Another  convict's  eye  to  read  their  woe. 
But  yet  it  was  not  always  thus  :  at  times 
They  met,  and   fearfully   exdianged   their 

pangs 
And  drear  forebodings,  which,  from  words  I 
Centred  on  judgment  and  eternity,     [caught, 

Lost  souls  of  every  type  were  there ;  and  yet 
The  hell  of  one  was  not  another's  hell. 
Nor  needed  separate  prisons  to  adjust 
The  righteous  meed  of  pimishment  to  each. 
As  they  had  sinn'd,    they  suffer'd;  for  the 
Of  perfect  righteousness  abode  on  them,  [flame 
Goas  righteousness  on  their  unrighteousness. 
Distinct,  discriminate,  distributive, 
More  tolerant  of  guilty  ignorance 
Than  of  intolerable  guilty  pride,        [straint. 
Restraining  that  which  chafed  against  re- 
Abhorring  most  the  most  abhorrent  deeds. 
Lighter  on  some,  on  others  more  intense ; 
Severest  on  the  guiltiest,  but  to  all 
An  earnest  of  the  final  lake  of  fire. 

Some  I  beheld,  who  from  the  gayest  haunts 
Of  fashion's  revelries  and  pageantries 
Were  summoned  by  the  icy  hand  of  death, 
Blithe  men,  fair  women,  and,  most  piteous 
sight, 


Children  in  years  but  not  in  wickedness : 
And  some,  who  fell  asleep  in  sinks  of  vice, 
Amid  the  orgies  of  their  drunkenness 
Breathing  out  curses  in  a  harlot's  ear. 
And  waken'd,  unawares,  amazed,  to  find 
Danmation,  oft  invoked,  at  last  their  own. 

Edward  Henry  Bidersteth. 
900§.  nnnTATIOV,  Aooepttng  the. 

Just  as  I  am — without  one  plea. 
But  that  Thy  blood  was  sh^  for  me. 
And  that  Tiiou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

Just  as  I  am — and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot ; 
To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  conie  I 

Just  as  I  am — ^though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 
O  lAmb  of  God,  I  come  I 

Just  as  I  am — ^poor,  wretched,  blind, 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Tea,  all  I  need,  in  l£ee  to  find, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

Just  as  I  am — ^Thou  wilt  receive. 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve ; 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

Just  as  I  am — Thy  love  unknown 
Has  broken  every  barrier  down — 
Now,  to  be  Thine,  yea.  Thine  alone, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

Just  as  I  am — of  that  free  love. 
The  breadth,  length,  depth,  and  height  to 
Here  for  a  season,  then  above,  [prove, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

CharhUe  EUiotU 
9009.  IHYITATIOHi  AngeUa 

"  Ye  have  a  land  of  mist  and  shade. 
Where  spectres  roam  at  will ; 
Dense  clouds  your  mountain  heights  invade, 

And  damps  your  valleys  fill ; 
But  ne'er  may  midnight  care,  or  woe. 
Eclipse  our  changeless  ray ; 
*  Come  hither,^  if  ye  seek  to  know 
The  bliss  of  perfect  day. 

'*  Doubt,  like  the  Bohan-Upas,  spreads 

A  blight  where'er  ye  tread ; 
And  Hope,  a  pensive  mourner,  sheds 

The  tear  o'er  harvests  dead  : 
With  us,  no  traitorous  foe  assails 

When  love  her  home  would  make ; 

An  angel's  welcome  never  fails ; 

'  C(fme,'*  and  that  warmth  partake. 

"  Time  revels  'mid  your  dearest  joys, 
Death  smites  your  brightest  rose. 

And  sin  your  bower  of  peace  destroys ; 
Where  will  ye  find  repose? 

Ye're  wearied  in  your  pilgrim  race. 
Sharp  thorns  your  path  infest; 
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•  Corns  hither,^  rise  to  our  embrace, 
And  Christ  shall  give  you  rest^* 

'Twos  thus  at  twilight's  hallowed  hour 

The  angels'  lay  came  down, 
Like  dews  upon  the  sickening  flower 

When  cfroughts  of  summer  frown : 
How  sweet,  upon  the  ambient  cur, 

Swelled  out  their  music  free  I 

O,  when  the  pangs  of  death  I  bear, 

Bing  ye  that  song  to  me. 

Mrs.  L,  IT.  Bigmimmf. 

3010.  nrVITATIOH,  Ohrirt'f. 

Lord,  what  am  I,  that,  with  unceasing  care. 
Thou  didst  seek  after  me,  that  Thou  didst 

wait. 

Wet  with  unhealthy  dews,  before  my  gate. 

And  pass  the  gloomy  nights  o€  winter  there  9 

O  strange  delusion !  that  I  did  not  greet 

Thy  blest  approach,  and  O,  to  heaven  how 

If  my  inffratitnde^s  unkindly  frost      [lost, 

Has  chilled  the  bleeding  wounds  upon  Thy 

feet 
How  oft  my  guardian  angel  gently  cried, 
"  Soul,  £rom  thy  casement  look,  and  thou 
shalt  see  [thee  I  " 

How  He  persists  to  knock  and  wait  for 
And,  0 1  how  often  to  that  voice  of  sorrow, 

**  To-morrow  we  will  open,"  I  replied. 
And  when  the  morrow  came  I  answered  still, 
**  To-morrow."     K  W,  I/mgfeUow. 

9011.  nrVITATIOH,  Death'!. 

Rise,  said  the  Master,  come  unto  the  feast : 
She  heard  the  call  and  rose  with  willing  feet ; 
But  thinking  it  not  otherwise  thau  meet 
For  such  a  bidding  to  put  on  her  best, 
She  has  cone  from  us  for  a  few  short  hours 
Into  her  bridal  closet  there  to  wait 
For  the  unfolding  of  the  palace  gate, 
That  gives  her  entrance  to  the  blissful  bowers. 
We  have  not  seen  her  yet,  though  we  have 

been 
Full  often  to  her  chamber  door,  and  oft 
Have  listened  underneath  the  postern  green. 
And  laid  fresh  flowers,  and  whispered  short 

and  soft, 
But  she  hath  made  the  answer,  and  the  day 
From  the  dear  west  is  fading  fast  away. 

Henry  Alfa^rd, 

9019.  IHVITATIOV,  Ondou. 

Souls  of  men  t  why  will  ye  scatter 
Like  a  crowd  of  frightened  sheep  f 

Foolish  hearts  I  why  will  ye  wander 
From  a  love  so  true  and  deep  t 

Was  there  ever  kindest  shepherd 

Half  BO  scntle,  half  so  sweet, 
As  the  Savour  who  would  have  us 

Come  and  gather  round  His  feet  t 

It  is  God :  His  love  looks  mighty, 
But  is  mightier  than  it  seems. 

'TIS  our  Father ;  and  His  fondness 
Gk>e8  far  out  beyond  our  dreams. 


There*s  a  wideness  in  Gk)d's  mercy. 
Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea ; 

There's  a  kindness  in  His  justice, 
Which  is  more  than  liberty. 

There  is  no  place  where  earth's  sorrows 
Are  more  felt  than  up  in  heaven ; 

There  is  no  place  where  earth's  failings 
Have  such  kindly  judgment  given. 

There  is  welcome  for  the  sinner. 
And  more  graces  for  the  good ; 

There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour ; 
There  is  healing  in  His  blood. 

There  is  grace  enough  for  thousands 
Of  new  worlds  as  g^reat  as  this ; 

There  is  room  for  frosh  creations 
In  that  upper  home  of  bliss. 

For  the  love  of  (Jod  is  broader 
Than  the  measures  of  man's  mind; 

And  the  Heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderfully  kind. 

But  we  make  His  love  too  narrow 

By  false  limits  of  our  own ; 
And  we  magnify  His  strictness 

With  a  zeal  He  will  not  own. 

There  is  plentiful  redemption 
In  the  blood  that  has  oeen  shed ; 

There  is  joy  for  all  the  members 
In  the  sorrows  of  the  Head. 

'Tis  not  all  we  owe  to  Jesus : 
It  is  something  more  than  all — 

Greater  good  because  of  evil. 
Larger  mercy  through  the  f  alL 

Pininff  souls  I  come  nearer  Jesus ; 

And,  oh,  come  not  doubting  thus. 
But  with  faith  that  trusts  more  bravely 

His  huge  tenderness  for  us. 

If  our  love  were  but  more  simple. 
We  should  take  Him  at  His  word ; 

And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 
In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 

R  W.  IMer. 

9018.  IBBESOLnnOV,  InflMDos  «£ 

None  sends  his  arix>w  to  the  mark  in  view, 
Whose  hand  is  feeble,  or  his  aim  untrue. 
For  thous^h,  ere  yet  the  shaft  is  on  the  wing, 
Or  when  it  flrst  forsakes  the  elastic  string, 
It  err  but  little  from  the  intended  line. 
It  falls  at  last  far  wide  of  his  design ; 
So  he  who  seeks  a  mansion  in  the  sky, 
Must  watch  his  purpose  with  a  steadfost  eje; 
That  prize  belongs  to  none  but  the  slnoeie^ 
The  least  obliquity  is  fatal  here. 

William  Ctf^tper. 

9014.  I80LATI01T,  ExmuuL 

Thought  is  deeper  than  all  speedi. 
Feeling  deeper  than  aU  thought ; 
Souls  to  soius  can  never  teach 
What  unto  themselves  was  taught. 
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We  are  spirits  dad  in  yeils ; 
Man  by  man  was  never  seen ; 
All  our  deep  communing  fails 
To  remoYO  the  shadowy  screen. 

Heart  to  heart  was  never  known ; 
Mind  with  mind  did  never  meet ; 
We  are  colomns  left  alone 
Of  a  temple  once  complete. 

Like  the  stars  that  gem  the  sky, 
Far  apart  though  sscming  near, 
In  our  light  we  scattered  lie ; 
All  is  thus  but  starlight  here. 

What  is  social  company 
But  a  babbling  summer  stream  f 
What  our  wis3  philosophy 
But  the  glancing  of  a  dream  f 

Only  when  the  sun  of  love 
Melts  the  scattered  stars  of  thought, 
Only  when  we  live  above 
,  What  the  dim-eyed  world  hath  taught, 

Only  when  our  souls  are  fed 

By  the  fount  which  gave  them  birth. 

And  by  inspiration  led 

Which  they  never  drew  from  earth, 

We,  like  parted  drops  of  rain, 
Swelling  till  they  meet  and  run. 
Shall  be  all  absorbed  again. 
Melting,  flowing  into  one. 

Christopher  Bxine  Craneh, 

M15.  JACOB,  Tho  Ladder  o& 

Well  does  Jaoob*s  ladder  suit 

To  the  GospePs  throne  of  grace ; 
We  are  at  the  ladder's  foot, 

Every  hour,  in  every  place : 
By  assuming  flesh  andbiood, 

Jesus  heaven  and  earth  unites ; 
We  bv  faith  ascend  to  Gk>d, 

Goa  to  dwell  with  us  delights. 

MM.  JAOOB,  Vidini  o£ 

He  slept  beneath  the  desert  skies, 
His  pillar  was  the  desert  stone. 
Yet  heavenly  visions  blessed  his  eyes, 
And  cheered  his  spirit  sad  and  lone. 
He  saw  the  stair  of  light  let  down, 
Whose  shining  steps  the  angels  trod. 
And  called  the  desert  where  it  shone 
The  gate  of  heaven — the  house  of  Qod. 

Thy  sleepless  eye,  O  God,  still  keeps 
Its  watch  o'er  every  covenant  heir ; 
And  anffels  down  that  ladder's  st(^ 
IVom  l^ee  to  me  a  blessing  bear. 
Through  Clirist  to  Thee  ascends  my  praver. 
Through  Cludst  on  me  is  grace  bestowed ; 
Each  place  becomes,  when  Christ  is  there, 
The  gate  of  heaven — ^thc  house  of  Gk)d. 

In  dungeons  dark,  in  dwellings  mean. 
Where  suffering  saints  have  bent  the  knee, 
Tliat  mystic  laader  has  been  seen. 
And  angels  come  with  gifts  from  Thee. 


This  night  may  I  the  vision  see. 
My  spirit  climb  that  radiant  road ; 
This  night  my  quiet  chamber  be 
The  gate  of  heaven — ^the  house  of  God.  ^ 

9017.  JEALOUST,  Ii^Jiutioe  ofi 

Among  the  sons  of  men  how  few  are  known 
Who  cuire  be  just  to  merit  not  their  own  I 
Superior  virtue  and  superior  sense 
To  knaves  and  fools  will  always  give  offence. 
Nay,  men  of  real  worth  can  scarcely  bear. 
So  nice  is  jealousy,  a  rival  there. 

Charles  ChurehUL 

SI018.  JEALOUSTi  Penoolfiofttioa  ofi 

Tet  is  there  one  more  cursed  than  they  all. 
That  canker-worm,  that  monster,  Jealousy, 

Which  eats  the  heart  and  feeds  upon  the  gall, 
Tuminff  all  love's  delight  to  misery,  - 
Through  fear  of  losing  his  felicity. 

Nor  ever  is  he  wont  on  aught  to  feed 
But  toads  and  frogs  (his  pasture  poisonous). 

Which  in  his  cold  complexion  do  breed 
A  filthy  blood,  or  humor  rancorous, 
Matter  of  doubt  and  dread  suspicious. 

That  doth  with  cureless  care  consume  the 
heart, 
Corrupt  the  stomach  with  gall  vidous. 

Cross-cuts  the  liver  with  eternal  smart, 

And  doth  transfix  the  soul  with  death's  eter- 
nal dart  Edmund  Bpenser, 

9010.  JEALOUST,  T«iiom  6L 

O  Jealousy, 
Thou  ugliest  fiend  of  hell  I  thy  deadly  venom 
Preys  on  my  vitals,  turns  theltealthyil  hue 
Of  my  fresh  cheek  to  haggard  sallowncss. 
And  drinks  my  spirit  up*      Hannah  More. 

The  venom  clamors  of  a  jealous  woman. 
Poison  more  deadly  than  a  mad  dog's  tooth. 

Bhakeeipeare, 

9I0IM.  JEHOVAH  Tddkena. 

I  once  was  a  stranger  to  grace  and  to  Qod, 
I  knew  not  my  danger,  and  felt  not  my  load ; 
Though  friends  spoke  in  rapture  of  Christ  on 

the  tree, 
Jehovah  Tsidkenn  was  nothing  to  me. 

I  oft  read  with  pleasure,  to  soothe  or  engage, 
Isaiah's  wild  measure,  and  John's   simple 
page;  [sprinkled  tree. 

But,   e'en  when  they  picturea  the   blood- 
Jehoyah  Tsidkenu  seemed  nothing  to  me. 

like  tears  from  the  daughters  of  Sion  that 

roll, 
I  wept  when  the  waters  went  over  His  soul ; 
Tet  thought  not  that  my  sins  had  nailed  to 

the  tree 
Jehovah  Itidkenn — ^'twas  nothing  to  me. 

When  free  grace  awoke  me  by  light  from  on 
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Then  legal  fears  shook  me ;  I  trembled  to  die ; 
No  refuge,  no  safety,  in  self  could  I  see ; 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  my  Saviour  must  be. 


1 
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My  terrors  all  yanished  before  the  sweet  name ; 
My  gnllty  fears  banished,  with  boldness  I 

came 
To  drink  atthefoontain,  lifo-^ving  and  free : 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  is  all  things  to  me. 

JehoVah  Tsidkenu  I  my  treasure  and  boast ; 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  I  I  ne^cr  can  be  lost ; 
In  Thee  I  shall  conquer  by  flood  and  by  field, 
My  cable,  my  anchor,  my  breast-plate,  and 
shield ! 

Even  treading  the  valley,  the  shadow  of  death, 
This   watchword   shall   rally  my  faltering 
breath ;  [free, 

For,  while  from  life*8  fever  my  God  sets  me 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  my  death-song  shall  be. 

Robert  Murray  JfcCheyne, 

M91,  JEBU8ALEM,  Bosolate. 

Is  this  thy  place,  sad  dty,  this  thy  throne  ? 
Where  the  lone  desert  rears  the  craggy  stone, 
Where  suns  unblest  their  angry  lustre  fling, 
And  wayworn  pilgrims  seek  the  scanty  spring. 
Where  now  thy  pomp,  which  kings  with  envy 

viewed  t  [subdued  ? 

Where  now  thy  power,  which  all  those  kings 
Ko  martial  myriads  muster  in  thy  gates, 
No  suppliant  nation  at  thy  temple  wait«, 
Ko  prophet  bard  thy  glittering  courts  among. 
Wakes  the  full  lyi'e,  and  swells  the  tide  of 

song ; 
But  lawless  force,  and  meagre  want  is  there, 
And  the  quick-darting  eye  of  restless  fear ; 
While  cold  oblivion,  ^mid  the  ruins  laid. 
Hides  his  dark  wing  beneath  the  ivy  shade. 

Bishop  JS^^er, 

M33.  JEBUSALEM,  Modem. 

Fair  shines  the  moon,  Jerusalem, 

Upon  the  hills  that  wore 
Thy  glory  once,  their  diadem 

Ere  Judah^s  reign  was  o*er  : 
The  stars  on  hallowed  Olivet 

And  over  Zion  bum, 
But  when  shall  rise  thy  splendor  set  f 

Thy  majesty  return? 

The  peaceful  shades  that  wrap  thee  now 

Thy  desolation  hide ; 
The  moonlit  beauty  of  thy  brow 

Restores  thine  ancient  pride : 
Yet  there,  where  Rome  thy  Temple  ronti 

The  dews  of  midnight  wet 
The  marble  dome  of  Omar^s  tent, 

And  Aksa^s  minaret 

Thy  strength,  Jerusalem,  i&  o^er, 

And  broken  arc  thy  walls ; 
The  harp  of  Israel  sounds  no  more 

In  thy  deserted  halls : 
But  where  thy  Kings  and  Prophets  trod. 

Triumphant  over  death 
Behold  the  living  Soul  of  Ood— - 

The  Christ  of  Nazareth ! 

The  halo  of  His  presence  fills 

Thy  courts,  thy  ways  of  men; 
His  footsteps  on  the  holy  hilla 

Are  beautiful  as  then ; 


The  prayer,  whoso  bloody  sweat  betnyed 

His  human  agony, 
Still  haunts  the  avrtiL  olive  ahada 

Of  old  Gtethsemane. 

Woe  unto  thee,  Jerusalem  I 

Slayer  of  Prophets,  Uiou 
That  in  thy  fury  stonest  them 

God  sent  and  sends  thee  now : 
Where  Thou,  O  Christ  I  with  anguish  spent, 

Forgave  Tliy  foes,  and  died, 
Thy  garments  yet  are  daily  rent. 

Thy  soul  is  crucified  1 

They  darken  with  the  Christian  name 

The  light  that  from  Thee  beamed. 
And  by  the  hatred  they  proclaim 

Thy  Spirit  is  blasphemed ; 
Unto  Thine  ear  the  prayers  tiiey  send 

Were  fit  for  Belial's  reign. 
And  Moslem  cimeters  defend 

The  temple  they  profane. 

Who  shall  rebuild  Jerusalem  f 

Her  scattered  children  bring 
From  earth's  far  ends,  and  gather  them 

Beneath  her  sheltering  wing  ? 
For  Judah*8  sceptre  broken  lies, 

And  from  his  kingly  stem 
No  new  Messiah  shall  arise 

For  lost  Jerusalem  1 

But  let  the  wild  ass  on  her  hilli 

Its  foal  unf righted  lead. 
And  by  the  source  of  Eedron^s  rillt 

The  desert  adder  breed : 
For  where  the  love  of  Christ  has  made 

Its  mansion  in  the  heart, 
He  builds  in  pomp  that  will  not  fade 

Her  heavenly  counterpart  Bayard  Taylor, 

SIM3.  JEBUBALEM,  The  Hew. 

BORA  HOVIBBIMA. 

The  world  is  very  evil ; 

The  times  are  waxing  late: 
Be  sober  and  keep  vigil; 

The  Judge  is  at  the  gate : 
The  Judge  that  comes  m  mercy. 

The  Judge  that  comes  with  might, 
To  terminate  the  evil, 

To  diadem  the  right 
When  the  just  and  gentle  Monardi 

Shall  summon  from  the  tomb^ 
Let  man,  the  guilty,  tremble. 

For  Mau,  the  God,  shall  dooBL 
Arise,  arise,  good  Christian, 

Let  right  to  wrong  succeed ; 
Let  penitential  sorrow 

To  heavenly  gladness  lead ; 
To  the  light  that  hath  no  evening^ 

That  knows  nor  moon  nor  sun, 
The  light  so  new  and  golden, 

The  light  that  is  but  one. 
And  when  the  Sole-Begotten 

Shall  render  up  once  more 
The  Kingdom  to  the  Fatheb 

Whose  own  it  was  before— 
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Then  glorj  yet  unheard  ,of 

Shtdi  shed  abroad  its  ray, 
Resolving  all  enigmas, 
'  An  ehdless  Sabbath-day. 
Then,  then  from  his  oppresson 

The  Hebrew  shall  go  free. 
And  celebrate  in  triumph 

The  year  of  Jubilee ; 
And  the  sunlit  Land  that  recks  not 

Of  tempest  nor  of  fight. 
Shall  fold  TTithin  its  bosom 

Each  happy  Israelite : 
The  Home  of  fadeless  splendor, 

Of  flowers  that  fear  no  thorn, 
Where  they  shaU  dwell  as  children 

Who  hero  as  exiles  mourn. 
IGdst  power  that  knows  no  limit. 

And  wisdom  free  from  bound, 
The  Beatific  Vision 

Shall  glad  the  Siunts  around : 
The  peace  of  all  the  faithful. 

The  calm  of  all  the  blest, 
Inyiolate,  unvaried, 

Divincsty  sweetest,  best. 
Yea,  peace  I  for  war  is  needless — 

Yes,  calm !  for  storm  is  past— 
And  goal  from  finished  labor. 

And  anchorage  at  last 
That  peace — but  who  may  claim  it  ? 

The  guileless  in  their  way. 
Who  keep  the  ranks  of  battle. 

Who  mean  the  thing  they  say : 
The  peace  that  is  for  heaven, 

And  shall  bo  for  the  earth : 
The  palace  that  re-echoes 

With  festal  song  and  mirth ; 
The  garden,  breaking  spices, 

The  paradise  on  high; 
Grace  beautified  to  gloiy. 

Unceasing  minstrdsy. 
There  nothing  can  be  feeble. 

There  none  can  ever  mourn. 
There  nothing  is  divided. 

There  nothing  can  be  torn : 
"ns  fury,  ill,  and  scandal, 

^Hs  peaceless  peace  below ; 
Peace,  endless,  strif eless,  ageless, 

The  halls  of  Sion  know. 
O  happy,  holy  portion, 

Bef cction  for  the  blest : 
True  vision  of  true  beauty. 

Sweet  cure  of  all  distr^  I 
Strive,  man,  to  win  that  glory ; 

Toil,  man,  to  gain  that  light ; 
Send  hoije  before  to  grasp  it, 

Till  hope  be  lost  in  sight : 
Till  Jesus  g^ves  the  portion 

Tliose  blessed  souls  to  fill. 
The  insatiate,  yet  satiate. 

The  full,  yet  craving  stilL 
That  fulness  and  that  craving 

Alike  are  free  from  pain, 
Where  thou,  midst  heavenly  citizens, 

A  home  like  theirs  shalt  gain. . 
Here  is  the  warlike  trumpet : 

There  life  set  free  from  sin ; 
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When  to  the  last  Great  Supper 

Hie  faithful  shall  come  in ; 
When  the  heavenly  net  is  laden 

With  fishes  many  and  great ; 
So  glorious  in  its  fulness. 

Yet  80  inviolate : 
And  perfect  from  unperfected. 

And  fallen  from  them  that  stand, 
And  the  sheep-flock  from  the  goat-herd 

Shall  port  on  either  hand : 
And  these  shall  pass  to  torment. 

And  those  shall  triumph  tiien : 
The  new  peculiar  nation. 

Blest  number  of  blest  men. 
Jerusalem  demands  them : 

They  paid  the  price  on  earth. 
And  now  shall  reap  the  harvest 

In  blissf  ulness  and  mirth : 
The  glorious  holy  people. 

Who  evermore  relied 
Upon  their  Chief  and  Father, 

The  King,  the  Crucified : 
The  sacred  ransomed  number 

Kow  bright  with  endless  sheen. 
Who  made  the  Cross  their  watchword 

Of  Jesus  Nazarene : 
Who,  fed  with  heavenly  nectar. 

Where  soul-like  odors  play. 
Draw  out  the  cmdless  leisure 

Of  that  long  vernal  day : 
And  through  the  sacred  Ulies, 

And  flowers  on  every  side, 
The  happy  dear-bought  people 

Go  wandering  for  and  wide. 
Their  breasts  are  filled  with  gladness, 

Their  mouths  are  tun^d  to  praise, 
What  time,  now  safe  forever, 

On  former  sins  they  gaze : 
The  fouler  was  the  error. 

The  sadder  was  the  foil. 
The  ampler  are  the  praises 

Of  Him  Who  pardoned  alL 
«Their  one  and  only  anthem. 

The  fulness  of  His  love, 
Who  gives,  instead  of  toiment. 

Eternal  joys  above : 
Instead  of  torment,  glory; 

Instead  of  death,  that  life 
Wherewith  your  happy  Country, 

True  Israelites  t  is  rife, 
Brief  life  is  here  our  portion ; 

Brief  sorrow,  short-liv^d  care ; 
The  life  that  knows  no  endu^. 

The  tearless  life,  is  there. 
O  happy  retribution  I 

Short  toil,  eternal  rest ; 
For  mortals  and  for  sinners 

A  mansion  with  the  blest  I 
That  we  should  look,  poor  wanderers. 

To  have  our  Home  on  high  1 
That  worms  should  seek  for  dwellings 

Beyond  the  stany  sky*  I 
To  all  one  happy  guerdon 

Of  one  celestial  grace ; 
For  all,  for  all  who  mourn  their  fall. 

Is  one  eternal  place : 
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And  martyrdom  hath,  roses 

Upon  that  heavenly  ground : 
And  white  and  virgin  lilies 

For  virgin-souls  abomid. 
There  grief  is  turned  to  pleasure ; 

Such  pleasure,  as  below 
No  human  voice  can  utter, 

No  human  heart  can  know : 
And  after  fleshly  scandal, 

And  after  this  world's  night, 
And  after  storm  and  whirlwind. 

Is  calm,  and  joy,  and  light 
And  now  we  fiffht  the  baUle, 

But  then  shell  wear  the  crown 
Of  full  and  everlasting 

And  passionless  renown : 
And  now  we  watch  and  struggle, 

And  now  we  live  in  hope, 
And  Sion,  in  her  anguish, 

IVlth  Babylon  must  cope : 
But  He  Whom  now  we  trust  in 

Shall  then  be  seen  and  known. 
And  they  that  know  and  see  Him 

Shall  have  Him  for  their  own. 
The  miserable  pleasures 

Of  the  body  shall  decay : 
The  bland  and  flattering  struggles 

Of  the  flesh  shall  pass  away ; 
And  none  shall  there  be  jealous; 

And  none  shall  there  contend : 
Fraud,  clamor,  guile — ^what  say  I  f 

AUill,  aU  ill  shall  end  I 
And  there  is  David's  Fountain, 

And  life  in  fullest  glow. 
And  there  the  light  is  golden. 

And  milk  and  honey  flow : 
The  light  that  hath  no  evening, 

The  health  that  hath  no  sore, 
Tile  life  that  hath  no  ending. 

But  lasteth  evermore. 
There  Jesus  shall  embrace  us, 

There  Jesus  be  embraced — 
That  spirit^s  food  and  sunshine 

Whence  earthly  love  is  chas'd. 
Amidst  the  happy  chorus, 

A  place,  however  low. 
Shall  show  Him  us,  and  showing, 

Shall  satiate  evermo. 
By  hope  we  struggle  onward. 

While  here  we  must  be  fed. 
By  mUk,  as  tender  infants, 

But  there  by  Living  Bread. 
The  night  was  full  of  terror. 

The  mom  is  bright  with  gladness : 
The  Cross  becomes  our  harl^r, 

And  we  triumph  after  sadness: 
And  Jesus  to  His  true  ones 

Brings  trophies  fair  to  see : 
And  Jesus  shall  be  loved,  and 

Beheld  in  Galilee : 
Beheld,  when  mom  shall  waken, 

And  shadows  shall  decay, 
And  each  trao-hearted  servant 

Shall  shine  as  doth  the  day : 
And  every  ear  shall  bear  it : 

Behold  thy  King's  array: 


Behold  thy  God  in  beauty. 

The  Law  hath  pass'd  away  I 
Yes  I  God  my  King  and  Portion,   . 

In  fulness  of  His  grace. 
We  then  shall  see  forever. 

And  worship  face  to  fiice. 
Then  Jacob  into  Israel, 

From  earthlier  self  estranged. 
And  Leah  into  Rachel 

Forever  shall  be  changed : 
Then  all  the  halls  of  Sion 

For  aye  shall  be  complete. 
And,  in  the  Land  of  Beauty, 

All  things  of  beauty  meet. 
For  thee,  O  dear  dear  Country ! 

Mine  eyes  their  vi^ls  keep ; 
For  very  love,  beholding 

Thy  happy  name,  they  weep : 
The  mention  of  thy  glory 

Is  unction  to  the  breast, 
And  medicine  in  sickness. 

And  love,  and  life,  and  res^ 
O  oome,  O  onely  Mansion  t 

O  Paradise  of  Joy  t 
Where  tears  arc  ever  banished. 

And  smiles  have  no  alloy ; 
Beside  thy  living  waters 

All  plants  are,  great  and  small. 
The  cedar  of  the  forest. 

The  hyssop  of  the  wall : 
With  jaspers  glow  thy  bulwarks ; 

Thy  streets  with  emeralds  blaze; 
The  sardius  and  the  topaz 

Unite  in  thee  their  rays : 
Thine  ageless  walls  are  bounded 

With  amethyst  unpriced : 
Thy  Saints  build  up  its  fabric, 

And  the  comer-stone  is  Christ. 
The  Cross  is  all  thy  splendor. 

The  Cracified  thy  praise : 
His  laud  and  benediction 

Thy  ransomed  people  nuse : 
Jesus,  the  Gem  of  Beauty, 

True  God  and  Man,  they  sing : 
The  never-failing  Garden, 

The  ever-golden  Ring : 
The  Door,  the  Pledge,  the  Husband, 

The  Guardian  of  ms  Courts 
The  Day-star  of  Salvation, 

The  Porter  and  the  Port 
Thou  hast  no  shore,  fair  ocean  I 

Thou  hast  no  time,  bright  day ! 
Dear  fountain  of  refreshment 

To  pilgrims  far  away  I 
Upon  the  Rock  of  Ages 

The^  raise  thy  holy  tower: 
Thine  is  the  victor's  laurel, 

And  thine  the  golden  dower: 
Thou  feel'st  in  mystic  rapture 

O  Bride  that  know'st  no  gpiile, 
The  Prince's  sweetest  kisses. 

The  Prince's  loveliest  smile: 
Unfading  lilies,  bracelets 

Of  Hvmg  pearl  thine  own : 
The  Lamb  is  ever  near  thee, 

The  Bridegroom  thine  alone; 
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The  Crown  is  He  to  guerdon. 

The  Buckler  to  protect, 
And  He  Himself  the  Mansion, 

And  He  the  Architect 
The  only  art  thou  necdest, 

Tlianksgiving  for  thy  lot : 
The  only  joy  thou  seekest, 

The  Life  where  Death  is  not 
And  all  thine  endless  leisure 

In  sweetest  accents  sings, 
The  ill  that  was  thy  merit  — 

The  wealth  that  is  thy  King's ! 

Jerusalem  the  golden, 

With  milk  and  honey  blest. 

Beneath  Thy  contemplation 
Sink  heart  and  voice  oppressed : 

I  know  not,  O  I  know  not, 
What  social  joys  are  there  I 

What  radiancy  of  glory, 
'  What  light  beyond  compare ! 

And  when  I  fain  would  sing  them 
My  spirit  fails  and  faints, 

And  yamly  would  it  image 
The  assembly  of  the  Saints. 

They  stand,  those  halls  of  Sion, 

Oonjubilant  with  song, 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel. 

And  ful  the  martyr  throng : 
The  Prince  is  ever  in  them ; 

The  daylight  is  serene : 
The  pastures  of  the  Blessed 

Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 

There  is  the  Throne  of  Dayid— 

And  there,  from  care  released, 
The  song  of  them  that  triumph. 

The  shout  of  them  that  feast ; 
And  they  who,  with  their  Leader, 

Hare  conquered  in  the  fight 
Foreyer  and  forever 

Are  dad  in  robes  of  white  I 

O  holy,  placid  harp-notes 

Of  that  eternal  hymn  t 
O  sacred,  sweet  refection. 

And  peace  of  Seraphim  I 
O  thirst,  foreyer  ardent, 

Yet  eyermorc  content  I 
O  true,  peculiar  vision 

Of  God  cunctipotent ! 
Ye  know  the  many  mansions 

For  many  a  glorious  name. 
And  divers  retributions 

That  divers  merits  claim : 
For  midst  the  constellations 

That  deck  our  earthly  sky, 
This  star  than  that  is  brighter — 

And  so  it  is  on  high. 

Jerusalem  the  glorious  I 
The  glory  of  the  Elect  I 

O  dear  and  future  vision 
That  eager  hearts  expect : 

Even  now  oy  faith  I  see  thee : 
Even  here  thy  walls  discern : 


To  thee  my  thoughts  are  kindled, 

And  strive  and  pant  and  yearn ; 
Jerusalem  the  only. 

That  look'st  from  heaven  below. 
In  thee  is  all  my  glory  ; 

In  me  is  all  my  woe  I 
And  though  my  body  may  not. 

My  spirit  seeks  thee  fain. 
Till  flesh  and  earth  return  me 

To  earth  and  flesh  again. 
O  none  can  tell  thy  bmwarks. 

How  gloriously  they  rise : 
O  none  can  tell  thy  capitals 

Of  beautiful  device : 
Thy  loveliness  oppresses 

All  human  thought  and  heart : 
And^  none,  O  peace,  O  Sion, 

Can  sin^  thee  as  thou  art 
New  mansion  of  new  people, 

Whom  (tod's  own  love  and  light 
Promote,  increase,  make  holy. 

Identify,  unite. 
Thou  City  of  the  Angels  I 

Thou  City  of  the  Lobd  t 
Whose  everlasting  music 

Is  the  glorious  decachord  I 
And  there  the  band  of  Prophets 

United  praise  ascribes, 
And  there  the  twelvefold  chorus 

Of  IstaePs  ransomed  tribes : 
The  lily-beds  of  virgins, 
.  The  roses'  martyr-glow, 
The  cohort  of  the  Fathers 

Who  kept  the  faith  below. 
And  there  the  Sole-Begotten 

Is  Lord  in  regal  state ; 
He,  Judah's  mystic  Lion, 

He,  Lamb  Immaculate. 
O  flelds  that  know  no  sorrow ! 

O  state  that  fears  no  strife  I 

0  princely  bow'rs  I  O  land  of  flow'rs  1 

0  realm  and  home  of  Life  I 

Jerusalem,  exulting 
On  that  securest  shore, 

1  hope  thee,  wish  thee,  sing  thee, 
And  love  thee  evermore  I ' 

I  ask  not  for  my  merit : 

1  seek  not  to  deny 
My  merit  is  destruction, 

A  child  of  wrath  am  I : 
But  yet  with  faith  I  venture 

And  Hope  upon  my  way ; 
For  those  perennial  guerdons 

I  labor  niffht  and  day. 
The  Best  and  Dearest  Fathbb 

Who  made  me  and  who  saved. 
Bore  with  me  in  defilement. 

And  from  defilement  laved: 
When  in  His  strength  I  struggle. 

For  very  joy  I  leap. 
When  in  my  sin  I  totter, 

I  weep,  or  try  to  weep ; 
And  grace,  sweet  grace  celestial. 

Shall  all  its  love  display, 
And  David's  Royal  Fountam 

Purge  every  sin  away. 
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O  mine,  my  golden  8ion  I 

O  loTelier  far  than  ^old  t 
With  laurel-girt  battalions, 

And  saf 0  yictorioos  fold ; 
O  sweet  and  blessed  Countxy, 

Shall  I  ever  see  thy  face  ? 

0  sweet  and  blessed  Country, 
Shall  I  ever  win  thy  grace  ? 

1  have  the  hope  within  me 
To  comfort  and  to  bless  1 

Shall  I  ever  win  the  prize  itself? 
O  tell  me,  tell  me,  yes  t 

Exult,  O  dust  and  ashes. 

The  LoBD  shall  be  thy  pait : 
His  only,  His  f oreyer. 

Thou  shalt  be,  and  thou  art  I 
Exult,  O  dust  and  ashes  I 

The  Lord  shall  be  thy  part ; 
His  only.  His  forerer. 

Thou  shalt  bo,  and  thou  art? 
Bernard  of  Morlaix^  tr.  hy  J,  M,  NeaXe* 

MM.  JE8UB,  Anywhors  with. 

Anywhere  with  Jesus,  says  the  Christian 
heart;  [part; 

Let  Him  take  me  where  He  will,  so  we  do  not 

Always  sitting  at  His  feet,  there  *s  no  cause 
for  fears ; 

Anywhere  with  Jesus  in  this  rale  of  tears  I 

Anywhere  with  Jesus,  though  He  please  to 
Into  fires  the  fiercest,  into  suffering ;  [bring 
Though  He  bid  me  work  or  waxt^  or  only 

bear  for  Him, 
Anywhere  with  Jesus,  still  shall  be  my  hymn. 

Anywhere  with  Jesus,  though  it  be  the  tomb 
With  its  frighting  terror,  with  its  dreaded 

gloom ;  [life. 

Though  it  be  the  weariness  of  a  long-drawn 
Faintmg  with  the  constant  toil,  drooping  in 

uie  strife. 

Anywhere  with  Jesus,  for  it  cannot  be 
Dreai^,  dark,  or  desolate,  if  He*s  with  me ; 
He  will  love  me  alway,  every  need  supply ; 
Anywhere  with  Jesus,  should  I  live  or  die. 

MM.  raniSi  AshuMd  fi£ 

Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be, 
A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  Thee  I 
Ashamed  of  Thee,  whom  angels  praise, 
Whose  glories  shine  through  endless  days  1 

Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  soonw  far 
Let  eyenuiff  blush  to  own  a  star : 
He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine 
O'er  this  benighted  soul  of  mine. 

Ashamed  of  Jesus !  just  as  soon 
Let  midnight  bs  ashiuncd  of  noon : 
*Tb  midnight  with  my  soul,  till  He, 
Bright  Morning  Star,  bid  darkness  flee. 

Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  that  dear  Friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend ! 
No !  when  I  blush,  bo  this  my  shame, 
That  I  no  more  revere  His  name. 


Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  yes,  I  may. 
When  Tve  no  guilt  to  wash  away. 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave, 
No  fear  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

Till  then,  nor  is  my  boasting  vain. 
Till  then,  I  boast  a  Saviour  shun  1 
And  oh  may  this  my  glory  be, 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me ! 

MM.  JESUtlr  Ghiiity  oft 

The  Master  came  one  evening  to  the  gate 
Of  a  far  city ;  it  was  growing  late, 
And,  sending  His  disciples  to  buy  food. 
He  wandered  foith,  intent  on  doing  good. 
As  was  His  wont.    And  in  the  roarket-plaoe 
He  saw  a  crowd,  dose  gathered  in  one  space, 
Gazinff  with  eager  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
Jesus  drew  nearer,  and  thereon  He  found 
A  noisome  creature,  a  bedraggled  wreck, 
A  dead  dog  with  a  halter  round  his  neck. 
And  those  who  stood  by  mocked  the  object 

there, 
And  one  said,  scofi9ng, ''  It  pollutes  the  air !  ^ 
Another,  jeering,  asked,  ''How  long  to-night 
Shall  such  a  miscreant  cur  offend  our  sisht  ? " 
*'  Look  at  his  torn  hide,**  sneered  a  Jewish  wit ; 
"You  could  not  cut  even  a  shoe  from  it,'* 
And  turned  away.     "Behold  his  ears  that 

bleed,"  [deed!'* 

A  fourth  chimed  in.  "  An  undcan  wretdi  in- 
"He  hath  been  hanged  for  thieving,"  they 

all  cried,  [to  side. 

And  spumed  the  loathsome  beast  from  nde 
Then  Jesus,  standing  by  them  in  the  street, 
Looked  on  the  poor  spent  creature  at  His  feet, 
And,  bending  o'er  him,  spake  unto  the  men, 
"  BBorU  are  not  whiter  than  hie  teetk!*^    And 
The  people  at  each  other  grazed,  askii^^,  [then 
* '  Who  is  this  stranger  pitying  tlie  vile  thing?  " 
Then  one  exdaimc^,  with  awe-aboted  breath, 
"  This  surely  is  the  Man  of  Nazareth ; 
This  must  be  Jesus,  for  none  else  but  He 
Something  to  praise  in  a  dead  dog  could  see  I  ^ 
And,  beinff  ashamed,  each  soo£fer  bowed  his 

head. 
And  from  the  right  of  Jesus  tunied  and  fled. 

An  Oriental  Legend* 

M97.  JESUS,  Gliag  to. 

Cling  to  the  Crucified  I 

His  death  is  life  to  thee,  — 

Life  for  eternity. 

His  pains  thy  pardon  seal; 

His  stripes  thy  bruises  heal; 

His  cross  proclaims  thy  peai% 

Bids  oveiT  sorrow  cease. 

His  blooa  is  all  to  thee. 
It  puiges  thee  from  sin ; 

It  sets  thy  nirit  free, 
It  keeps  thy  omsdcnoe  dean. 
Cling  to  the  Crucified  1 

Cling  to  the  Crudfied  t 
His  is  a  heart  of  love, 
Full  as  the  hearts  above ; 
Its  denths  of  sympathy 
Are  au  awake  for  thee : 
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Ws  coimteiiaiioo  is  light* 
Even  to  tho  darkest  mght. 
That  love  shall  neYer  change — 

That  light  shall  ne'er  grovr  dim ; 
Charge  thou  thy  faithless  heart 

To  find  its  all  in  Him. 
ding  to  tho  Gracifled  I   Horatiui  Btmar, 

9088.  J28na,  QiupiBg. 

^s  not  the  infant*s  feeble  grasp 

Which  holds  the  mother  £ut : 
It  is  the  mother*s  gentle  dasp 

Around  her  darDng  cast 
Just  so  Thy  child  would  cUng  to  Thee, 

Knowmg  Thy  pity  long; 
For,  feeble  as  my  faith  may  be, 

The  hand  I  dasp  b  strdi^. 

IWKM.  JE8U8,  LoddBg  to. 

Jesu,  Saviour,  Son  of  Qodj 
Bearer  of  the  sinner*B  load ; 
I  to  Thee  will  look  and  live. 
And,  in  looking,  praises  give. 
Looking  lightm,  looking  heals, 
Looking  all  the  gladness  seals ; 
Looking  breaks  the  binding  chain. 
Looking  seta  us  free  again ; 
Looking  scatters  all  our  night, 
Makes  our  faces  shine  with  light ; 
Looking  quickens,  strengthens,  brings 
Heavenly  gladness  on  its  wings  I 
Jesu,  Saviour,  Son  of  God, 
Bearer  of  the  siimer^s  load, . 
I  would  rise  to  Thee  above, 
I  would  look,  and  praise,  and  love ; 
Ever  looking  let  me  be 
At  the  blood'besprinkled  tree. 
Blessing  Thee  with  lip  and  soul. 
While  3ie  endless  ages  rolL 

Horatiu$  Bonar, 

9030.  JSSUSi  Xenntot  o£ 

Pll  carve  our  passion  on  the  bark, 

And  ev'ry  wounded  tree 
Shall  drop  and  bear  some  mystic  mark 

That  Jesus  died  for  me. 
Tlic  swains  shall  wonder  when  they  read, 

Liscrib'd  on  all  the  grove. 
That  lieaven  itself  came  down,  and  bled. 

To  win  a  mortal's  love. 

lioac  WatU. 

9031.  JE8UB,  Vsaw  <£ 

Jesu — ^name  all  names  above— Jesu,  best  and 

dearest  1  [nearest  I 

Jesu,  fount  of  perfect  love,  holiest,  tcnderest, 
Jesu,  source  of  grace  completest— Jesu  purest, 

Jesu  sweetest  I 
Jesu,  well  of  power  divine,  make  me,  keep 

me,  seal  me — ^Thine ! 
Thou  didst  call  the.  prodigal,  Thou  didst 

pardon  Mary —  [never  vary — 

Thou  whose  words  Can  never  fail,  love  can 
Lord,  amidst  my  lost  condition,  give— for 

Thou  canst  give—contrition. 
Thou  canst  pardon  all  mine  ill,  if  Thou  wilt : 
)h,  say  "I Willi" 


Woe,  that  I  have  turned  aside  after  fleshly 

pleasure  I 
Woe,  that  I  have  never  tried  for  the  heavenly 

treasure  1  '  [ible,  eternal  I 

Treasure,  safe  in  homes  supernal,  incorrupt-. 
Treasure,  no  less  price  hath  won,  than  tiie 

passion  of  the  Son  I 

Theodistuif  tr,  hy  J,  JT.  IfeaU.    - 

9033.  JE8U8,  Hotd  «£ 

I  need  Thee,  predous  Jesus  I 

For  I  am  full  of  sin ; 
My  soul  is  dark  and  guilty, 

My  heart  is  dead  within ; 
I  need  the  deansing  fountain, 

Where  I  can  always  flee— 
The  blood  of  Ohrist  most  predous ; 

The  sinner's  perfect  plea. 

I  need  Ihee,  piedous  Jesus ! 

For  I  am  very  poor ; 
A  stranger  and  a  pilgrim. 

With  little  earthly  store : 
I  need  the  love  of  Jesus 

To  dieer  me  on  my  way, 
To  guide  my  doubting  footsteps. 

To  be  my  strength  and  stay. 


I  need  Thee,  predous  Jesus  I 

I  need  a  Fnend  like  Thee ; 
A  Friend  to  soothe  and  sympathi: 

A  I<>iend  to  care  for  me ; 
I  need  the  hcai-t  of  Jesus, 

To  feel  each  anxious  care. 
To  tell  mv  every  want  to, 

And  all  my  sorrows  share. 


I  need  Thee,  predous  Jesus  I 

For  I  am  very  blind ; 
A  weak  and  foolish  wanderer. 

With  dark  and  evil  mind ; 
I  need  the  light  of  Jesus, 

To  tread  the  thorny  road. 
To  guide  me  safe  to  glory, 

Where  I  shall  see  my  God. 

Frederick  Whi^idd. 

9033.  JE8U8|  Onnipniaioe  of. 

Tossed  with  rough  winds,  and  f lunt  with  fear, 
Above  the  tempest,  soft  and  dear, 
What  still,  small  accents  greet  mine  ear  f 

'"TisI;  be  not  afraid. 

'Tis  I,  who  led  thy  steps  aright ; 
'Tis  I,  who  gave  thy  blind  eyes  sight; 
'Tis  I,  thy  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  Light ; 

*TisI;  be  not  afraid. 

These  raging  winds,  this  surging  sea. 
Bears  not  a  breath  of  wrath  to  thee ; 
That  storm  has  all  been  spent  on  Me ; 

"Hs  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

The  bitter  cup  fear  not  to  drink ; 
I  know  it  well — oh  I  do  not  shrink ; 
I  tasted  it  o^er  Eedron's  brink ; 

'Tis  I;  be  not  afraid. 
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Mine  eyes  are  watdung  by  thy  bed. 
Mine  anps  are  underneath  thy  head, 
My  blessing  is  around  thee  shed ; 

'Tis'l;  be  not  afraid." 

When  on  the  other  side  thy  feet 
Bhall  rest  'mid  thousand  welcomes  sweet, 
One  well-known  voice  thy  heart  shall  greet ; 

**"IlsI;  be  not  afraid." 

From  out  the  dazzling  Majesty, 
Gtently  HeUl  lay  His  hand  on  thee, 
Whispering,  "Beloved,  lovest  thou  me? 
'Twas  not  m  vain  I  died  for  thee ; 

"HsI;  be  not  afraid." 

M34«  JEBITBi  Freoiou  Vune  of. 

Whatever  the  anguish  of  my  breast,  its  flut- 

'    tering  doth  cease 
Whene'er  Thy  name  of  comfort  fills  my  spirit 

with  Thy  peace  I  [doth  give- 

No  consolation  is  so  sweet  as  that  Thy  name 
Thy  Jesus'  name  I     O  David's  Son,  and  Lord 

by  whom  I  live ! 

Thy  name  of  Jesus  is  a  store  of  all  that  heart 
can  need,  [som,  leaf,  and  seed ! 

Enfolding  every  precious  thing— fruit,  bios- 
He  spends  his  time  most  worthy  who  seeks 
that  Name  to  know :  [flow  I 

Its  ocean-fulness  riseth  still  as  ages  onward 

Apart  from  Jesus'  precious  name  Tve  nothing 

to  desire ; 
Of  all  b^de,  e'en  were  it  mine,  my  heart 

would  only  tire. 
Apart  from  Him  there's  naught  of  worth, 

created  things  are  vain ;        [my  gain ! 
He  is  my  glory  ana  my  wealth,  my  honor  and 

Thy  precious  name,  Lord  Jesus  Christ  I   is 

better  far  to  me. 
Than  all  the  wealth  that  can  be  found  in 

earth,  or  air,  or  sea. 
Thou  art  the  paradise,  set  forth  by  God's 

own  hand  of  love ; 
Thy  presence  is  itself  the  heaven,  where  I 

shall  dwell  above. 

Baron  wn  CanitM. 

9085    JESUB,  Toaohiiig. 

He  came  a  leper,  all  unclean  and  foul ; 

He  left,  as  fresh  as  freshest  infancy. 
So  come  I  to  Thy  feet,  unclean  in  soul, 

So  leave  I,  Lord,  cleansed  and  restwed  by 
Thee. 

I  touch  Thee  and  am  cored!    No  touch  of 
mine 

Can  render  Thee  impure,  whatever  be 
The  foulness  of  the  band  that  touches  Thine : 

Thee  it  defiles  not,  yet  it  cleanses  me. 

I  touch  Thee,  and  the  electric  current  flows ; 

My  touch  has  aU  Thy  skill  and  power  re- 
vealed; 
Thee  I  infect  not  with  my  sins  or  woes, 

Atm^  yet  by  touching  Thee  my  soul  is  healed. 


It  gives  to  Thee  my  sickness,  and  to  me 
Imparts  Thy  health;  my  evil  Thou  dost 

And  I  Thy  good;  aU  my  iniquity  [bear. 

From  me  Thou  takest,  I  Thy  beauty  wear. 

That  touch  to  me  is  Paradise  restored. 
It  is  to  me  the  very  gate  of  heaven. 

Thou  art  my  help,  my  happiness,  O  Lord, 
In  Thee  I  stand,  delivered  and  forgives. 

Soratiits  Bonar, 

9036.  JESUS  UiMhiagea. 

All  is  dying ;  hearts  are  breaking. 

Which  to  ours  were  once  fast  bound ; 
And  the  lips  have  ceased  from  ^)ealdng, 

Which  once  uttered  such  sweet  sound; 
And  the  arms  are  powerless  lying, 

Which  were  our  support  and  stay ; 
And  the  eyes  are  dim  and  dying, 

Which  once  watched  us  night  and  day. 

Everything  we  love  and  cherish 

Hastens  onward  to  the  grave; 
EartMy  joys  and  pleasures  perish. 

And  whate'er  the  world  e'er  gave : 
All  is  fading,  all  is  fleeing, 

Earthly  flames  must  cease  to  glow; 
Earthly  beings  oease  from  being, 

Earthly  blossoms  cease  to  blow. 

Tet  unchanged,  while  all  decayeth, 

Jesus  stands  upon  the  dust ; 
"Lean  on  Me  alone,"  He  saycth, 

"Hope  and  love  and  firmly  trust  I  ** 
Oh,  abide,  abide  with  Jesus, 

Who  Himself  forever  lives. 
Who  from  death  eternal  frees  us, 

Tea,  who  life  eternal  gives  1 

Sputa,  tr.hyB.  JfofM 

9037.  JESXrSi  Work  o£ 

Jesus,  the  friend  of  human  kind. 
With  strong  compassion  moved, 

Descended,  like  a  pitying  Qod, 
To  save  the  souls  He  loved. 

The  powers  of  darkness  leagued  in  vain 

To  bind  His  soul  in  death; 
He  shook  their  kingdom  when  He  fell. 

With  His  expiring  breath. 

Not  long  the  toils  of  hell  could  keep 

The  Hope  of  Judah's  Ime ; 
Corruption  never  could  take  hold 

Oil  aught  so  mudi  Divine. 

And  now  His  conquering  diariot  wheeb 

Ascend  the  lofty  dues ; 
While,  broke  beneath  His  powerful  enm. 

Death's  iron  sceptre  lies. 

Exalted  hiffh  at  God's  right  hand. 

And  Lora  of  all  below, 
Through  Him  is  pardoning  love  dispensed, 

And  boun^ess  blessings  flow. 

And  still  for  erring,  guilty  man, 

A  brother's  pity  flows ; 
And  still  His  bleeding  heart  is  toadied 

With  memory  of  our  woes. 

Anne  Lmiitia  Barbauli, 
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90M*  JEWBi  BwdfttioB'^f  tht, 
Oh!  weep  for  ihoee  that  wept  by  BabePs 
stream,     ,  [dream ; 

Whose  shrines  are  desolate,  whose  land  a 
Weep  for  the  harp  of  Jndah^ft  broken  shell ; 
Moam — ^where  their  Qod  hath  dwelt  the  god- 
less dwell  I 
And  where  shall  Israel  laye  her  bleeding  feet  ? 
And.  where  shall  Zion*s  songs  again  seem 

sweet? 
And  Jodahs  melody  onoe  more  rejoice 
Tho  hearts  that  leaped  before  its  hearenly 
voice  ?  [breast, 

Tribes  of   the  wandering   foot  and  weary 
How  shall  ye  flee  away  and  be  at  rest  f 
The  wild  dove  hath  her  nest,  the  fox  his  care. 
Mankind  their  country — ^Israel  bnt  the  grare  I 

Lard  Byron, 
90Q».  JEWSi  Fate  of  tlia. 

Their  glory  &ded,  and  tiieir  race  dispersed, 
The  last  of  nations  now,  though  once  the 

first,  [they  leant. 

They  warn  and  teach  the  proudest,  would 
Keep  wisdom,  or  meet  yengeance  in  your 

turn; 
If  -we  escaped  not,  if  Heaven  spi&ed  not  us, 
Peeled,  scattered,  and  exterminated  thus; 
If  vice  received  her  retribution  due. 
When  we  were  visited,  what  hope  for  you  f 

WiUiam  Cmoper, 

9040.  JEWS,  HoMv  of  tho. 

Thiice  happy  nation  t  Favorite  of  heaven  I 
Selected  &om  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth 
To  be  His  chosen  race,  ordained  to  spread 
Hia  glory  through  remotest  realms,  and  teach 
The  Oentile  world  Jehovah^s  awful  name. 

William  Modern, 

They,  and  they  only,  amongst  all  mankind. 
Received  the  transcript  of  the  Eternal  Mind  ; 
Were  trusted  with  His  own  engraven  laws, 
And  constituted  guardians  of  His  cause ; 
Theirs  were  the  prophets,  theirs  the  priestly 

call. 
And  theirs,  by  births  the  Saviour  of  us  all, 

WiUiam  Cawp&r, 

9041.  JOBHt  Tho  Flroaohiiig  oL 

JOBH  THB  BAFnST. 

Repent  I  repent!  repent! 

For  the  kingdom  of  €k>d  is  at  hand. 

And  all  the  land 

Full  of  the  knowledge  of  the  Lord  shall  be 

As  the  waters  cover  the  sea, 

And  endrde  the  continent  I 

Repent  1  Tepeoil  repent  I  • 
For  lo,  the  hour  appointed, 
(The  hour  so  long  foretold 
By  the  Prophets  of  old, 
-Of  the  coming  of  the  Anointed, 
The  Messiah,  the  Paradete, 
The  Desire  of  the  Kations,  is  nigh ! 
He  shall  not  strive  nor  cry, 
Kor  his  voice  be  heard  in  the  street ; 
Kor  the  bruised  reed  sliall  he  break, 


Nor  qaendi  the  smoking  lUx ! 
And  many  of  them  that  sleep 
In  the  dust  of  earth  shall  awake, 
On  that  great  and  terrible  day. 
And  the  wicked  shall  wail  and  weep. 
And  be  blown  like  a  smoke  away, 
And  be  melted  away  like  wax. 
Repent  1  repent!  repent! 

O  Priest^  and  Pharisee, 
Who  hath  warned  you  to  flee 
From  the  wrath  that  is  to  be  I 
From  the  coming  anguish  and  ire  f 
The  axe  is  laid  at  the  root 
Of  the  trees,  and  every  tree 
That  brlngeth  not  forth  good  fruit, 
Is  hewn  down  and  cast  into  the  fire ! 

Te  Scribes,  why  come  ye  hither  ? 

In  the  hour  that  is  uncertain, 

In  the  day  of  anguish  and  trouble. 

He  that  stretcheth  the  heavens  as  a  curtain. 

And  spreadeth  them  out  as  a  tent, 

Shall  blow  upon  you,  and  ye  stall  wither, 

And  the  whirlwind  shall  take  you  away  as 

Repent!  repent!  repent  I  [stubble! 


Who  art  thou,  O  man  of  prayer ! 
In  raiment  of  earners  hair, 
Begirt  with  leathern  thong. 
That  here  in  the  wilderness. 
With  a  cry  as  of  one  in  distren, 
Preachest  unto  this  throng  f 
Art  thou  the  Christ? 

JOHK. 

Priest  of  Jerusalem, 

In  medraflss  and  humbleness, 

I  deny  not,  I  confess 

I  am  not  the  Christ ! 


What  shall  we  say  unto  them 
That  sent  us  here  ?  Reveal 
Thy  name,  and  naught  conceal ! 
Art  thou  Eliasf 

JOBH. 

No! 


Art  thou  that  Prophet,  then, 
Of  lamentation  and  woe. 
Who,  as  a  symbol  and  sign 
Of  impending  wrath  divine 
Upon  unbelieving  man, 
Shattered  the  vessel  of  day 
In  the  Valley  of  Slaughter! 

JOHH. 

Nay, 
I  am  not  he  thou  namest ! 


Who  art  thou,  and  what  is  the  word 
That  here  thou  prodaimest  t 

jomr. 
I  am  the  voice  of  one 
Crying  in  the  wilderness  alone  r 
Prepare  ye  the  way  of  the  Lord ; 
Make  His  paths  straight 
In  the  land  that  is  desolate ! 
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j"oy. 


JT7I>^S. 


If  thoa  be  not  the  Christ, 
Kor  yet  Elias,  not  he, 
That,  in  sign  of  the  thmgs  to  be, 
Shattered  the  vessel  of  day 
Li  the  Valley  of  Slaughter, 
Then  declare  unto  us,  and  say 
By  what  authority  now 
Baptizest  thou  ? 

JOBK. 

I  indeed  baptize  you  with  water 
Unto  repentance ;  but  He, 
That  Cometh  after  me, 
Ib  mightier  than  I  and  higher ; 
The  latchet  of  whose  shoes 
I  am  not  worthy  to  unloose ; 
He  shall  baptize  you  with  fire, 
And  with  the  Holy  Ghost ! 
Whose  fan  is  in  Ms  hand ; 
He  will  purge  to  the  uttermost 
His  floor,  and  gamer  His  wheat, 
But  will  bum  the  chaff  in  the  brand 
And  fire  of  unquenchable  heat  I 
BepentI  repent!  repent  I 

H.  W,  Longfellow. 
M49.  JOT,  Aidi  to. 

Their  lost  they  have,  they  hold ;  from  pain 

A  keener  bliss  they  borrow. 
How  natural  is  joy,  my  heart ! 

How  easy  after  sorrow  I   Jean  Ingdow. 

9043.  JOT,  Mad. 

Mankind  is  mad  I 
Such  mighty  numbers  list  against  the  right 
(And  what  can^t  numbers,  when  bewitehed, 

achieve  I) 
They  talk  themselves  to  something  like  belief 
That  all  earth^s  joys  are  theirs,  (as  Athens* 

fool 
Grinned  from  the  port,  on  every  sail  his  own.) 
They  grin;  but  wherefore  ?  and  how  long 

the  laugh  ? 
Half  ignorance,  their  mirth — and  half,  a  lie : 
To  cheat  the  world  and  cheat  themselves, 

they  smile.  [own 

Hard,  either  task  I     The  most  abandoned 
That  others,  if  abandoned,  are  undone : 
Then,  for  themselves,  the  moment   reason 

wakes 
(And  Providence  denies  it  long  repose), 
O,  how  laborious  is  their  gayety !        [spleen. 
They   scarce   can   swallow   their    ebullient 
Scarce  muster  patience  to  support  the  farce, 
And  pump  saa  laughter  till  the  curtain  falls. 
Scarce,  did  I  say  ?  some  cannot  sit  it  out  .  .  . 
Oft  their  own  daring  hands  the  curtain  draw, 
And  show  us  what  tneir  joy,  by  their  despair. 
The  clotted  hair  l-gored  breast  I-bbisphem- 

ingeyel 
Its  impious  f  uiy  still  alive  in  death  I —  [denies 
Shut,  shut  the  shocking  soene.    But  Heaven 
A  cover  to  such  guilt ;  and  so  should  man. 
Look  round,  Lobbnzo— see  the  reeking  blade, 
Th*  envenomed  phial,  and  the  fatal  biU ; 
The  strangling  cord,  and  suffocating  streetm ; 
The  loathsome  rottenness,  and  foul  decays 
From  raging  riot,  (slower  suicide ! 


And  pride  in  these,  q^ore  exocrable  still  1)  . . . 
How  horrid  all  to  thought!    But  hoiran, 

these, 
That  vouch  the  trath,  and  aid  my  feeble  song. 
From  vice,   sense,  fancy,   no  man  can  be 

blessed: 
Bliss  is  too  great  to  lodge  within  an  hour. 

Edward  Toung, 
9M4.  JOT,  Mixtun  o£ 

-  There  is  no  joy  unmixed  with  grief — 
Each  garden  has  more  weeds  than  flow- 
Care  ndes  upon  the  winged  hours,  [en — 
And  doubt  forever  haunts  belief. 

We  stop  to  pluck  some  beaateoua  flower. 
And  cold  precaution  idly  scorn. 
To  find  some  sharp  and  hidden  thorn 

Exacts  a  forfeit  for  the  dower. 

There  have  been  tears  of  wormwood  died. 
For  every  pleasure  life  can  bring ; 
The  joys  of  earth  are  flowers  that  spring 

From  out  the  ashes  of  the  dead. 

Edward  EdrUy  DeuoarU 

aOtf  •  JOT,  Boll  flff. 

Joy  is  a  fruit  that  will  not  grow 

In  nature's  barren  soil ; 
All  we  can  boast  till  Christ  we  know, 

Is  vanity  and  toiL 
But  where  the  Lord  has  planted  grace, 

And  made  His  glories  known ; 
There  fraits  of  heavenly  joy  and  peace 

Are  found,  and  there  fdonc 

JoJmlfewUnL 
MM.  JOT,  Yiitaou. 

Virtue  alone  can  give  trae  joy ; 

The  sweets  of  virtue  never  cloy : 

To  take  delight  in  doing  good. 

In  justice,  truth,  and  gratitude. 

In  aiding  those  whom  cares  oppress, 

Administering  comfort  to  distress: 

These,  these  are  joys  which  all  who  prove 

Anticipate" the  bliss  above; 

Th^se  are  the  joys,  and  these  alone. 

We  ne'er  repent  or  wish  undone. 

9M7.  JUDAS.  Bomone  o£ 

Judas  lecariot     Lost!  lost!  forever  lost! 

I  have  betrayed 
The  innocent  blood!    O  God!   if  thou  sit 

love,  [tempter! 

Why  didst   thou  leave   me  naked  to   the 
Why  didst  thou  not  commission  thy  swift 

lightning 
To  strike  me  dead  ?  or  why  did  I  not  perish 
Wi^  those  by  Herod  shun,  the   innocent 

children  [hands 

Who  went  with  playthings   in  their  little 
Into  the  darkness  of  the  other  world. 
As  if  to  bed  ?    Or  wherefore  was  I  bora. 
If  Thou  in  Thy  foreknowledge  didst  jpetceive 
All  that  I  am,  and  all  that  I  must  be  f 

I  know  I  am  not  senefous,  am  not  gentle 
Like  other  men ;  but  I  have  tried  to  be, 
And  I  have  failed.    I  thought  by  following 
Him^ 
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I dhotild grow likeGQm ;  battbe tmdeaii spirit 
That  from  loy  childhood  up  hath  tortured  me, 
Hath  been  too  cunning  and  too  gtrong  for  me. 
Am  I  to  blame  for  this  ?    Am  I  to  blame 
Because  I  cannot  love,  and  ne^er  have  known 
The  love  of  woman  or  the  love  of  children  9 
It  is  a  curae  and  a  fatality, 
A  mark,  that  hath  been  set  upon  my  forehead. 
That  none  shall  slay  me,  for  it  were  a  mercy 
That  I  were  dead,  or  nover  had  been  bom. 

Too  late  I  too  late!    I  shall  not  see  Him  more 
Among  the  living.    That  sweet,  patient  face 
Will  nevermore  rebuke  me,  nor  those  lips 
Repeat  the  words :  One  of  you  shall  betray 

Mel 
It  stong  me  into  madness.    How  I  loved, 
Tet  hated  Him  I    But  in  the  other  world  I 
I  will  be  there  before  Him,  and  will  wait 
Until  He  comes,  and  fall  down  on  my  knees 
And  kiss  His  feet,  imploring  pardon,  pardon  I 

I  heard  Him  say :  All  sins  shall  be  forgiven, 
Except  the  sin  against  the  Holy  Ghost 
That  shall  not  be  forgiven  in  this  world, 
Nor  in  the  world  to  come.    Is  that  my  sin  ? 
Have  I  offended  so  there  is  no  hope 
Here  nor  hereafter  ?    That  I  soon  shall  know. 
0  Gk)d,  have  mercy  I  Christ,  have  mercy  on 

me  I 

Throws  MfMelf  headlong  from  ths  diff, 

H.  W.  LongfeiUovD, 

9M§.  JUDOnrOi  BqIm  for. 

Rashly,  nor  ofttimes  truly,  doth  man  pass 

judgment  on  his  brother ; 
For  he  seeth  not  the  springs  of  the  heart,  nor 

heareth  the  reasons  of  the  mind. 
And  the  world  is  not  wiser  than  of  old,  when 

justice  was  meted  by  the  sword, 
When  the  spear  avenged  tiie  wrong,  and  the 

lot  decided  the  right, 
When  the  footsteps  of  blindfold  innocence 

were  tracked  by  burning  ploughshares, 
And  the  still,  condemning  water  delivered  up 

the  wizard  to  the  stake : 
For  we  wait,  like  the  sage  of  Salamis,  to  see 

what  the  end  will  be. 
Fixing  the  right  or  the  wrong  by  the  issues 

of  failure  or  success. 
Judge  not  of  things  by  their  events ;  neither 

of  character  by  providence  ; 
And  count  not  a  man  more  evil,  because  he  is 

more  unfortunate ; 
For  the  blessings  of  a  better  covenant  lie  not 

in  the  sunshine  of  prosperity, 
But  pain  and  chastisement  the  rather  show 

the  wise  Father*s  love. 

Jf.  F,  Tupper, 

9(M0.  JTn>0][EBT|  Book  oft 

Almighty  Judge,  how  shall  poor  wretches 
The  dreadful  look,  [brook 

Able  a  heart  of  iron  to  appall, 

Wh€9&  Thou  Shalt  call 
For  every  man's  peculiar  book  \ 

8A 


What  others  mean  to  do,  I  know  not  well ; 

Yet  I  hear  tell. 
That  some  will  turn  Thee  to  some  leaves  therdn 

Bo  void  of  sin. 
That  they  in  merit  shall  exceL 

• 

But  I  resolve,  when  Thou  shalt  call  for  mine, 

That  to  decline. 
And  thrust  a  Testament  into  Thy  hand : 
Let  that  be  scanned. 
There  Thou  shalt  find  my  faults  are  Thine. 

Oeorg^  JBerhert, 

9050.  JTJDQXEST,  Bay  id, 

Thus  came 
The  day  that  many  thought  should  never 

come ;  [come ; 

That  all  the  wicked  wished  should  never 
That  all  the.righteous  had  expected  long ; 
Day  greatly  feared,  and  yet  too  little  feared. 
By  hun  who  feared  it  most ;  day  laughed  at 

much 
By  the  profane;  the  trembling  day  of  all 
Who  laughed ;  day  when  all  shadows  passed, 

all  dreams; 
When  substance,  when  reality  commenced. 
Last  day  of  lying,  final  day  of  all 
Deceit,  all  knavery,  all  quackish  phrase ; 
Ender  of  all  disputing,  of  all  mirth 
Ungodly,  of  all  loud  and  boasting  speech. 
Judge  of   all  judgments;   Judge  of  every 

judge ; 
Adjuster  of  fdl  causes,  rights  and  wrongs. 
Day  oft  appealed  to,  and  appealed  to  oft 
By  those  who  saw  its  dawn  with  saddest 

heart : 
Day  most  magnificent  in  Fancy's  range, 
Whence  she  returned,  confounded,  trembling, 

pale. 
With  overmuch  of  glory  faint  and  blind: 
Day  most  Important  held,  prepared  for  most, 
By  every  rational,  wise,  and  holy  man  : 
Day  of  eternal  gain,  for  worldly  loss : 
Day  of  eternal  loss,  for  worldly  gain. 
Great  day  of  terror,  vengeance,  woe,  despair  I 
Revealer  of  all  secrets,  thoughts,  desires ! 
Rein-trying,  heart-investigating  day, 
Which  stood  between  Eternity  and  Time, 
Reviewed  all  past,  determined  all  to  come, 
And  bound  aU  destinies  for  evermore. 
Believing  day  of  unbelief  I  Great  day  1 
Which  set  in  proper  light  the  affairs  of  earth, 
And  justified  the  government  Divine. 
Great  day  I  what  can  we  more  I  what  should 

we  more  ? 
Great  triumph  day  of  God's  Incarnate  Son  I 
Great  day  of  .glory  to  the  Almighty  God  I 
Day  whence  the  everlasting  years  begin 
Their  date  1  new  era  in  eternity  I 
And  oft  referred  to  in  the  song  of  heaven  1 

^hert  BMaJtL 

9051.  JUBGlfEHT,  Belay  «£ 

God's  ways  seem  dark,  but,  soon  or  late, 
Tliey  touch  the  shining  hills  of  day. 
The  evil  cannot  brook  delay, 

The  good  can  well  afford  to  wait, 

John  Oreerdeqf  WhUtier. 
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d051l.  JUDaXEIT,  DeforlptlOB  of  iho. 

And  on  the  throne. 
When  strengthened  by  the  Spirit  I  looked,  be- 
hold 
One  seated,  from  whose  unyeil^d  face  the  earth 
As  mantled  with  its  former  robes,  and  hearen, 
Its  azure  curtains  shrivelUng  like  a  leaf, 
Heited  as  melts  a  dream  of  the  night.  Bat  lo, 
Before  the  throne  in  countless  mijuons  stood 
New  risen  the  dead,  all  of  them,  small  and 

great, 
Speechless  with  terror,  by  the  angels  soon 
Far  to  the  left  reduced ;  while  on  the  right 
Advanced  the  saints  in  blissful  multitudes ; 
And  round  about  the  throne  were  seraphim 
And  cherubim  of  glory,  and  the  chiefs 
Of  the  celestial  host ;  meanwhile  the  rest 
Stretched  like  a  fringe  of  light  beyond  the 

saints. 
Beyond  the  ruined  dead,  beyond  the  spirits 
Accursed  in  concentric  walls  of  flame. 
And  then  and  there  the  likeness  as  of  books 
Before  the  awful  Presence  of  the  Jud^ 
Was  seei^  the  massive  chronicles  of  time, 
Tlie  law,  the  Gospel,  and  the  book  of  life. 

This  the  last   opened  was    first    read. 
And  as 
The  names  engraven  on  its  crystal  leaves 
Fell  singly  from  Messiah^s  lips,  the  saints 
From  martyr'd  Abel  to  the  youngest  babe 
Caught  heavenward  for  the  Joy  of  His  es- 
pousals 
Stood  forth  apparent  in  that  holy  light. 
Their  blood-washed  robes  purer  than  driven 

snow, 
Palms  in  their  hands,  and  woven  m  their  hair 
Garlands  of  amaranth.     And  one  by  one 
The  beams  of  the  Divine  flrlory  seem'd  to  rest 
On  each :  and  in  the  twii&ling  of  an  eye, 
In  sight  and  audience  of  the  universe. 
That  one  became  the  object,  whereon  all, 
Forgetful  of  themselves  and  all  besides. 
Glassed.     Not  the  faintest  film  of  guilt  re- 
mained 
Beneath  the  scrutiny  of  Perfect  Love, 
Such  was  the  virtue  of  His  blood,  and  such 
The  lustre  of  His  seamless  robe  of  liffht. 
But  every  thought,  and  word,  ana  act  of 

grace. 
Writ  in  the  book  of  His  remembrance,  shed 
A  halo  of  such  radiant  holiness 
O'er  every  member  of  the  mystic  Bride, 
That  all,  not  saints  alone  but  seraphim. 
With  shouts  of  lofty  joy  oongratulant, 
Nor  seraphs  only,  but  the  lost  perforce, 
Both  men  and  devils,  as  the  Son  of  Ck>d 
Proclaimed  the  righteousness  of  saints,  and 

placed 
A  crown  of  gloiy  on  the  brow  of  each. 
Echoed  the  verdict  of  the  Throne,  Amen. 

The  latest  saint  received  his  blest  award ; 
When  the  King  stooping  from  the  snow-white 
throne  [us  touch 

Held  forth  the  sceptre  of  His  grace,  and  bade 
The  symbol,  and  draw  nearer  while  He  spake :. 


^'Oome,  aU  ye  blessed  of  My  Fitther,  oome 
Inherit  ye  the  royalties  and  realms, 
Ere  the  foundations  of  the  world  were  laid 
For  you  prepared  and  destined.     Heirs  of 

G<>d, 
Joint  heirs  with  Me,*reoeive  your  heritage ; 
Come  ye,  who  bore  My  cross,  and  wear  My 

crown ;  [griefs : 

Come  share  My  glories,  ye  who  sharod  My 
But  first  assessors  to  My  throne  abide, 
The  while  I  judge  IGne  enemies  and  yours.*' 

So  saying,  He  drew  us  nearer  to  His  side. 
And  placed  us  on  His  glorious  right  O  scene 
Of  solemn  unimaginable  awe  I 
Ere  this,  though  nurtured  in  Millennial  won- 
ders, [dared 
The  saints  were  with  themselves  absorbed,  nor 
Look  othen^riiere  than  on  their   peers  and 

Judge. 
But  now  it  seem*d  we  were  again  the  Bride, 
And  seated  by  the  Bridegroomes  side ;  for  Ui, 
The  likeness  as  of  countless  thrones  appeared 
On  that  unutterably  radiant  cloud        [think 
Which  was  Messiahes  judgment-throne,  nor 
Room  wanting  in  that  vast  sidereal  dome, 
Each  in  its  ordered  place,  tier  above  tier. 
Rank  above  rank,  so  marvellously  set, 
Or  such  the  virtue  here  of  sight  and  sound. 
We  saw  the  shades  that  passed  on  every  brow. 
We  heard  the  whisper  of  the  faintest  Irig^ 
Before  us  first  the  hosts  of  rebel  spirits 
Under  angelic  wardens;  next  to  these 
Their  miserable  victims,  of  mankind : 
And  still  beyond  them  angels  numberless : 
Beside  us,  to  the  right  hand  and  the  Ud^ 
The  diverse  glories  of  the  stars :  and  &r 
Below  our  feet,  our  mother  planet,  earth. 
Glowed  in  the  embers  of  her  final  fbre. 
Except  the  solitary  land  concealed 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  lumd  of  God. 

And  now  the  Anointed  Judge,  firanting 

the  left, 
Summoned  the  apostate  spirits  one  by  one 
Before  Him.  Face  to  face  with  us  they  stood. 
Whom  they  had  wrestled  with  in  dubious 

fight 
And  plied  with  hellish  crafts  in  pilgrim  davs. 
Dreaaf  ul  it  was  to  see  them  now  unmasked, 
And,  as  the  story  of  each  appeared,  to  leam 
What  poisonous  arrows  they  had  shot,  what 

snares 
Had  strewed,  what  pitfalls  of  iniquity 
Had  digged  for  us,  albeit  Heavenly  Love 
Led  our  unwair  footsteps  saf dy  lK>me. 
Now  we  beheld  the  secret  springs  of  ill 
Which  moved  the  mighty  drama  of  the  wodd, 
And  saw  how  often  proud  infatuate  men. 
Like  Ahab  by  the  lymg  fiend  begmled,  [fidl: 
Were  dupes  of  helL    On  each  tte  jndgnwii 
As  he  had  sinned,  so  was  to  each  the  weiglil 
And  measure  of  eternal  punishment 
Weighed  in  the  scales  of  Perfect  Equity, 
Poissd  to  the  small  dust  of  the  hftl^^^y^i, 
And  meted  to  a  gossameres  viewless  bradUi; 
And  with  such  clear  noocssity  adjudged 
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By  One,  vhose  long  f  oibearanoe  had  been 

drained 
To  the  last  drop,  by  Love,  Almighty  Lore, 
Uttering  its  slow  inneyocable  words 
In  tones  of  wrath  so  strangely  blent  with  grief, 
80  calm,  so  true,  so  just,  that  eren  the  dunned 
Cknild  only  answer,   **Thou  art  righteous, 

Lord : " 
And,  as  the  awful  sentence  fell  on  each 
Of  chains  and  eyerlasting  banishment 
To  his  own  portion  in  the  lake  of  flre. 
As  by  the  Spirit  of  holiness  compelled 
We  and  the  blessed  angels  said.  Amen. 

Nor  longer  pause, 
For  now  the  ercrlasting  Son  of  God 
Summoned  the  millions  of  the  dead,  the  lost, 
Each  to  appear  before  the  great  white  throne. 
And  lo,  the  angels  round  abont  them  nrged, 
Uiged  and  compelled  obedience,  or  they 
Had  gladlier  sunk  that  hour  to  utter  night 

Tes,  there  was  Cain  the  fratricide,  the  brand 
Of  murder  still  upon  his  brow ;  and  they 
Who  mocked   the  saintly  Enoch;   and  the 
Begotten  of  the  fallen  sons  of  light,    [brood 
Giants  in  sin  as  size ;  and  they  who  sank 
Blaspheming   heaven  around  the  ark  they 

built; 
And  they  who  in  another  deluge  found 
Untimely  burial,  Pharaoh  and  his  chiefs ; 
The  rebd  sons  of  Reuben :  and  the  seer 
Who  loved  the  wages  of  unrighteousness, 
Tlie  son  of  Bosor ;  multitudes  of  slain 
From  the  polluted  homes  of  Canaan ; 
And  he  who  fell  upon  the  bloody  height% 
Of  Mount  Gilboa,  Saul  the  son  of  Eish ; 
And  crowds  of  miserable  idolaters, 
Of  whom  I  marked  lascivious  Jezebel : 
Sinners  of  every  age  and  every  type ; 
The  proud,  despiteful,  fierce,  implacable. 
Unthankful,  and  unholy,  and  unclean : 
And  thev  who  lived  in  pleasure,  dead  the 
Haters  of  God ;  and  whosoever  loved  [while ; 
And  whosoever  wrought  the  devil's  lie. 

Timers  river  in  that  awful  retrospect 
Was  flowing  swiftly  by ;  when  lo,  I  heard 
Hie  traitor's  name,  and  from  among  the  dead 
He  staggered  shuddering  to  the  judgment  bar, 
And  eye  to  eye  met  Him  whose  sacred  life 
He  sold  for  lucre ;  infinite  contempt 
Was  branded  on  his  brow,  who  knew  at  last 
Gk>od  were  it  for  him  had  he  ne'er  been  bom. 
Kero  was  there ;  and  none  appeared  to  shrink 
More  terror-stricken  from  the  face  of  God ; 
In  vain :  and  many,  who  with  lighter  guilt 
Had  yet  imbued  their  hands  in  holy  blood, 
Nor  wash'd  them  in  the  only  fount. 

'    But  who  of  saints  or  angels  could  revive 

All  the  dread  scenes  of  that  tribunal  ?    Time 

In  that  judicial  retrospect  appeared 

To  bare  itself  before  eternity : 

Though  as  the  ages  onward  roll'd,  they  each 

Tldded  an  ever  Leurger  harvest-field 

To  the  keen  scythe  of  death.  But  when  at  last 

The  period  of  my  mortal  pilgrimage 


Arrived  for  judgment,  I  beheld  the  forma 
Of  many  I  had  known  from  youth,  to  prime. 
Sheep,  wayward  sheep,  whom  I  had  vainly 

souf^ht. 
Now  fronting  the  Chief  Shepherd  &m»  to  face. 
And  now  the  fold  was  dosed:  and  it  was  mine 
To  witness  I  had  call'd  in  vain.     O  God, 
Th«tt  know'st,  Thou  only,  what  sustained  me 

then. 
Still  the  dark  plots  grew  darker,  as  the  end 
Drew  near,  and  tangled  labyrinths  of  crime 
More  intricate :  all  were  uniavell'd  now ; 
And  deeds,  scarce  trusted  to  the  subtle  winds 
And  whispered  in  the  ear  with  bated  breath. 
Were  now  in  presence  of  the  universe 
Prodaim'd.     Bebel  ingratitude  had  kept 
Its  worst,  its  blackest  for  the  close  of  all : 
But  when  the  last  impenitent,  who  died 
With  devils  leagued  and  doviHsh  arms  in  hand 
Fighting  against  apparent  Deity, 
Had  all  received  the  terrible  award 
Of  Justice,  and  among  their  comrades  slunk. 
Once  more  was  silence  for  a  space  in  heaven ; 
Until  the  Judge  arising  from  His  throne 
Bent  on  the  countless  multitudes  convict 
His  visage  of  eternal  wrath,  and  spake 
In  tones  which  more  than  thousand  thunders 

shook 
Hie  crumbling  citadel  of  every  heart, — 
*'  Depart  from  Me,  ye  cursed,  into  ftre, 
fMre  for  the  devil  and  his  hosts  prepared. 
Fire  everlasting,  fire  unquenchable ; 
Myself  have  said  it :  let  it  be :  Amen." 
And  from  the  upper  firmament  there  came 
A  Voice  Almighty,  ''  Let  it  be :  Amen." 
And  all  the  trembling  angels  said,  ^*  Amen." 
And  the  pale  Bride  repeated,  '*  Tea,  Amen." 

Edward  Henry  Biek&rtteth, 

SIMS.  JtJDOMEBT,  Efloapefrom. 

Ay,  Justice,  who  evades  her? 

Her  scales  reach  every  heart ; 
The  action  and  the  motive. 

She  weigheth  each  apart ; 
And  none  who  swerve  from  right  or  truth 

Can  'scape  her  penalty  I 

Sarah  J.  Sale, 
9064.  JUDOKEHT,  Etensl. 

Eternity,  the  various  sentence  passed. 
Assigns  the  severed  throng  distinct  abodes, 
Sulphureous  or  ambrosial.     What  jsnsues  9 
The  deed  predominant  I  the  deed  of  deeds  t 
Which  miuces  a  heU  of  hell,  a  heaven  of  hea- 
ven. .  .  • 
The  goddess,  with  determined  asj^ect,  turns 
Her  adamantine  ke^^s  enormous  size 
Through  destiny^s  mextricable  wards. 
Deep  driving  every  bolt,  on  both  their  fates: 
Then  from  the  crystal  battlements  of  heaven, 
Down,  down,  she  hurls  it  through  the  dark 

profound. 
Ten  thousand  thousand  fathoms;  there  to  rest, 
And  ne*er  unlock  her  resolution  more. 
The  deep  resounds,  and  hell  through  all  her 

glooms 
Returns,  in  groans,  the  melancholy  roar. 

Edward  Young^ 
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MM.  TfJUQXEST,  Ftme  tt  the. 

Since  Adam^s  family,  from  first  to  last, 
Now  into  one  distinct  snrvey  is  cast ;  [whoever 
Look  round,    vain-glorious  muse,  and  you 
Devote  yourselyes  to  fame,  and  think  her 

fair ;  [grace ; 

Whose  shining  acts  times  brightest  annals 
Who  founded  sects ;  crowns  conquered,  orte- 

sign'd;  [join'd; 

Gave  names  to  nations;  or  fam^d  empires 
Who  raised  the  vale,  and  laid  the  mountains 

low; 
And  taught  obedient  rivers  where  to  flow ; 
Who  witn  vast  fleets,  as  with  a  mighty  chain, 
Covld  bind  the  madness  of  the  roaring  main : 
All  lost?     All   midistinguislied?    nowhere 

found? 
How  will  this  truth   in  Bourbon's   palace 

sound.  ^Edward  Toung, 

9056.  JUDGHEHTi  Forartalled. 

Great  day  I  for  which  all  other  days  were 
made;  [earth; 

For  which  earth  rose  from  chaos,  man  from 
And  an  eternity,  the  date  of  gods, 
D^cended  on  poor  earth-created  man  I 
Great  day  of  ^nead,  decision,  and  despair ! 
At  thought  of  thee,  each  sublunary  wish 
Lets  go  its  eager  g^'asp  and  drops  the  world ; 
And  catches  at  each  reed  of  hope  in  heaven. 
Already  is  begun  the  grand  assize 
In  thee,  in  all.    Deputed  conscience  scales 
The  dread  tribunal,  and  forestalls  our  doom. . 
Forestalls — and  by  forestalling  proves  it  sure. 
Why  on  himself  should  man  void  judgment 
Is  idle  nature  laughing  at  her  sons  ?     [pass  ? 
Who  conscience  sent  her  sentence  will  sup- 
And  God  above  assert  that  Ood  in  man.  [port ; 

Thrice  happy  they  that  enter  now  the  court 
Heaven  opens  in  their  bosoms. 

Edward  Toung, 

90ff  7.  JXJDOMEIT,  Eyma  oft 

The  chariot  I  the  chariot  1  its  wheeb  roll  in 
fire,  [His  ire ; 

As  the  Lord  cometh  down  in  the  pomp  of 
Self-moving  it  drives  on  its  pathway  of  cloud, 
And  the  heavens  with  the  burden  of  Godhead 
are  bowed. 

The  glory !  the  glory  1  by  mjrriads  are  poured 
The  hosts  of  the  angels  to  wait  on  their  Lord ; 
And  the  glorified  s&its  and  the  martyrs  are 

there, 
And  all  who  the  palm^wreath  of  victory  wear. 

The  trumpet  t  the  trumpet  I  the  dead  have  all 
heard ;  [are  stined : 

Lo,  the  depths  of  the  stone-covered  chamel 

From  the  sea,  from  the  land,  from  the  south 
and  the  north. 

The  vast  generations  of  man  are  come  forth. 

The  judgment  I  the  judgment  1  the  thrones  are 
all  set,  [are  met ; 

Where  the  Lamb  and  the  white-vested  elders 
All  flesh  is  at  once  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord, 
And  the  doom  of  eternity  hangs  on  His  word ! 


Oh  mercy  1  oh  mercy  I  look  down  from  abovc^ 
Creator,  on  us  Thy  sad  childrmi,  with  love  1 
When  beneath  to  their  darkness  the  wicked 

are  driven, 
Hay  our  sanctified  souls  find  a  mansion  in 

heaven!  Henry  HaH  MUmaiu 

3M8.  JUI^aXEIT,  ?ower  A 

'Tis  with  our  judgments  as  ourwatches,  none 
Go  just  alike,  yet  each  believes  his  own. 

Yet  if  we  look  more  closely,  we  shall  find 
Most  have  the  seeds  of  judgment  in  their  mind : 
Nature  affords  at  least  a  glimmering  light ; 
The  lines,  though  touched  but  faintly,  aro 
drawn  right.  Alexander  Pipe, 

90M.  JXJDQKEHT,  BereUtloa  oft 

The  Book  is  opened  and  the  seal  removed ; 
The  adamantine  Book ;  where  every  thought. 
Though  dawning  on  the  heart,  then  sunk 

again 
In  the  corrupted  mass,  each  act  obscure. 
In  characters  indelible  remain.  [^scaped 

How  vain  thy  boast,  vile  caitiff,  to  have 
An  earthly  forum ;  now,  thy  crimson  stains 
Glare  on  a  congregated  world ;  thy  Judge 
Omniscience,  and  Omnipotence  thy  scoaige  I 
Thy  mask,  hypocrisy,  how  useless  here, 
When,  by  a  beam  shot  from  the  Fount  of 

li^ht. 
The  vanushed  saint  starts  up  a  ghastly  fiend. 

George  BeMy, 

9060.  JUBaMBHT,  ITiiAToidAble. 

From  Adam  to  his  youngest  heir, 
Not  one  shall  *scape  that  muster-roll ; 

Each,  as  if  he  alone  were  there. 
Shall  stand,  and  win  or  lose  his  soul : 

These  from  the  Judge^s  presence  go 

Down  into  everlasting  woe ; 

Vengeance  hath  barred  the  gates  of  hell~>- 

The  scenes  within  no  tongue  can  telL 

But  lo  t  far  off,  the  righteous  pass 

To  glory ;  from  the  King's  right  hand. 
In  silence,  on  the  sea  of  glass. 

Heaven's  numbers  without  number  stand. 
While  He  who  bore  the  cross  lays  down 
His  priestly  robe  and  victor  crown ; 
The  mediatorial  teign  complete. 
All  things  are  put  l^eath  His  feet. 

Jamee  Montgomery, 

M61.  JUBaMBHT,  l^doa  ^ 

Shall  man  alone,  whose  fate,  whose  final 
fate,  [thought? 

Hangs  on  that  hour,  exclude  it   from  hia 
I  think  of  nothing  else.   ...  I  see.  ....  I 
feel  it  I  [round  I 

All  nature,  like  an  earthquake,  trembling^ 
All  deities,  like  summer  swarms,  on  wing ! 
All  basking  in  the  full  meridian  blaze.  ' 

I  see  the  Judge  enthroned  I  the  flaming  guard  I 
The  volume  opened !  opened  every  heart ! 
A  sunbeam  pointing  out  each  secret  thought  t 
No  patron — ^intercessor  none  I — now  passed 
The  sweet,  the  dement,  mediatorial  hour. . .  . 
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For  gailt,  no  pleat  to  pain,  no  pacne— no 
Inexoiable  all  I  and  all  extreme  f      [bonndj 

Hdward  Young.  ' 

9069.  JUST,  Daftth  oTtbo. 

When  to  the  common  rest  that  crowns  our 
days,  [goes, 

Called  in  the  noon  of  life,  the  good  man 
Or  fall  of  years,  and  ripe  in  wisdom,  lays 

His  silrer  temples  in  their  last  repose ; 
When,  o*cr  the  bads  of  yooth,  the  death>wind 
blows 
And  blights  the  fairest;  when  oar  bitter  tears 
Stream,  as  the  eyes  of  those  that  love  as 
dose,  [fears 

We  think  on  what  they  were,  with  many 
Lest  goodness  die  with  ibem,  and  leave  the 
coming  years. 

But  oh,  despair  not  of  their  fate  who  rise 
To  dwell  upon  the  earth  when  we  with- 
draw I  r^^ 

Lo  I  the  same  shaft  by  which  the  righteoas 

Strikes  through  the  wretch  that  scoffed  at 

mercy^s  law,  [awe 

And  trod  his  brethren  down,  and  felt  no 

Of  Him  who  will  avenge  them.    Stainless 

worth, 

Sadi  as  the  sternest  age  of  virtue  saw,  [forth 

Ripens,  meanwhile,  till  time  shall  call  it 

From  the  low  modest  shade,  to  light  and 

blest  the  earth. 

WiUiam  CuUen  Bryant. 

9063.  JUST,  X«m«ry  «f  the. 

As  'mid  the  ever-rolling  sea 
The  eternal  isles  established  be, 
'Gainst  which  the  billows  of  the  main 
Fiet,  rage,  and  break  themselves  in  vain ; 

As  in  the  heavens  the  urns  divine 
Of  golden  light  forever  shine ;  [rage, 

Though  douds  may  darken,  storms  may 
They  still  shine  on  from  age  to  age ; 

So,  through  the  ocean-tide  of  years, 
The  memory  of  the  just  appears ; 
So,  through  the  tempest  aou  the  gloom, 
The  good  man's  virtues  light  the  tomb. 

90M.  JUSnOS,  Ooom  oft 

If  this  great  world  of  joy  and  pain 

Revolve  in  one  sure  track ; 
If  freedom,  set,  will  rise  asain, 

And  virtue,  llown,  come  back ; 
Woo  to  the  purblind  crew  who  fill 

The  heart  with  each  day's  care ; 
Kor  gain,  from  past  to  future,  skill 

To  bear,  and  to  forbear ! 

William  Word$worih. 

^MIM»  JT7STI0B,  DoUy  of. 

The  Sun  of  Justice  may  withdraw  his  beams 
Awhile  from  earthly  ken,  and  sit  concealed 
In  dark  recess,  pavilioned  round  with  douds: 
Yet  let  not  guilt  presumptnous  rear  her  crest, 
Kor  virtue  droop  despondent:  soon  these 
douds, 


Seeming  eclipse,  wiU  brighten  into  day. 
And  in  majestic  splendor  He  will  rise. 
With  healing  and  with  terror  on  His  wings. 

George  BaUy. 

9066.  JirsnOE,  IMriM. 

In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world. 
Offence's  gilded  hand  may  shove  by  justice : 
And  oft  'tis  seen,  the  wicked  prize  itself 
Buys  out  the  law.    But  *tis  not  so  above : 
There  is  no  shuffling,  there  the  action  lies 
In  its  nature ;  and  we  ourselves  compelled, 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults. 
To  give  in  evidence.  .   Shaketpeare. 

9M7.  JUBTIOBf  Emaa. 

Justice,  when  e'qual  scales  she  holds,  is  blind. 
Nor  cruelty  nor  mercy  change  her  mind : 
When  some  escape  for  that  which  others  die, 
Mercy  to  those,  to  these  is  cruelty : 
A  fine  and  slender  net  the  spider  weaves 
Which  little  and  slight  animals  receives ; 
And  if  she  catch  a  summer  bee  or  fiy, 
They  with  a  piteous  groan  and  murmur  die ; 
But  if  a  wasp  or  hornet  she  entrap. 
They  tear  her  cords,  like  Sampson,  and  escape; 
So  like  ft  fly,  the  poor  offender  dies ; 
But  like  the  wasp  the  rich  escapes  and  fiies. 

Sir  John  Denham, 

M69.  JUSnOEi  Triumph  oi; 

Whoever  fights,  whoever  falls. 

Justice  conquers  evermore. 
Justice  after  as  before ; 

And  he  who  battles  on  her  iside, 
God,  though  he  were  ten  times  slain, 

Crowns  him  victor  glorified — 
Yictor  over  death  and  pain. 

Forever.  B.  W.  Emereor^ 

9009.  XIIDBE88»  Bleniag  ot 

A  little  word  in  kindness  spoken, 

A  motion,  or  a  tear, 
Has  often  healed  the  heart  that's  broken. 

And  made  a  friend  sincere. 

A  word — a  look — has  crushed  to  earth 

Full  many  a  budding  flower, 
Which,  had  a  smile  but  owned  its  birth, 

Would  bless  life?s  darkest  hour. 

Then  deem  it  not  an  idle  thing 

A  pleasant  word  to  speak ; 
The  lace  you  wear,  the  thought  you  bring, 

A  heart  may  heal  or  break. 

J.  G.  WhUtier. 

M70.  XIHDHESSi  Demaad  for. 

The  world's  a  room  of  sickneto,  where  each 
Knows  its  own  anguish  and  unrest  I  [heart 
The  truest  wisdom  there,  and  noblest  art 

Is  this,  who  skills  of  comfort  best ; 
Whom  by  the  softest  step  and  gentlest  tone 
Enfeebled  spirits  own. 
And  love  to  raise  the  languid  eye 
When,  like  an  angel's  wii^,  they  feel  him 
fleeting  by.  John  KebU. 
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90T1.  USDSEBB,  BomMtl(w 

Be  kind  to  thy  father,  for  when  thou  wast 

Who  lored  thee  so  fondly  as  he  ?    [young, 
He  caught  the  first  accents  that  fell  from  thy 

And  joined  in  thy  innocent  glee :   [tongue, 
Be  kind  to  thy  father,  for  now  he  is  old. 

His  locks  intermingled  with  gray ; 
His  footsteps  are  feeble — once  fearless  and 

Thy  father  is  passing  away.  [bold : 

Be  kind  to  thy  mother,  for  lo  I  on  her  brow 

May  traces  of  sorrow  be  seen ; 
Oh  I  well  mayst  thou  cherish  and  comfort  her 

For  loving  and  kind  she  hath  been :  [now. 
Remember  thy  mother  I  for  thee  will  she  pray, 

As  long  as  Qod  giveth  her  breath ; 
With  accents  of  kindness,  then  cheer  her  lone 

E^en  to  the  dark  valley  of  death.       [way. 

Be  kind  to  thy  brother  I  his  heart  will  have 
dearth 

If  the  smiles  of  thy  joy  be  withdrawn ; 
The  flowers  of  feeling  will  fxAe  at  the  birth, 

If  love  and  affection  be  gone. 
Be  kind  to  thy  brother,  wherever  you  are ; 

The  love  of  a  brother  shall  be 
An  ornament  purer  and  richer,  by  far, 

Than  pearls  from  the  depths  of  the  sea. 

Be  kind  to  thy  sister  1  not  many  may  know 

The  depth  of  true  sisterly  love ; 
The  wealth  of  the  ocean  lies  fathoms  below 

The  surface  that  sparkles  above ; 
Thy  kindness  shall  bring  to  thee  many  sweet 
hours, 

And  blessings  thy  pathway  shall  crown ; 
Affection  shall  weave  thee  a  garland  of  flow* 

More  precious  than  wealth  or  renown,  [en, 

9079.  XHDHEBB,  Daty  o& 

Be  kind  to  each  other  I 

The  night's  coming  on. 
When  friend  and  when  brother 

Perchance  may  be  gone  I 
Then  ^midst  our  dejection 

How  sweet  to  have  earned 
The  blest  recollection 

Of  'kmdness-^etumed  f 
When  day  hath  departed. 

And  Memory  Icecps 
Her  watch,  broken-hearted. 

Where  all  she  loved  sleeps ! 

Let  falsehood  assail  not, 

Nor  envy  disprove ; 
Let  trifles  prevail  not 

Against  those  ye  love  t 
Nor  change  with  to-morrow 

Should  fortune  take  wing ; 
But  the  deeper  the  soirow 

Tlie  closer  still  cling  I 
Oh,  be  kind  to  each  oSier  I 

The  night's  coming  on. 
When  friend  and  when  brother 

Perchance  may  be  gone  t 

CJharle$  Stoam. 


9073.  XIHDVE881  FoM  of; 

There^s  no  dearth  of  kindness 

In  this  world  of  ours ; 
Only  in  our  blindness 

We  gather  thorns  for  flowers  t 
Outward,  we  are  spuming, 

Trampling  one  anotlier ! 
While  we  are  inly  yearning 

At  the  name  of  *  *  Brother  I  ^ 

There's  no  dearth  of  kindness 

Or  love  among  mankind. 
But  in  darkling  loneness 

Hooded  hearts  grow  blind  t 
Full  of  kindness  tingling, 

Soul  is  shut  from  sou^ 
When  they  might  be  mingling 

In  one  kindred  whole  I 

There's  no  dearth  of  kindness, 

Though  it  be  unspoken. 
From  the  heart  it  sendeth 

Smiles  of  heaven,  in  token 
That  there  be  none  so  lowly 

But  have  some  ang^l-louch: 
Yet,  nursing  loves  unholy. 

We  live  for  self  too  mudi ! 

As  the  wild-rose  bloweth. 

As  runs  the  happy  river. 
Kindness  freely  floweth 

In  the  heart  forever ; 
But  if  men  will  hanker 

Ever  for  golden  dust. 
Best  of  hearts  will  canker, 

Brightest  spirits  rust 

There's  no  dearth  of  kindneas 

In  this  world  of  ours ; 
Only  in  our  blindness 

We  ^ther  thorns  for  flowers. 
O  chensh  €k)d's  best  giving, 

Falling  from  above  I 
life  were  not  worth  living. 

Were  it  not  tor  lova 

GertUd  Masaeif, 

9074.  KIIDHESa,  Law  oft 

I  would  not  enter  on  my  list  of  friends 
(Though  graced  with  polished  mannen  sod 

fine  sense. 
Yet  wanting  sensibility)  the  man 
Who  needlessly  sets  foot  upon  a  worm. 
An  inadvertent  step  may  crush  the  sniul 
That  crawls  at  evening  in  the  pnbHc  path; 
But  he  that  has  humanity,  forewarned. 
Will  tread  aside,  and  let  the  reptile  Uve. 
The  creeping  vermin,  loathsome  to  the  sight, 
And  dumca  perhi^  with  venom,  that  in- 

trudes, 
A  visitor  unwelcome,  into  scenes 
Sacred  to  neatness  and  repose,  the  alcove^ . 
The  chamber,  or  refectory,  may  die : 
A  neoessaiy  act  incurs  no  blame. 
Not  so  when,  held  within  their  proper  bounds, 
And  ffuiltless  of  offence,  they  range  the  air, 
Or  take  their  pastime  in  the  spacious  field : 
There  they  are  privileged;  and  he  that  hmxts 
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Or  harms  them  there  is  guilty  of  a  wrong, 
Disturbs  the  economy  of  Nature's  realm, 
Who,  when  she  formed,  designed  them  an 

abode. 
The  sum  is  this :  If  man's  conyenicnce,  health. 
Or  safety  interfere,  his  rights  and  claims 
Are  paramount,  and  must  extinguish  theirs. 
Else  they  are  all — the  meanest  tilings  that  are — 
As  free  to  liTe,  and  to  enjoy  that  life, 
As  God  was  free  to  form  them  at  the  first, 
Who  in  His  sovereign  wisdom  made  them  alL 
Ye,  therefore,  who  lore  mercy,  teach  your  sons 
To  love  it  too.  WiUiam  Cowper, 

SIOTft.  KIHDHE88;  Sawud  ofi 

Androcles  from  his  injured  lord,  in  dread 
Of  instant  death,  to  Libyans  desert  fled. 
Tired  with  his  toilsome  flight,  and  parched 

with  heat, 
He  spied,  at  len^h,  a  cayem^s  cool  retreat : 
But  scarce  had  given  to  rest  his  weary  frame, 
When,  hugest  of  his  kind,  a  lion  came : 
He  roared  approaching ;  but  the  savage  din 
To  plaintive  murmurs  changed,  arrived  with- 
And  with  expressive  looks  ms  lifted  paw  [in, 
Presenting,  aid  implored  from  whom  he  saw. 
The  fugitive,  through  terror  at  a  stand. 
Dared  not  awhile  afford  his  trembling  hand. 
But  bolder  grown,  at  length  ii^erent  found 
A  pointed  thorn,  and  drew  it  from  the  wound. 
The  core  was  wrought ;  he  wiped  the  sanious 

blood. 
And  firm  and  free  from  pain  the  lion  stood ; 
Again  he  seeks  the  wUds,  and  day  by  day 
Bqgales  his  inmate  with  the  parted  prey. 
Nor  he  disdains  the  dole,  though  unprepared. 
Spread  on  the  ground,  and  with  a  lion  shared. 
But  thus  to  live — still  lost— sequestered  still — 
Scarce  seemed  his  lord^s  revenge  a  heavier  ilL 
Home  I  native  home  I    O  might  he  but  repair  1 
He  must — ^he  will,  though  <&ath  attends  him 

there. 
He  goes,  and,  doomed  to  perish  on  the  sands 
Of  the  full  theatre,  unpitied  stands ; 
When  lo  1  the  self-same  lion  from  his  cage 
Flies  to  devour  him,  famished  into  rage. 
He  flies,  but  viewing  in  his  purposed  prey 
The  man  his  healer,  pauses  on  his  way. 
And  softened  by  remembrance  into  sweet 
And  kind  composure,  crouches  at  his  feet. 
Mute  with  astonishment  the  assembly  gase : 
But  why,  ye  Romans  ?    Whence  your  mute 

amaze? 
All  this  is  natural — ^nature  bade  him  rend 
An  enemy ;  she  bids  him  spare  a  friend. 

WiUiam  Gcwper, 
9076*  KIS8E8,  Aflbotioii'i. 

First  lime  he  kissed  me,  he  but  only  kissed 
The  fingers  of  this  hand  wherewith  I  write ; 
And,  ever  nnoe,  it  grew  more  dean  and  white. 
Slow  to  world-greetings,  quick  with  its  *'  O 

listl" 
When  the  angels  speak.     A  ring  of  amethyst 
I  could  not  wear  here,  plainer  to  my  sight 
Than  that  first  kiss.    The  second  passed  in 

haight  [missed, 

Hie  fixBt^  and  sought  the  forehead,  and  half 


Half  f  alliog  on  the  hair.    O,  beyond  meed  I 
That  was  the  chrism  of  love,  which  love's  own 

crown, 
With  sanctifying  sweetness,  did  precede. 
The  third  upon  my  lips  was  folded  down 
In  perfect,  puiple  state :  since  when,  indeed, 
I  have  been  proud,  ana  said,  ^^My  love,  my 

ownl " 

Eludbt^k  Barret  Browning, 

9077.  XI88BB,  QnaUty  o£ 

Some  say  that  kissing*  *s  a  sin ; 

But  I  think  it's  nane  ava. 
For  kissing  has  wonn'd  in  this  warld 

Since  ever  that  there  was  twa. 

O,  if  it  wasna  lawfu*. 

Lawyers  wadna  allow  it ; 
If  it  wasna  holy, 

Mimsteis  wadna  do  it 

If  it  wasna  modest, 

Maidens  wadna  tak*  it; 
If  it  wasna  plenty, 

Puir  folk  wadna  get  it. 

9078.  XIOWIiEDaB,  AdTantage  A 

Knowledge  holdeth  by  the  hilt,  and  heweth 
out  a  road  to  conquest ; 

Ignorance  graspeth  the  bbide,  and  is  wounded 
by  its  own  good  sword :  ^ 

Knowledge  distilieth  health  from  the  viru- 
lence of  opposite  poisons ; 

Ignorance  mixeth  wholesomcs  unto  the  breed- 
ing of  disease : 

Knowledge  is  leagued  with  the  universe,  and 
findeth  a  mend  in  all  things ; 

But  ignorance  is  everywhere  a  stranger ;  un- 
welcome ;  ill  at  ease  and  out  of  place. 

M.  F.  Ihipper, 

9079.  XHOWLEDGE,  Dangers  o£ 

How  idly  of  the  human  heart  we  speak, 
Giving  it  gods  of  day  1    How  worse  than  vaui 
Is  the  school  homily,  that  Eden^s  fruit 
Cannot  be  plucked  too  freely  from  **the  tree 
Of  good  and  evil."    Wisdom  sits  alone. 
Topmost  in  heaven;  she  is  its  light — ^itsQod! 
And  in  the  heart  of  man  she  sits  as  high, 
Though  grovelling  eyes  forget  her  oftentimes, 
Seeing  but  this  world^s  idols.     The  pure  mind 
Sees  her  forever :  and  in  youth  we  come 
Fill'd  with  her  sainted  ravishment,  and  kneel, 
Worshipping  Qod  through  her  sweet  altar- 

nries, 
And  then  is  knowledge  **good."    We  come 

too  oft —  [soon 

The  heart  grows  proud  with  fulness,  and  we 
Look  with  licentious  freedom  on  the  maid 
Throned  in  celestial  beauty.    There  she  sits, 
Robed  in  her  soft  and  seraph  loveliness. 
Instructing  and  forgiving,  and  we  gaze 
Until  desire  grows  wild,  and,  with  our  hands 
Upon  her  very  garments,  are  struck  down, 
Blasted  with  a  consuming  fire  from  heaven 
Yet,  oh  1  how  full  of  music  from  her  lips 
Breathe  the  calm  tones  of  wisdom !    Human 

praise 
Is  sweet — till  envy  mars  it,  and  the  touch 
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Of  new-won  gold  stirs  np  the  pulses  well ; 
And  woman^s  love,  if  in  a  beggar's  lamp 
'Twould  bum,  might  light  us  clearly  through 

the  world;  [tongue, 

But  Knowledge  hath  a  far  more  ^wildering 
And  she  will  stoop  and  lead  yon  to  the  stars. 
And  witch  you  with  her  mysteries — till  gold 
Is  a' forgotten  dross,  and  power  and  fame 
Toys  of  an  hour,  and  woman^s  careless  love, 
Light  as  the  breath  that  breaks  it.     He  who 

binds  [heaven  ; 

His  soul   to  knowledge  steals  the  key  of 
But  *tis  a  bitter  mockery  that  the  fruit 
May  han^  within  his  reach,  and  when,  with 

thirst  [taste, 

Wrought  to  a  maddening  frenzy,  he  would 
It  bums  his  lips  to  ashes  I       N,  P,  WUlis, 

MM.  XHOWLEDOE,  Ignoruiee  tit 

Knowledge  is  not  happiness,  and  science 
But  an  exchange  of  iffnorance  for  that 
■  Which  is  another  kind  of  ignorance. 

Lard  Byron. 

M§1«  XHOWLBDaE,  Porsnit  oL 

What  is  its  earthly  victory  ?    Press  on  I 
For  it  hath  tempted  angels.    Tet  press  on ! 
For  it  shall  make  yon  mighty  among  men ; 
And  from  the  eyry  of  your  eagle  thought 
Ye  shall  look  down  on  monarchs.    O  press  on  I 
For  the  high  ones  and  powerful  shall  come 
To  do  you  reverence :  and  the  beautiful 
Will  know  the  purer  language  of  your  brow, 
And  read  it  like  a  talisman  of  love  I 
Press  on  1  for  it  is  god-like  to  unloose 
The  spirit,  and  forget  yourself  in  thought; 
Bending  a  pinion  for  the  deeper  sky, 
And,  in  the  very  fetters  of  your  flesh, 
Mating  witii  tiie  pure  essence  of  heaven  I 
Press  on  I — * '  for  in  the  grave  there  is  no  work, 
And  no  device." — PrM  on  I    while  yet  ye 
may!  l^athanielFn^rh&r  Willis, 

M§9.  EHOWLEDGB,  True. 

What  is  trae  knowledge  ?    Is  it  with  keen  eye 
Of  lucre^s  sons  to  thread  the  mazy  way  ? 
Is  it  of  dvic  rights,  and  royal  sway. 
And  wealth  political,  the  depths  to  try  t 
Is  it  to  delve  the  eartii,  or  soar  the  sky  ? 
To  marshal  naturo^s  tribes  in  just  array  f 
To  mix,  and  analvse,  and  mete,  and  weigh 
Her  elements,  and  all  her  powers  descry  ? 
These  things,  who  will  may  know  them,  if  to 
know 
Breed  not  vain  glory.    But  o^er  all  to  scan 
God,  in  His  works  and  word  shown  forth 
below; 
Creation's  wonders,  and  Redemption's  plan ; 
Whence  came  we,  what  to  do,  and  whither 
go: 
This  is  true  knowledge,  and  ''the  whole 
of  man."  Bish&p  MdnL 

M93.  nOWLEDOE,  Wiidon  sad. 

Knowledge  and  wisdom,  far  from  being  one, 
Have  ofttimes  no  connection.     Knowledge 

dwells 
In  heads  replete  with  thoughts  of  other  men, 


Wisdom  in  minds  attentive  to  their  own. 

Knowledge,  a  rude,  unprofitable  mass^ 

The    mere    materials   with  which   wisdmn 

builds,  [plftoe. 

Till  smoothed,  and  s^^uared,  and  fitted  to  its 
Docs  but  encumber  whom  it  seems  to  enrich. 
Knowledge  is  proud  that  he  has  learned  bo 

much ; 
Wisdom  is  humble  that  he  knows  no  more. 

WiUiam  Coitper. 

9094.  LABOB,  Boieflt  ef; 

Pause  not  to  dream  of  the  future  before  us ; 
Pause  not  to  weep  the  wild  cares  that  come 

o*er  us ; 
Hark  how  Creation's  deep,  musical  chorus, 

Unintermitting,  goes  up  into  heaven ! 
Never  the  ocean  wave  falters  in  flowing ; 
Never  the  little  seed  stops  in  its  growing ; 
More  and  more  richly  the  rose  heart  keeps 
glowing. 

Till  from  its  nourishing  stem  it  is  riven. 

'*  LaY>or  is  worship !  "  the  robin  is  singing ; 
''  Labor  is  worship  I  "  the  wild  bee  is  ringing ; 
Listen  I  that  eloquent  whisper,  upspringing, 
Bpeaks  to  thy  soul  from  out  nature^s  great 

heart.  [shower ; 

From  the  dark  cloud  flows  the  life-giving 
From  the  rough  sod  blows  the  soft-breathing 

flower ; 
From  the  small  insect,  the  rich  coral  bower ; 
Only  man,  in  the  plan,  shrinks  from  his 

part 

Labor  is  life  I  His  the  still  water  f aileth ; 
Idleness  ever  despaireth,  bewaileth;       [eth; 
Keep  the  watch  wound,  or  the  dark  rust  assail- 

Flowers  droop  and  die  in  the  stillness  of 
noon. 
Labor  is  glory  I — the  flying  cloud  lightens ; 
Only  the  waving  wing  changes  and  brightens, 
Idle  hearts  only  the  dark  futm-o  frightcna, 

Play  the  sweet  keys,  wouldst  thou  keqp 
them  in  tune  t 

Labor  is  rest — ^from  the  sorrows  that  greet  ns ; 
Rest  from  all  petty  vexations  that  meet  us ; 
Rest  from  sin-promptings  that  ever  entreat  us ; 

Rest  from'  world-sireos  that  lure  us  to  ilL 

Work — and  pure  slumbers  shall  wait  on  thy 

pillow;  [billow; 

Work — ^thou  shall  ride  o^er  Care's  coming 

lie  not  down  'neath  Woe^s  weeping  willow. 

Work  with  a  stout  heart  and  resolute  will  I 

Labor  is  health  I    Lo,  the  husbandman  reap- 
ing, [leapii^t 

How  through  his  veins  goes  the  life-current 

How  his  strong  ami  in  its  stalworth  pride 
sweeping, 
Trae  as  a  sunbeam  the  swift  sickle  guides. 

Labor  is  wealth — ^in  the  sea  the  peori  groweth ; 

Rich   the   queen's  robe   from   the   cocoon 
floweth ; 

From  the  flne  acorn  the  strong  forest  bloweCh ; 
Temple  and  statue  the  muble  blo^  hidtfi* 
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Droop  not  I  though  shame,  siii,  and  anguish 
arc  round  thee  1  fbonnd  thee  I 

Bravely  fling  oft  the  cold  chain  that  hath 
Look  to  the  pure  heaven  smiling  beyond  thee  I 
Rest  not  content  in  thy  darkness — a  clod  1 
Woric  for  somo  good,  ho  it  ever  so  slowly  I 
Cherish  some  flower,  ba  it  ever  so  lowly  I 
Labor  I — all  labor  is  noble  and  holy ; 

Let  thy  great  deeds  be  thy  prayer  to  thy 
Ood«  Frances  8,  Otgood. 

9085.  LABOB,  Borden  oL 

Labor  with  what  zeal  wo  will, 
Something  still  rcmainis  tmdone, 

Something  uncompleted  still 
Waits  the  rising  of  the  sun. 

By  the  bedside,  on  the  stair, 
At  the  threshold,  near  the  gates. 

With  its  menace  or  its  prayer, 
Like  a  mendicant  it  waits ; 

• 

Waits,  and  will  not  go  away ; 

Waits,  and  will  not  be  gainsaid ; 
By  the  caros  of  yesterday 

Each  to-day  is  heavier  made ;  • 

TIU  at  length  the  burden  seems 
Greater  than  our  stren^h  can  bear, 

Heavy  as  the  weight  of  dreams, 
Prrasing  on  us  everywhere. 

• 

And  we  stand  from  day  to  day, 
Like  the  dwar&  of  times  gone  by. 

Who,  as  Korthcm  legends  say. 
On  their  shoulders  held  the  sky. 

Henry  WadMoorth  LongfellovD, 

SIOM.  LABOB,  Hymn  oft 

Son  of  the  carpenter,  reodye 
This  humble  work  of  mine ; 

Worth  to  my  meanest  labor  give. 
By  joining  it  to  Thine. 

Servant  of  all,  to  toil  for  man 
Thou  wouldst  not.  Lord,  refuse : 

Thy  majesty  did  not  discUdn 
To  be  employed  for  ua. 

Thy  bright  example  I  pursue; 

To  Thee  in  all  things  rise : 
And  all  I  think,  or  speak,  or  do. 

Is  one  great  sacrifice. 

.    Careless  through  outward  cares  I  go. 
From  all  distraction  free ; 
Hy  hands  arc  but  engaged  below. 
My  heart  is  still  with  Thee. 

Charles  Wesley. 

9MY.  LABOB,  Lenon  ot 

TTnder  a  spreading  chestnut-tree 

The  village  smithy  stands  ; 
The  smith,  a  mighty-  man  is  he. 

With  large  aim  sinewy  hands  ; 
And  the  muscles  of  lus  brawny  arms 

Are  strong  as  iron  bands. 

Week  in,  week  out,  from  mom  till  night, 
Ton  can  hear  his  bellows  blow ; 
81 


You  can  hear  him  swing  his  heavy  dodge^ 
With  measured  beat  and  slow, 

Like  sexton  ringing  the  village  bell. 
When  the  evening  sun  is  low. 

Toiling,  rejoicing,  sorrowing. 
Onward  through  life  ho  goes ; 

Each  morning  sees  somo  task  begin, 
Each  evening  sees  it  close ; 

Something  attempted,  something  done. 
Has  earned  a  nighVs  repose. 

Thanks,  thanks  to  thee,  my  worthy  friend. 
For  the  lesson  thou  hast  taught  I 

Thus  at  the  flaming  forge  of  life 
Our  fortunes  roust  bo  wrought ; 

Thus  on  its  sounding  anvil  shaped 
Each  burning  deed  aud  thought  I 

Henry  Wadsworth  Lan^eUatp, 

9068.  ItABOB,  Litde^ 

If  little  labor,  little  are  our  gi^ns : 
llanos  fortunes  are  according  to  his  pains. 

Robert  Herrick. 

SIM9.  LABOB,  Objects  of; 

A  good  that  never  satisfies  the  mind, 
A  beauty  fading  like  the  April  flowers, 
A  sweet  with  floods  of  gall  that  runs  com- 
bined, 
A  pleasure  passing  ef  e  in  thought  made  oun, 
An  honor  that  more  flckle  is  than  wind, 
A  glory  at  opinion^s  frown  that  lowers, 
A  treasury  which  bankrupt  time  devours, 
A  knowledge  than  gmve  ignorance  more  blind, 
A  vain  delight  our  equals  to  command, 
A  style  of  greatness,  in  effect  a  dream, 
A  swelling  thought  of  holding  sea  and  land^ 
A  servile  lot,  decked  with  a  pompous  name. 
Are  the  strange  ends  we  toil  for  here  below, 
Till  wisest  death  make  us  our  errors  know. 
\  '  William  Drummond. 

2090.  LABOB,  OriginaL 

Now  came  still  evening  on,  and  twilight 
gray 
Had  in  her  sober  livery  all  things  clad ; 
Silence  accompanied ;  for  beast  and  bird. 
They  to  their  grassy  couch,  these  to  their  nests, 
Were  slunk,  dl  but  the  wakeful  nightingale ; 
She  all  night  long  her  amorous  descant  sung. 
Silence  was  pleased ;  now  glowed  the  flrma- 

ment 
With  living  sapphires ;  Hesperus,  that  led 
Tlie  starry  host,  rode  bright^t,  till  the  moon. 
Rising  in  clouded  majesty,  at  length 
Apparent  queen,  unveiled  her  peerless  light. 
And  o^er  the  dork  her  silver  mantle  threw. 
When  Adam  thus  to  Eve :    "Fair  consort, 
the  hour 
Of  night,  and  all  things  now  retired  to  rest. 
Mind  us  of  like  repose,  since  God  hath  set 
Labor  and  rest,  as  day  and  night,  to  men 
Successive ;  and  the  timely  dew  of  sleep. 
Now  falling  with  soft  slumberous  weight,  in- 
clines 
Our  eyelids.     Othei  creatures  all  day  long 
Rove  idle^  unemployed,  and  leas  need  rest; 
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Man  hath  his  daily  work  of  body  or  mind 
Appointed,  which  declares  his  dienity, 
And  the  regard  of  Heaven  on  all  his  ways ; 
While  other  animals  tmactive  range, 
And  of  their  doings  God  takes  no  bcconnt. 
To-morrow,  ere  fresh  morning  streak  the  east 
With  first  approach  of  light,  we  must  be  risen, 
And  at  our  pleasant  labor,  to  reform 
Yon  flowery  arbors,  yonder  alleys  green, 
Our  walk  at  noon,  with  branches  overgrown, 
That  mock  our  scant  manuring,  and  require 
More  hands  than  ours  to  lop  their  wanton 

growth. 
Those  blossoms  also,  and  those  dropping  gums 
That  lie  bestrewn,  unsightly  and  unsmooth. 
Ask  riddanc3,  if  we  mean  to  tread  with  ease ; 
Meanwhile,  as  Nature  wHls,  night  bids  us 

resf  John  Milton, 

9W1.  LADIES,  BUnd  Girl's  Ideu  oft 

I  have  a  fancy  ladies  ore  like  flowers, 

And  80  I  class  them  and  keep  them  in  my 

mind. 
The  gentle  and  delicate  are  the  jasmines ; 
The  mirthful  and  worm-hearth — ^these  are 

pinks ; 
The  loving  are  the  rose,  for  love  is  sweet, 
And  beautiful  in  mother  as  in  bride ; 
The  stately  and  precise  are  dahlias,  set 
As  they  were  carved  and  colored  for  a  show ; 
The  tulip,  such  as  talk  of  love  and  beaux ; 
The  spiritual,  whose  pure,  sweet  thoughts  seem 

given,  [heaven — 

As  are  the  star-beams  from  the  vault  of 
These  are  the  lilies :  and  the  violets 
Are  gentle-hearted  ones  who  love  the  lilies. 
And  would  l)e  like  them  could  they  choose 

their  fate.  Sarah  J.  Hale. 

9099.  LAMB,  Maniage  of  the. 

Ascend,  Beloved,  to  the  joy ; 

The  festal  day  has  come ; 
To-night  the  Lamb  doth  feast  His  own, 
To-night  Ho  with  His  Bride  sits  down, 
To-night  puts  on  the  spousal  crown, 

In  the  great  upper  room. 

Ascend,  Beloved,  to  the  love ; 

This  is  the  day  of  days ; 
To-night  the  bridal-song  is  sung, 
To-night  ten  thousand  harps  are  strung. 
In  sympathy  with  heart  and  tongue, 

Unto  the  Lamb^s  high  praise. 

The  festal  lamps  are  lighting  now 

In  the  great  marriage-hall ; 
By  angel-hands  the  board  is  spread. 
By  angel-hands  the  sacred  br^Eid 
Is  on  the  golden  table  laid ; 

The  King  Uis  own  doth  coU. 

Tlie  gems  arc  gleaming  from  the  roof, 

Like  stars  in  night^s  round  dome ; 
The  festal  wreaths  ore  hanging  there, 
The  festal  fragrance  fills  the  air, 
And  flowcra  of  heaven,  divinely  fair. 
Unfold  their  happy  bloom. 


Long,  long  deferred,  now  come  at  ImK, 

The  Lamb^s  glad  wedding-day ; 
The  guests  are  gathering  to  the  f  east^ 
The  seats  in  heavenly  oraer  placed. 
The  royal  throne  above  the  rest ; — 
How  bright  the  new  array  I 

Sorrow  and  sighing  are  no  more. 

The  weeping  hours  are  past ; 
To-night  the  waiting  wQl  be  done. 
To-night  the  wedding  robe  put  on, 
The  ^ory  and  the  joy  begun ; 

The  crown  has  come  at  last 

Without,  within,  is  light,  is  light ; 

Around,  above,  is  love,  is  love  I 
We  enter,  to  go  out  no  more. 
We  raise  the  song  unsung  .before. 
We  doff  the  sackcloth  tlmt  we  wore; 

For  all  is  joy  above. 

Ascend,  Beloved,  to  the  life ; 

Our  days  of  death  are  o'er ; 
Mortality  has  done  its  worst. 
The  fetters  of  the  tomb  are  burst, 
The  last  has  now  become  the  first, 

Forever,  evermore. 

Ascend,  Beloved,  to  the  feast ; 

Make  haste,  thy  day  is  come ;  . 
Thrice  blest  are  they  the  Lamb  doth  call 
To  shar6  the  heavenly  festival. 
In  the  new  Salem's  palace-hall. 

Our  everlasting  home  I 

Sbratitu  Bonar, 

9093.  LAMB,  Kazriage  Snpper  of  the. 

The  marriage  supper  of  the  Lamb  was  com& 
And,  even  as  we  were,  we  saw  what  seem'd 
A  banquet  of  all  heavenly  fruits  and  food, 
And  chalices  of  crystal  wreath'd  with  flowers, 
Before  us.    And  what  seem'd  was  there.    And 

lo, 
The  Prince,  at  once  our  Minister  and  Host, 
Assigned  to  each  his  festal  couch,  whereon 
No  sooner  were  the  happy  guests  recline, 
Than  He  Himself  crown'd  cveiy  cup  with  joy. 
And  charged  attendant  seraphim  to  keep 
The  table  loaded  v/ith  the  choicest  bloom 
Celestial  walks  could  yield.     They,  nothing 

loath, 
Bore  from  the  Paradise  of  €k>d  such  rich 
Exuberance  of  vernal  promise,  mix'd 
With  the  ripe  fruits  of  summer  (for  in  heaven 
Summer  and  spring  dance  ever  hand  in  hand), 
As  heaven  itself  had  never  seen  till  now 
Plucked  in  one  hour  and  on  one  board  pro- 
fuse. 
Yet  presently  repair'd  its  gift,  nor  seemed 
The  poorer.    These  the  blessed  angels  piled 
In  large  unsparing  hospitality,  [LM±'d 

Before  the  pi*e3ence  of  their   guests.    Kor 
Qreetings,  nor  glad  surprises,  nor  fond  cjes 
Flashing  their  welcome  to   beloved  ones 
round:  [saints 

Whether  the  bliss  of  guardian  spirits  or 
Was  greater,  whether  chudren  most  rejoioed 
In  parents,  or  their  parents  moet  in  themt 
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I  know  not :  this  I  know,  all  hearts  were 
Angels  and  principalities  and  thrones    [full. 
Confessed  they  never  tasted  joy  like  this ; 
While  youthful  cherubs  without  number  flew, 
Bhaking  a  dewy  fragrance  from  their  wings, 
And  in  their  rosy  fingers  bore  to  each 
Some  token  of  the  Royal  grace.     And  soon 
The  genial  flow  of  converse,  like  the  sound 
Of  many  waters  heard  far  off,  appeared 
A  multitudinous  tide  of  mirth  and  love. 

EduKtrd  Henry  Bickersteth 


LiBD,  The  Batter. 

"  I  hear  thee  speak  of  the  better  land : 
Thou  callest  its  children  a  happy  band. 
Mother  I  oh,  where  is  that  radiant  shore  t 
filudl  wo  not  seek  it,  and  weep  no  more  ? 
Is  it  where  the  flower  of  the  orange  blows, 
And  the  fire-flies  glance  through  the  myrtle 

boughs  ? " 
"Not  there,  not  there,  my  child  I  " 

'*  Is  it  whore  the  feathery  palm-trees  rise. 
And  the  date  grows  ripe  under  sunny  skies  ? 
Or  amidst  the  green  islands  of  glittering  seas, 
Where  fragrant  forests  perfume  the  breeze. 
And  strange,  bright  birds,  on  their  starry 

wings, 
Bear  the  rich  hues  of  all  glorious  things  ?  *' 
"Not  there,  not  there,  my  child!  *' 

"  Is  it  far  away  in  some  region  old, 
Where  the  riyers  wander  o'er  sands  of  gold, 
Where  the  burning  rays  of  the  ruby  shme, 
And  the  diamond  lights  up  the  secret  mine. 
And  the  pearl  gleams  forth  from  the  coral 

strand? 
Is  it  there,  sweet  mother,  that  better  land  t " 
"Not  there,  not  there,  my  child  I  " 

"  Eye  hath  not  seen  it,  my  gentle  boy  I 
Ear  hath  not  heard  its  deep  sounds  of  joy ; 
Dreams  cannot  picture  a  world  so  &ir — 
Sorrow  and  death  may  not  enter  there ; 
Tlmo  doth  not  breathe  on  its  f adclete  bloom : 
Far  beyond  the  douds,  and  beyond  the  tomb — 
It  is  there,  it  is  there,  my  child  1 " 

Fdida  Dorothea  Bemane. 

90M.  IiAianA0E,  Power  o& 

When  Amruzail  describes  what  he  has  seen, 
Such  power  in  his  language  lies. 

That  as  he  paints  flocks,  wastes,  oases  green, 
His  hearers*  ears  are  turned  to  eyes  I 

Oriental,  tr.  ly  TT.  JR,  Alger, 

9096.  LAW,  Ooit  o£ 

Once  (says  an  author,  when  I  need  not  say). 
Two  trayellers  found  an  oyster  in  their  way : 
Both  fierce,  both  hungry,  the  dispute  grew 

strong,  [along. 

While,  scale  in  hand,  dame  Justice  pass'd 
Before  her  each  with  clamor  plead  the  laws, 
Ezplainckl  tibe  matter,  and  would  win  the 

cause.  [rigbt. 

Dame  Justice,  weighing  long  the  doubtful 
Takes,  opens,  swallows  it  before  their  sight 


The  cause  of  strife  removed  so  rarely  weU, 
"There  take  (says  Justice),  take  ye  each  a 

shell 
We  thrive  at  Westminster,  on  fools  like  you : 
*Twas  a  fat  oyster— live  in  peace.    Adieu !  ** 

Alexander  Bvpe, 

9007.  LAW,  Power  O, 

Laws,  as  we  read  in  ancient  sages. 
Have  been  like  cobwebs  in  all  ascs. 
Cobwebs  for  little  flies  are  spread. 
And  laws  for  little  folks  are  made ; 
But  if  an  insect  of  renown, 
Hornet  or  beetle,  wasp  or  drone, 
Be  caught  in  quest  of  sport  or  plunder. 
The  flimsy  fetter  flies  in  sunder. 

Jamee  Beattie. 

90M.  LAZnrBSS,  Penalty  at 

Some  other  kind  of  wits  must  be  made 
known, 
Whose  liarmless  errors  hurt  themselves  alone ; 
Excess  of  luxury  they  think  can  please. 
And  laziness  call  loving  of  their  case : 
To  live  dissolved  in  pleasures  still  they  feign, 
Though  their  whole  Ufe^s  but  intermitting 
pain :  [seen. 

So  much  of  surfeits,  headaches,  gouts  are 
We  scarce  perceive  the  little  time  between : 
Well-meamng  men  who  make  this  gross  mis- 
take. 
And  pleasure  lose  only  for  pleasure's  sake ; 
Each  pleasure  has  its  price,  and  when  we  pay 
Too  much  of  pain,  we  squander  life  away. 

John  Dryden, 

9099.  LEABinra,  IndigeeteJL 

Voracious  learning,  often  over-fed, 
Di^ts  not  into  sense  her  motley  meal. 
This  bookcase,  with  dark  booty  almost  burst, 
This  forager  on  others'  wisdom,  leaves 
Her  native  farm,  her  reason,  quite  untlll'd. 
With  mixt  manure  she  surfeits  the  rank  soil. 
Dunged  but  not  dress'd,  and  rich  to  beggary : 
A  pomp  untamable  of  weeds  prevails : 
Her  servant's  wealth,  encumbered  Wisdom 
mourns.  [wise." 

And  what  says  Genius  f     "  Let  the  dull  be 
Gknius,  too  hard  for  right,  can  prove  it  wrong. 
And  loves  to  boast  where  blush  men  less  in- 
spired. 
It  pleads  exemption  from  the  laws  of  sense. 
Considers  reason  as  a  leveller,  [crowd ; 

And  scorns  to  share  a  blessing  with  the 
That  wise  it  could  be,  thinks  an  ample  claim 
To  glory,  and  to  pleasure  gives  the  rest. 

Edward  Young, 

9100.  LBASNnra,  Umuea. 

Who  learns  and  learns,  but  acts  not  what  he 

knows,  [sows. 

Is  one  who  ploughs  and  ploughs,  but  never 

Oriental, 

9101.  LEIT,  The  Troe. 

There's  winter  on  the  hills  to-day. 
The    sad  wind   soughs    o'er  churchyard 

And  weary  nature  seems  to  say,  [knolls, 

"  'Tis  Lenten-tide  for  sinfiU  souls.'' 
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The  barb  is  in  our  hoart  to-day ; ' 

Bore  crashed  with  sense  of  ail  and  sin, 

We  feebly  strive  and  faintly  pray, 
*Gainst  danger  near,  for  grace  within. 

We  inoom  our  pride  and  passion^s  stam, 
The  earthly  in  our  hearts  enshrined ; 

The  rebel  flesh,  too  oft  in  vain 
Commanded  by  the  nobler  mind ; 

And  all  of  human  curse  or  care 

Which  larks  life's  dangerous  paths  among, 
To  quench  the  altur-flame  of  prayer. 

Or  hush  the  heavenward  strain  of  song. 

W.  Marley  Panshon. 

3109.  X£FEB,  Healing  s. 

"  Room  for  the  leper  I  room  I  ^*    And,  as  he 

came,  [room  I" 

The  cry  passed  on,  "Room  for  the  leper, 
'  *  Room  for  tht  leper !  '*  And  aside  they  stood, 
Matron  and  child,  and  pitiless  manhood,  all 
Who  met  him  on  his  way,  and  let  him  pass. 
And  onward  tlirough  the  open  gate  he  came, 
A  leper  with  the  a£es  on  his  brow, 
Sackcloth  about  liis  loins,  and  on  his  lip 
A  covering,  stepping  painfully  and  slow, 
And  with  a  difficult  utterance,  like  one 
Whose  heart  is  with  an  iron  nerve  put  down, 
Crying,  *^  Unclean !  unclean !  ^' 

He  was  young. 
And  eminently  beautiful,  and  life 
Mantled  in  eloquent  fulness  on  his  lip. 
And  sparkled  in  his  glance ;  and  in  his  mien 
There  was  a  gracious  pride  that  ev^ry  eye 
Followed  with  benisons — and  this  was  he  I 
With  the  soft  airs  of  summer  there  had  come 
A  torpor  on  his  frame,  which  not  the  speed 
Of  his  best  barb,  nor  music,  nor  the  blast 
Of  the  bold  huntsman's  horn,  nor  aught  that 

stirs 
The  spirit  to  its  bent,  might  drive  away. 
The  4>lood  beat  not  as  wont  within  his  veins ; 
Dimness  crept  o^er  his  eye,  a  drowsy  sloth 
Fettsr'd  his  limbs  like  palsy,  and  his  mien, 
With  all  its  loftiness,  secm'd  struck  with  eld ; 
Even  his  voice  was  changed,  a  languid  moan 
Taking  the  place  of  the  clear  silver  key ; 
And  brain  and  sense  grew  faint,  as  if  the 

light 
And  very  air  were  steeped  in  sluggishness. 
He  strove  with  it  a  while,  as  manhood  will. 
Ever  too  proud  for  weakness,  till  the  rein 
Slackened  within  his  grasp,  and  in  its  poise 
The  arro^vy  jereed  like  an  aspen  shook^ 
Day  after  day  he  lay  «s  if  in  sleep ;       [scales 
His  skin  grew  dry  and  bloodless,  and  white 
Circled  with  livid  purple  covered  him. 
And  then  his  nails  grew  black,  and  fell  away 
From  the  dull  flesh  about  them,  and  the  hues 
Deepened    beneath    the    hard,    unmoisten*d 

scales,  [hair — 

And  from  their  edges  grew  the  rank  white 
And  Helen  was  a  leper  1 

Day  was  breaking. 
When  at  the  altar  of  the  temple  stood 
The  holy  priest  of  Qod.    The  incense  lamp 


Bum'd  with  a  straggling  light,  and  a  •low 
chant  [roof 

Swelled  through  the  hollow  arches  of  tiie 
Like  an  articulate  wail,  and  there,  alone, 
Wasted  to  ghastly  thinness,  Helon  knelt. 
The  echoes  of  the  mslandioly  strain 
Di<Ml  in  the  distant  aisle,  and  ho  rose  up, 
Straggling  with  weakness,  and  bow'd  down 

his  head 
Unto  the  sprinkled  ashes,  and  pat  off 
His  costly  raiment  for  the  leper^s  garb ;     [lip 
And  with  the  sackcloth  round  him,  and  his 
Hid  in  a  loathsome  covering,  stood  still. 
Waiting  to  hear  his  doom : 

** Depart!  depart,  O  child 
Of  Israel,  from  the  temple  of  thy  God !  [rod ; 
For  He  has  smote  thee  with  EUs  chastening 

And  to  the  desert  wild. 
From  all  thou  lov^st,  away  thy  feet  must  flee. 
That  from  thy  plague  His  people  may  be  free. 

'^  Depart,  and  come  not  near 
The  busy  mart,  the  crowded  city,  more, 
Nor  set  thy  foot  a  human  threshold  o^er, 

And  stay  thou  not  to  hear 
Voices  that  call  thee  in  the  way ;  and  fly 
From  all  who  in  the  wilderness  pass  by. 

**  Wet  not  thy  burning  lip 
In  streams  that  to  a  human  dwelling  glide ; 
Nor  rest  thee  where  the  covert  fountains  hide ; 

Nor  kneel  thee  down  to  dip 
The  water  where  the  pilgrim  bends  to  drink, 
By  desert  well  or  river^s  grassy  brink ; 

*'  And  pass  thou  not  between 
That  weary  traveller  and  the  cooling  breeze; 
And  lie  not  down  to  sleep  beneath  the  trees 

Whore  human  tracks  are  seen ; 
Nor  milk  the  goat  that  browseth  on  the  plain. 
Nor  pluck  the  standing  com,  or  yellow  grain. 

**  And  now  depart !  and  when 
Thy  heart  is  heavy,  and  thine  eyes  are  dim. 
Lift  up  thy  prayer  beseechingly  to  Him 

Wlio,  from  the  tribes  of  men. 
Selected  thee  to  feel  His  chastening  rod. 
Depart,  O  leper  I  and  forget  not  Ghod  I  '^ 

And  he  went  forth  alone  I  not  one  of  all 
The  many  whom  he  loved,  nor  she  whose 
Was  woven  in  the  fibres  of  the  heart     [name 
Breaking  within  him  now,  to  come  and  speak 
Comf  oil  unto  him.     Tea ;  he  went  hia  way, 
Sid^,  and  heart-broken,  and  alone — to  die! 
For  God  had  cursed  the  leper ! 

It  was  noon, 
And  Helon  knelt  beside  a  stagnant  pool 
In  the  lone  wilderness,  and  bathed  his  brow, 
Hot  with  the  burning  leprosy,  and  touched 
The  loathsome  water  to  his  fever*d  lips, 
Praying  that  he  might  be  so  blest,  to  die  t 
Footsteps  approached,  and  with  no  strength 

to  flee. 
He  drew  the  covering  closer  to  bis  lip, 
Crying '  *  Unclean  I  unclean  I ''  and  in  the  folds 
Of  the  coarse  sackcloth  shrouding  up  hiafao^ 
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Hs  fell  upon  iho  earth  till  they  should  pass. 
Nearer  the  Btranger  came,  and  bending  o*cr 
The  leper's  prostrate  form,  pronoun^  his 
name :  [tone 

'^Helon!"  The  Toice  was  like  the  master- 
Of  a  rich  instmment,  most  strangely  sweet ; 
And  the  dull  pulses  of  disease  awoke, 
And  for  a  moment  beat  beneath  the  hot 
And  leprous  scales  with  a  restoring  thrilL 
"  Helon,  arise !  '*  and  ho  forgot  his  curse, 
And  rose  and  stood  before  Him. 

Lore  and  awe 
Mingled  in  the  regard  of  Helon's  eye 
As  he  beheld  the  Stranger.    He  was  not 
In  costly  raiment  dad,  nor  on  His  brow 
The  symbol  of  a  princely  lineage  wore ; 
No  followers  at  His  back,  nor  in  His  hand 
Bnckler,  or  sword,  or  spear ;  yet  in  His  mien 
Command   sat  throned  serene,  and  if   He 

smiled, 
A  kingly  condescension  graced  His  lips, 
The  lion  would  have  couched  too  in  his  lair. 
His  garb  was  simple,  and  His  sandals  worn ; 
&is  stature  modeird  with  a  perfect  grace ; 
His  countenance  the  impress  of  a  God, 
Touched  with  the  open  innocence  of  a  child ; 
His  eye  was  blue  and  calm,  as  is  the  sky 
In  the  serenest  noon ;  His  hair  unshorn 
Fell  to  His  shoulders ;  and  His  curling  beard 
The  fulness  of  perfected  manhood  Iiore. 
He  looked  on  Helon  earnestly  a  while, 
As  if  His  heart  were  moyed,  and,  stooping 

down. 
He  took  a  little  water  in  His  hand   [clean  I  '* 
And  laved  thosufferer^s  brow,  and  said,  **Be 
And  lol   the  scales  fell  from  him,  and  his 

blood  [veins, 

Ooarsed'with  delicious  coolness  through  his 
And  his  dry  palms  grew  moist,  and  on  his 
The  dewy  softness  of  an  infantas  stole,    [lips 
His  leprosy  was  cleansed,  and  ho  fell  down 
Prostrate  at  Jesus'  feet  and  worshipped  Him. 

2f<Uhanid  Burher  Willis, 

9103.  LIBEBALITTf  Beat 

Best  unbar  the  doors 
Which  Peter's  heirs  keep  locked  so  overdose ; 

They  only  let  the  mice  across  the  floors, 
WhUe  every  churchman  dangles  as  he  goes 

The  great  key  at  his  girdle,  and  abhors 
In  Christ's  name,  mecMy.     Open  wide  the 
house —  [mind, 

Concede  the  entrance  with  Christ's  liberal 
And  set  the  tables  with  His  wine  and  bi-ead. 
What!    commune  in  ''both  kinds"?    In 
every  kind — 
Wine,  wafer,  love,  hope,  truth,  unlimited, 
Nothing  kept  back. 

Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning. 

3104.  LIBEBTT,  Obiistiaa. 

True  liberty  was  Christian,  sanctified,         ^ 
Baptized,  ana  found  in  Christian  hearts  alone, 
first-bom  of  Virtue,  daughter  of  the  skies. 
Nursling  of  truth  divine ;  sister  of  all 
The  graces,  meekness,  holiness,  and  love : 
Giving  to  God,  and  man,  and  all  bdow, 


That  symptom  showed  of  sensible  existence^ 
Their  due  unasked ;  fear  to  ivhom  fear  was 
To  all,  respect,  benevolence,  and  love,  [due; 
Companion  of  religion  I  where  she  came 
There  freedom  came:    where   dwdt,  there 
.  freedom  dwelt ;  [pired. 

Ruled  where  she  ruled,  expired  where  she  ex- 
*'  ]EIo  was  the  freeman  whom  the  truth  made 

free:" 
Who  first  of  all  the  bands  of  Satan  broke ; 
Who  broke  the  bands  of  Sin ;  and  for  his  soul 
In  spite  of  fools  consulted  seriously ; 
In  spite  of  fashion  persevered  in  good : 
In  spite  of  wealth  or  poverty,  upright ; 
Who  did  as  reason,  not  as  fancy  bade ; 
Who  heard  tpnptation  sing,  and  yet  turned 
Aside ;  saw  sin  bedeck  her  flowery  bed,  [not 
And  yet  would  not  go  up ;  f  dt  at  his  heart 
The  sword  unsheathed,  yet  would  not  sell  the 

truth ; 
Who,  having  power,  had  not  the  will  to  hurt ; 
Who  blushed  alike  to  be  or  have  a  slave ; 
Who  blushed  at  naught  but  sin,  feared  naught 
Who  finally,  in  strong  integrity      [but  God ; 
Of  soul,  'midst  want,  or  riches,  or  disgrace. 
Uplifted  calmly  sat,  and  heard  the  waves 
Of  stormy  folly  breaking  at  his  feet ; 
Now  shrUl  with  praise,  now  hoarse  with  foul 

reproach. 
And  both  despised  sincerely ;  seeking  this 
Alone — ^the  approbation  of  his  God, 
Which  still  with  conscience  witnessed  to  his 

peace.  Robert  Ibllol, 

9105.  LIBEBTT,  Foigottea  Heroes  of: 

As  by  the  shore,  at  brealc  of  day, 
A  vanquished  chief  expiring  lay, 
Upon  the  sands,  with  broken  sv^ord. 

He  traced  his  farewell  to  the  free ; 
And  there  the  last  unfinished  word 

He  dying  wrote,  was  "Liberty  I  " 

At  night  a  sea-bird  shrieked  the  knell 
Of  him  who  thus  for  freedom  fell ; 
The  words  ho  wrote,  ere  evening  came, 

Were  covered  by  the  sounding  sea ; 
So  pass  awav  the  cause  and  name 

Of  him  who  dies  for  liberty  1 

Tkamas  Moore, 

9106.  LIBEBT7,  Lutiaot  ofi 

Is  there  a  brilliant  fondling  of  the  cage. 
Though  sure  of  plaudits  on  his  costly  stage, 
Though  fed  with  dainties  from  the  snow- 
white  hand 
Of  a  kind  mbtress,  fairest  of  the  land, 
But  gladly  would  escape ;  and,  if  need  were. 
Scatter  the  colors  from  the  plumes  that  bear 
The  emandpated  captive  through  blithe  air 
Into  strange  woods,  where  he  at  large  may 

live 
On  best  or  worst  which  they  and  Nature  give  ? 
The  beetle  lovca  his  unpretending  track, 
The  snail  the  bouse  he  carries  on  his  bacS ; 
The  far-fetdied  worm  with  pleasure  would 

disown 
The  bed  we  give  him,  though  of  softest  down; 
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A  noble  instinct ;  in  all  kinds  the  same, 
All  rank  1    What  sovereign,  worthy  of  the 

name, 
If  doomed  to  breathe  against  his  lawful  will 
An  element  that  flatters  him — ^to  kill, 
But  would  rejoice  to  barter  outward  show 
For  the  least  boon  that  freedom  can  bestow  ? 

WiUiam  Wordsworth. 

9107.  UBEETT,  Frqgnii  ot 

There  is  a  twilight  dawning  on  the  world, 

The  herald  of  a  full  and  perfect  day, 
When  Liberty^s  wide  flag  shall  be  unfurled, 

And  kings  shall  bow  to  her  superior  sway ; 
Already  she  is  on  her  august  way. 

And  marching  upward  to  her  final  goal ; 
Nations  the  warning  of  her  voice  obey. 

Away  the  clouds  of  fear  and  error  roll,  . 

The  chain  is  broken  that  bound  the  thralled 
and  fettered  soul. 

James  Cfates  Bfrdvdl, 

91M.  LIBEBTT,  Triimph  o£ 

Here  the  free  spirit  of  mankind,  at  length, 
Throws  its  last  fetters  o£E;   and  who  shall 

place 
A  limit  to  the  giant^s  unchained  strength, 
Or  curb  his  swiftness  in  the  forward  race  ? 
On,  like  the  comet^s  way  through  infinite 

space, 
Stretches  the  long  untravelled  path  of  light, 
Into  the  depth  of  ages ;  we  may  trace, 
Afar,  the  brightening  glory  of  its  flight, 
Till  the  receding  rays  are  lost  to  human  sight. 

Europe  is  given  a  prey  to  sterner  fates. 
And  writhes  in  shaddes;  strong  the  anns 

that  chain 
To  earth  her  struggling  multitude  of  states ; 
She  too  is  stronff,  and  might  not  chafe  in  vain 
Against  them,  but  might  cast  to  earth  the 

train 
That  trample  her,  and  break  their  iron  net, 
Tes,  she  shall  look  on  brighter  days  and  gain 
The  meed  of  worthier  deeds;   the  moment 

set 
To  rescua  and  raise  up,  draws  near — ^but  is 

not  jfsL         Wwiam  CulUn  Bryant, 

3109.  UFB,  Alraie  of; 

A  bright  or  dark  eternity  in  view, 
With  all  its  fixed,  unutterable  things. 
What  madness  in  the  living  to  pursue. 
As  their  chief  portion,  with  the  speed  of 

wings,  [stings ! 

The  joys  that  death-beds  always  turn  to 
Infatuated  man,  on  earth^s  smooth  waste 
To  dance  along  the  path  that  always  brings 
Quick  to  an  end,  from  which  with  ten-fold 

haste  [retraced  I 

Back  would  he  gladly  fly  till  all  should  be 

Our  life  is  like  the  hurrying  on  the  eve 
Before  we  start,  on  some  long  journey  bound, 
When  preparations  to  the  last  wo  leave, 
Then  run  to  every  room  the  dwelling  round. 
And  sigh  that  nothing  needed  can  ba  found ; 
Yet  go  we  must,  and  soon  as  day  shall  break ; 


We  snatch  an  honr^s  repose,  when  loud  the 

sound 
For  our  departure  calls ;  we  rise  and  take 
A  quick  and  sad  farewell,  and  go  ere  well 

awake.  Carlos  WUooet. 

3110.  UFE,  AotiTe. 

Life  is'  onward :  use  it 

With  a  forward  aim ; 
Toil  is  heavenly — choose  it^ 

And  its  warfare  claim. 
Look  not  to  another 

To  perform  your  will ; 
Let  not  your  own  brother 

Keep  your  warm  hand  stilL 
Life  is  onward :  never 

Look  upon  the  past, 
It  would  hold  you  ever 

In  its  clutches  fast. 
Ifow  is  your  dominion, 

Weave  it  as  yon  please ; 
Bind  not  the  souPs  pinion 

To  a  bed  of  ease. 
Life  is  onward :  try  it, 

Ere  the  day  is  lost ; 
It  hath  virtue — ^buy  it^ 

At  whatever  cost 
If  the  world  should  offer 

Every  precious  g^em, 
Look  not  at  the  scoffer. 

Change  it  not  for  them. 
Life  is  onward :  heed  it 

In  each  varied  dress ; 
Tour  own  act  can  speed  it 

On  to  happiness. 
His  bright  pinion  o'er  you 

Time  waves  not  in  vain^ 
If  hope  chant  before  you 

Her  prophetic  strain. 
Life  is  onward :  prize  it 

In  sunshine  ana  in  stonn; 
Oh  1  do  not  despise  it 

In  its  humblest  form. 
Hope  and  Joy  together, 

Standing  at  the  goal 
Through  life's  darkest  weather, 

Beckon  on  the  souL 

9111.  LIFE,  Avtomii  ot 

The  leaves  around  me  falling, 

Aro  preaching  of  decay. 
The  hollow  winds  arc  caUing, 

*'  Come,  pilgrim,  come  away  I  ** 
The  day,  in  night  declining, 

Says  I  must  too  decline. 
The  year,  its  bloom  resigning 

Its*  lot  foreshadows  mine  I 

The  light  my  path  surrounding, 

The  loves  to  which  I  ding, 
The  hopes  within  me  bounding. 

The  joys  that  round  me  wing, 
All,  all,  like  stars  at  even. 

Just  gleam  and  shoot  away ; 
Pass  on  before  to  heaven, 

And  chide  at  my  delay. 
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Tile  friends  are  gone  before  me 

Atj  calling  from  en  high, 
And  happy  angels  o^cr  me 

Tempt  sweetly  to  the  sky. 
*'Wait,  wait,"  they  say,  **and  wither 

*Mid  scenes  of  death  and  sin  ?    • 
Oh !  rise  to  glory  hither, 

And  find  tnio  life  begin.'' 

I  hear  the  inyitation, 

And  fain  would  rise  and  come, 
A  sinner  to  salvation, 

An  exile  to  his  home ; 
Bnt  while  I  here  must  linger, 

Thus,  thus  let  all  I  see 
Point  on  with  faithful  finger, 

To  heayen,  O  Lord,  and  lliee. 

J3.  F.  Smith. 

3119.  UFS,  a  Book. 

Man's  life's  a  book  of  history ; 

The  leaves  thereof  are  days ; 
The  letters,  mercies  closely  joined ; 

The  title  is  God's  praise. 

Johnlfasian, 

9113.  LIFE,-  BoondaiiM  ot 

Between  two  breaths  what  crowded  mysteries 
lie—  [sigh  I 

The  first  short  gasp,  the  last  and  long-drawn 
Like  phantoms  pdnted  on  the  magic  slide, 
Forth  from  the  darkness  of  the  past  we  glide. 
As  living  shadows  for  a  moment  seen 
In  airy  pageant  on  the  eternal  screen. 
Traced  oy  a  ray  from  one  unchanging  flame, 
Then  ieek  the  dust  and  stillness  whence  we 
cam&  Oliver  Wendell  Mohnei, 

3114.  LIFE,  Brevity  of. 

Like  to  the  falling  of  a  star, 
Or  as  the  flights  of  eagles  are. 
Or  like  the  ux:sh  spring's  gaudy  hue. 
Or  silver  drops  of  morning  dew, 
Or  like  a  wind  that  chafes  the  flood,  • 
Or  bubbles  which  on  water  stood — 
E'en  such  is  man,  whose  borrowed  light 
Is  straight  called  in,  and  paid  to-night 
The  wind  blows  out,  the  bubble  dies. 
The  sprinsp  entombed  in  autumn  lies, 
The  dew  arics  up,  the  star  is  shot, 
T]ie  flight  is  post — and  man  forgot  I 

Henry  King. 

3115.  LIFE,  OaiSTan  ofL 

Where  pil^ims  seek  the  Prophet's  tomb 

Across  the  Arabian  waste. 
Upon  tho  ever-shifting  sands 

A  fearful  path  is  traced. 

Far  up  to  tho  horizon^s  verge. 

The  traveller  sees  it  rise— 
A  line  of  ghastly  bones  that  bleach 

Beneath  those  burning  skies. 

Across  it  tempest  and  simoom 
The  desert-sands  have  strewed. 

But  still  that  line  of  spectral  wMte 
Forever  is  renewed. 


For  while  along  the  burning  track 

The  caravans  move  on, 
Still  do  the  way-worn  pilgrims  iaXL 

Ere  yet  the  shrine  be  won. 

There  the  tired  camel  lays  him  down 

And  shuts  his  gentle  eyes ; 
And  there  the  fiery  rider  droops. 

Toward  Mecca  looks,  and  dies. 

They  fall  unheeded  from  tho  ranks : 

On  sweeps  the  endless  train ; 
But  there,  to  mark  the  desert  path, 

Their  whitening  bones  remam. 

And  thus  I  read  the  mournful  tale 

Upon  the  traveller's  page, 
I  thought  how  like  the  manch  of  life 

Is  this  sad  pilgrimage. 

For  every  heart  hath  some  fair  dream. 

Some  object  unattained. 
And  far  off  in  the  distance  lies 

Some  Mecca  to  b&  gained. 

Bnt  beauty,  manhood,  love,  and  power 

Go  in  their  morning  down. 
And  longing  eyes  and  outstretched  onns 

Tell  of  the  goal  unwon. 

The  mighty  caravan  of  life 

A1x)vc  their  dust  may  sweep, 
Kor  shout  nor  trampling  feet  shall  break 

The  rest  of  those  who  sleep. 

Anne  Charlotte  Lynch. 

3116.  LIFE,  Oompntotioii  of; 

Tlireescore  and  ten,  by  common  calculation, 
The  yeara  of  man  amount  to — ^but  we'll  say 
He  turns  fourscore ;  yet,  in  my  estimation. 
In  all  those  years  he  has  not  lived  a  day. 
Out  of  tho  eighty  you  must  first  remember 
The  hours  of  night  you  pass  asleep  in  bed ; 
And  counting  from  December  to  December, 
Just  half  your  life  you'll  find  you  have  been 

dead. 
To  forty  yean  at  once  by  this  reduction 
We  come;  and  sure  the  firat  five  of  your 

birth, 
While  cutting  teeth  and  living  upon  suction, 
You  are  not  alive  to  what  this  life  is  worth  I 
From  thirty-five  next  take,  for  education. 
Fifteen,  at  least,  at  college  and  at  school. 
When,  notwithstanding  all  your  application. 
The  chances  ore,  you  may  turn  out  a  fool. 
Still  twenty  wo  liave  left  us  to  dispose  of. 
But  during  them  your  foiluno  you've   to 
make ;  [knows  of. 

And  granting,  with  the  luck  of  some  one 
'Tis  made  in  ten,  that's  ten  from  life  to  take. 
Out  of  the  ten  you  must  allow  for  yet  left 
Tlie  time  for  shaving,  tooth  and  other  aches — 
Say  four,  and  that  leaves  six  too  short,  I  vow, 

for 
Regretting  past  and  making  fresh  mistakes ! 
Meanwhile,  each  hour  dispels  some  fond  illu- 
sion. 
Until  at  length,  eane  eyes,  sane  teeth,  you  may 
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Hare  scarcely  sense  to  come  to  this  condu- 

sioD, 
Yon'ye  reached  f oniscore,  bat  haven't  lived  a 
day.  J.  B.  PlancliL 

9117.  LIFE,  Curtains  of. 

Death  have  wo  hated,  not  knowing  what  it 
meant ;  [through  sere, 

Life  have  wc  loved,  tlirongh  g^reen  leaf  and 
Thou^  still  the  less  wc  knew  of  its  intent : 
The   Earth  and  Heaven  through  countless 

year  on  year, 
Blow  changing,  were  to  us  but  curtains  fair 
Hung  round  m)out  a  little  room,  where  play 
Weq>ing  and  laughter  of  men's  empty  day. 

William  Morris. 
91  IS.  LIFE,  DeoUne  o£ 

Summer  ebbs ;  each  day  that  follows 

Is  a  reflex  from  on  high, 

Tending  to  the  darksome  hollows 

Where  the  frosts  of  winter  lie. 

He  who  governs  the  creation. 

In  His  providence,  assigned 

Buch  a  gradual  declination 

To  the  nfe  of  human-kind. 

Tet  we  mark  it  not ;  fruits  redden, 

Fresh  flowers  blovr,  as  flowers  have  blown, 

And  the  heart  is  loath  to  deaden 

Hopes  that  she  so  long  hath  known. 

William  Wordsworth, 

9119.  LIFE,  Doitinies  of. 

Know  well,  my  soul,  God's  hand  controls 

Whatever  thou  fcarest ; 
Hound  Him  in  calmest  music  rolls 

Whatever  thou  hcarcst. 

What  to  thee  is  shadow,  to  Him  is  day, 

And  the  end  Ho  knoweth. 
And  not  on  a  blind  and  aimless  way 

The  spirit  gocth. 

Kan  sees  no  future — a  phantom  show 

Is  alone  before  him  : 
Past  Time  is  dead  and  the  grasses  grow, 

And  flowers  bloom  o'er  him. 

Nothing  before,  nothing  behind ; 

The  steps  of  Faith 
Fall  on  the  seeming  void,  and  find 

'  The  rock  beneath. 

The  Present,  the  Present  is  all  thou  hast 

For  thy  sure  possessing ; 
Like  the  patriarch's  angS,  hold  it  fiist 

Till  it  gives  its  blessing. 

Why  fear  the  night  ?  why  shrink  from  Death, 

That  phantom  wan  ? 
There  is  nothing  in  lieaven  or  earth  beneath. 

Save  God  and  man. 

Peopling  the  shadows  we  turn  from  Him 

Ajid  from  one  another ; 
All  is  spectral,  and  vague,  and  dim, 

Save  God  and  our  brother  1 

Like  warp  and  woof,  all  destinies 
Are  woven  fost, 


Linked  in  sympathy  like  tho  keys 
Of  an  oigan  vast 

Pluck  one  thread,  and  tho  web  ye  mar; 

Break  but  one 
Of  a  thousand  keys,  and  tho  paining  jar 

Through  all  will  run. 

And  in  life,  in  death,  in  dark  and  light. 
All  are  in  God's  care ;  [nig^ht, 

Sound  the  black  abyss,  pierce  the  deep  of 
And  He  is  there. 

John  Oreenleqf  WhiUier, 

9190.  LIFE,  Dh'ge  o£ 

What  is  the  existence  of  man's  life 
But  open  war,  or  slumbered  strife  ? 
Where  sickness  to  his  sense  presents 
The  combat  of  the  elements ; 
And  never  feels  a  perfect  peace. 
Till  death's  cold  hand  signs  his  rcLeaaeL 

It  is  a  storm  where  the  hot  blood 
Outvies  in  rage  the  1>oiling  flood ; 
And  each  loud  passion  of  the  mind 
Is  like  a  furious  gust  of  wind, 
Which  bears  his  bark  with  many  a  wave^ 
Till  he  casts  anchor  in  tho  grave.   - 

It  is  a  flower  which  buds  and  grows 
And  withers  as  the  leaves  disclose ; 
Whoso  spring  and  fall  faint  seasons  keep. 
Like  fits  of  waking  bsfore  sleep ; 
Then  shrinks  into  that  fatal  mould 
Where  its  first  being  was  enrolled. 

It  is  a  dream  whose  socming  truth 
Is  moralized  in  age  and  youth ; 
Where  all  the  comforts  he  can  share 
As  wandering  as  his  fancies  are ; 
Till  in  tho  mist  of  dark  decay 
The  dreamer  vanish  quite  av/ay. 

It  is  a  dial  which  points  out 
The  sunset  as  it  moves  about ; 
And  shadovfs  out  in  lines  of  night 
The  subtle  stages  of  time's  flight, 
Till  all-obscunng  earth  hath  laid 
The  body  in  perpetual  shade. 

It  is  a  weary  interlude. 
Which  doth  short  joys,  long  woes  include; 
The  world  the  stage,  the  prologuo  teara, 
The  acts  vain  hopes  and  varied  fears; 
The  scene  shuts  up  with  loss  of  breath, 
And  leaves  no  epilogue  but  death. 

Henry  SM/ff, 

9191.  LIFE,  Earnest. 

'Tis  not  for  man  to  trifle !     Life  is  bric^ 

And  sin  is  here. 
Our  age  is  but  the  falling  of  a  leaf, 

A  dropping  tear. 
We  have  no  time  to  sport  away  the  boms, 
All  must  bo  earnest  in  a  world  like  ours. 

Not  many  lives,  but  only  one  have  wo — 

One,  only  one ; 
How  sacred  should  that  one  Ufb  ever 

That  narrow  span  1 
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Day  after  day  filled  up  with  blessed  toil. 
Hour  after  hour  still  bringing  in  new  spoil. 

Horatius  Banar» 
3139,  LIFE,  Epitsno  of. 

Day  dawned ;  within  a  curtained  room, 
Filled  to  faintncss  with  perfume, 
A  lady  lay  at  point  of  doom. 
Day  closed ;  a  child  had  seen  the  light : 
Bat,  for  the  lady  fair  and  bright. 
She  rested  in  undreaming  night 
Spring  rose ;  the  kdy^s  grave  was  green ; 
And  near  it,  oftentimes,  was  seen 
A  gentle  boy  witli  thoughtful  mien. 
Tears  tied ;  he  wore  a  manly  face, 
And  struggled  in  the  world's  rough  raoo, 
And  won  at  last  a  lofty  place. 
And  then  he  died  I  behold  before  yo 
Humanity's  poor  sum  and  story ; 
life — ^Death — and  all  that  is  of  Qlory. 

B.  W.Procter. 

3133.  UFB,  EtemaL 

A  life  of  honor  and  of  worth 
Has  no  eternity  on  earth* 

*Tis  but  a  name ; 
And  yet  its  glory  far  exceeds 
Th^t  base  and  sensual  life,  which  leads 

To  want  and  shame. 

The  eternal  life  bsyond  the  sky 
Wealth  cannot  jjurchasc,  nor  the  high 

And  proud  estate : 
Tho  soul  in  dalliance  laid,  the  spirit 
Corrupt  with  sin,  shall  not  inherit 

A  joy  so  great 
Manrique,  tr.  hy  IL  Wi  Longfellow, 

3134.  LIFE,  Oodly. 

He  lires  who  lives  to  God  alone, 

And  all  arc  dead  beside ; 
For  other  source  than  God  is  none 

Whence  life  can  be  supplied. 

• 

To  live  to  €k>d  is  to  requito 

His  love  as  best  we  may ; 
To  make  His  precepts  our  delight, 

His  promises  our  stay. 

But  life  within  a  narrow  ring 

Of  giddy  joys  comprised. 
Is  f  als3ly  named,  and  no  such  thing, 

But  i-ather  death  disguised. 

William  Coioper* 

3135.  UFE,  Inporfcanoa  of. 

They  say  this  life  is  but  a  wreath 

Of  vapor,  melting  in  the  sky ; 
The  small  frail  Howor  which  grows  beneath, 

Then  drooping,  shuts  its  languid  eye ; 
A  tale  rcpeatod  round  tho  hearth, 
'Made  half  of  mourning,  liolf  of  mirth ; 

A  bubble,  bui'stin^  in  tho  light ; 

A  meteor,  streaming  in  the  night ; 
A  dream,  a  tear,  a  smile,  a  sigh, 
A  breath — ths  breath  of  Dsity  1 
A  tale?    Yes,  ono  that's  quivering 
On  every  raptured  ccraph's  string, 
BinoQ  this  x)oor  clay  enshrined  a  God, 
And  tho  lone  path  so  meekly  trod. 


Adoring,  wonderingly  they've  traced. 
Through  all  our  misei7-haunted  waste. 
A  bubble  1     At  its  burst  there  falls 
A  diamond  from  its  brittle  thralls, 
In  lustre  peerless  and  divine 
Upon  the  sainted  brow  to  shine. 
Or  bum  its  fearful,  livid  stain, 
Into  tho  woe-doomed  i-cbeFs  brain. 
Oh,  that  can  be  no  trivial  thing. 

However  rapidly  it  fly. 
Which  bears  our  souls  upon  its  wing. 

And  fashions  our  eternity  1 
Though  small  the  seedling,  from  it  grow 
Heaven's  boundless  bliss,  and  hell's  black 
woe.  Emily  Judeoiu 

3136.  LIFE,  Iiland. 

Opening  the  map  of  God's  expansive  plan, 
We  find  a  little  isle,  this  life  of  man ; 
Eternity's  unknown  expanse  appears 
Circling  around,  and  limiting  his  years. 
The  busy  race  examine  and  explore      [shore. 
Each   creek   and  cavern   of  the  dangerous 
With  care  collect  what  in  their  eyes  excels. 
Some  shining  pebbles,  and  some  weeds  and 

sheila ;  [great. 

Thus  laden,  dream  that  they  are  rich  and 
And  happiest  he  that   groans  beneath  his 

weight 
The  waves  o'ertake  them  in  their  serious  play, 
And  every  hour  sweeps  multitudes  away ; 
They  shriek  and  simc — survivors  start  and 

weep. 
Pursue  their  sport,  and  follow  to  the  deep. 

William  Cowper, 

3137.  LIFE,  Leagih  of. 

He  liveth  long  who  liveth  well ! 

All  other  life  is  short  and  vain ; 
He  liveth  longest  who  can  tell 

Of  living  most  for  heavenly  gain. 

He  liveth  long  who  liveth  well  I 
All  else  is  Ijeing  flung  away ; 

Ho  liveth  longest  who  con  tell 
Of  true  tilings  truly  done  each  day. 

Horaiiua  Bonar 

313§.  LIFE,  Measnrinir* 

They  err  who  measure  life  by  years. 
With  false  or  thoughtless  tongue ; 

Some  hearts  grow  old  before  their  time ; 
Others  are  alvf ays  young. 

'Tis  not  the  number  of  the  lines 

On  life's  fast  filling  page, 
"Us  not  the  pulse's  added  throbs, 

Which  constitute  their  age. 

Some  souls  ai*o  serfs  among  tho  free, 

While  others  nobly  thrive ; 
They  stand  just  where  their  fathers  stood; 

Dead,  even  while  they  live. 

Others,  all  spirit,  heart,  and  sense, 

Theirs  the  mysterious  power 
To  live  in  thrills  of  joy  or  woe, 

A  twelvemonth  in  an  hour  1 
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Seize,  then,  the  minutes  as  they  pass ; 

The  woof  of  life  is  tliought ! 
Warm  up  the  colors ;  let  them  glow 

With  fire  of  fancy  fraught. 

Lire  to  some  purpose ;  make  thy  life 

A  gift  of  use  to  thee : 
A  joy,  a  good,  a  golden  hope, 

A  heavenly  argosy  I 

Bryan  W.  Procter, 

3139.  LIFE,  Mental 

The  earth  is  full  of  life ;  the  living  Hand 
Touched  it  with  life ;  and  all  its  forms  expand 
With  principles  of  being  made  to  suit  [brute. 
Man^s  varied  powers  and  raise  him  from  the 
And  shall  the  earth  of  higher  ends  be  full — 
Earth  which   thou  tread'st — and  thy   poor 

mind  be  dull  ? 
Thou  talk  of  life,  with  half  thy  soul  asleep  ? 
Thou  '*  living  dead  man,"  let  thy  spirit  leap 
Forth  to  the  day,  and  let  the  fresh  air  blow 
Thro^  thy  souPs  shut-up  mansion.    Would'st 

thou  know  [death ; 

Something  of  what   is   life,  shake  off  this 
Have  thy  soul  feel  the  universal  breath     [bo 
With  which  nil  nature 's  quick,  and  leain  to 
Shai'er  in  all  that  thou  dost  touch  or  see ; 
Break  from  thy  body^s   grasp,  thy  spirit^s 

trance; 
Give  thy  soul  air,  thy  faculties  expanse ; 
Love,  joy,  even  sorrow — ^yield  thyself  to  all ! 
They  make  thy  freedom,  groveller,  not  thy 

thrall. 
Knock  off  the  shackles  which  thy  spirit  bind 
To  dust  and  sense,  and  sot  at  large  the  mind  I 
Then  move  in  sympathy  with  Gk)d's  great 

whole. 
And  be  like  man  at  first,  a  Lrvma  soul. 

JSichard  Eetiry  Dana, 

3190.  LIFE,  Mockery  of: 

O,  life  and  all  its  charms  decay  I 

Alluring,  cheating,  on  they  go ; 
The  stream  forever  steals  away 

In  one  irrevocable  flow ; 
Its  dearest  charms,  the  charms  of  love, 

Are  fairest  in  their  bud,  and  die 
Whene'er  their  tender  bloom  we  move ; 

We  touch  the  leaves,  they  withered  He. 
At  distance  all  how  gay,  how  sweet, 

A  very  land  of  fairy  blisses. 
Where  smiles  and  tears,  and  soft  words  meet, 

And  willing  lips  unite  in  kisses ; 
But  when  we  touch  the  magic  shore, 

The  glow  is  gone,  the  charm  is  fied ; 
We  find  the  dearest  hues  it  wore 

Are  but  the  light  around  the  dead, 
And  cold  the  hymeneal  chain 

That  binds  their  cheated  hearts  in  one, 
And  on,  with  many  a  step  of  pain, 

Their  weary  race  is  sadly  nin ; 
And  still  as  on  they  plod  their  way. 

They  find,  as  life's  gay  dreams  depart, 
To  close  their  bsing's  toilsome  day, 

Naught  left  them  but  a  broken  heart 

Jame$  Gates  Bsreival. 


3131.  LIFE,  Fanble  ofi 

A  man  through  Syrians  deserts  speeding; 
His  camel  by  the  halter  leading, 
The  beast  grew  shy,  began  to  rear, 
With  gestures  wild  to  plunge  and  tear; 
So  fearful  was  his  snort  and  cry 
The  driver  was  obliged  to  fly. 
He  ran,  and  saw  a  well  which  lay 
By  chance  before  him  in  the  way. 
He  hears  the  snorting  camel  near. 
And  lost  all  consciousness  in  fear. 
He  plunged  not  in  the  shaft,  but  crept 
And  hanging  'neath  the  brink  he  kept. 
A  blackberry  bush  its  bed  had  founa 
Within  the  gaping  fissures  round ; 
Hereto  the  driver  firmly  clung. 
While  loud  his  doleful  wailings  rung. 
He  looked  on  high,  and  lo  I  he  saw 
Above  his  head  uie  camcFs  jaw, 
About  to  seize  him  as  his  prize. 
Then  in  the  well  he  cast  his  eyes ; 
A  dragon  on  the  ground  he  saw. 
That  gaped  with  fearful,  yawning  jaw. 
His  prey  there  ready  to  devour. 
When  it  should  fall  into  his  powex. 
Thus  hovering  between  the  two, 
Another  evil  met  his  view. 
Where  in  the  stony  fracture  hung 
The  bush's  roots,  to  which  he  clung, 
He  saw  two  mice  witliin  tlio  crack. 
The  one  was  white,  tlie  other  block. 
He  saw  the  black  one  and  the  white. 
How  they  the  roots  altcraatc  bite. 
They  gnawed,  and  pulled,  and  dug  around. 
And  tore  from  off  the  roots  the  ground ; 
When  he  the  crumbling  eaith  espies, 
On  high  the  dragon  casts  his  eyes. 
To  see  how  soon,  with  lond  and  all, 
The  bush,  torn  by  the  roots,  would  falL 
The  man  with  anxious  terror  quailed. 
Besieged,  surrounded,  and  assailed, 
While  on  this  doleful  situation, 
Looked  round  in  vain  for  his  salvation. 
And  as  around  he  casts  his  eyes, 
A  little  nodding  bmnch  he  spies, 
With  berries  ripe,  nor  did  ho  feign 
His  lustful  longing  to  restrain. 
Ko  i^ore  the  camers  rage  he  saw, 
Nor  in  the  gulf  the  dragon's  jaw. 
No  more  the  mice  that  gnawed  the  root, 
When  he  beheld  the  luscious  fruit 
He  let  the  camel  rage  on  high. 
The  dragon  watch  vrith  lustful  eye. 
The  mice  gnaw  at  the  bush*s  root. 
While  greedily  he  seized  the  fruit 
Right  good  he  deemed  them  to  appease 
His  cravings,  and  he  plucked  at  ease, 
And  thus  his  fear,  his  doleful  lot. 
Were  in  the  juicy  sweets  forgot 
**  Who  is  the  fool,"  mcthinks  I  hear 
Thee  ask,  "  who  thus  forgets  his  fear!  " 
Know,  then,  O  friend,  that  man  art  thon  I 
But  take  the  explanation  now. 
The  dragon  lurking  on  the  ground. 
Is  death's  grim  yavming  gulf  profound; 
The  threatening  camel  standing  there 
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Is  lifers  anxiety  and  care. 
Tis  yon  who  gasp,  'twixt  life  and  death, 
Upon  the  world^s  green  bush  for  breath. 
The  two  that,  rawing  at  the  tree. 
Shall  soon  the  Dush,  as  well  as  thee. 
Deliver  to  the  dragon's  might, 
The  mice,  thek  names  are  day  and  night. 
Concealed,  the  black  one  gnaws  away 
From  evening  to  the  dawn  of  day, 
The  white  one  ^aws  and  imdermines 
From  mom  until  the  sun  declines. 
And  'midst  these  horrors  and  alarms 
Thou  lustest  for  the  berries*  charms^ 
Forgetting  camel,  life's  distress. 
And  dragon  death  in  the  abyss, 
As  well  as  mice,  the  night  and  day. 
And  dost  alone  attention  pay 
To  snatching  berries,  as  they  peep 
From  out  the  grave's  dark  fissures  deep. 

Friedrieh  BStckerU 

9139.  UFE,  Farting  with. 

Life  1  I  know  not  what  thou  art, 
But  know  that  thou  and  I  must  part ; 
And  when,  or  how,  or  where  we  met 
I  own  to  me's  a  secret  yet 

Life !  we've  been  long  together  [ther, 

Through  pleasant  and  through  cloudy  wea- 
'Tis  hard  to  part  when  friends  arc  dear — 
Perhaps  'twill  cost  a  sigh,  a  tear ; 
Then  steal  away,  give  uttle  warning. 

Choose  thine  own  time ;  [dime 

Say  not  Good  Night — but  in  some  brighter 

Bid  me  Good  Morning.  A.  L.  Barbamd. 

9133.  LIFE,  Periods  of: 

Our  youth  is  like  the  opening  day— ^ 
As  swiftly  pass  the  hours  away ; 
While  like  the  birds  on  active  wing, 
Unthinkingly  we  sport  and  sing. 

Our  manhood  is  the  fervid  noon — 
Its  sunny  moments  pass  as  soon ; 
Its  brightest  hour  will  soon  be  o'er. 
And  time  once  past  returns  no  more. 

Old  age  is  like  the  evening  gray. 
Closing  around  the  traveller's  way. 
Who  faint  and  weary  seeks  the  road 
Which  leads  him  to  a  safe  abode. 

Mom,  noon,  and  eve  will  soon  bo  past, 
And  death's  dark  night  approaches  fast ; 
No  light  can  cheer  the  micmight  gloom. 
Which  reigns  within  the  silent  tomb. 

Let  us  improve  our  life's  short  day. 
That  when  its  hours  have  pass'd  away. 
We  may  behold,  without  a  fear, 
Death's  long  and  dreary  night  draw  near. 

Another  mom  will  surely  break, 
And  all  our  sleeping  dust  awake ; 
Oh,  may  we  then  with  joy  arise, 
And  meet  our  Saviour  in  the  sides. 

2£ra.  Loud, 

9134.  LIFE,  FersoDAL 

Shall  I  be  slave  to  every  noble  soul ; 
Study  the  dead,  and  to  their  spirits  bend ; 


Or  leam  to  read  my  own  heart's  folded  scrolly 
And  make  self-rule  my  end? 

Thought  from  mihout — O  shall  I  take  on  trust, 
And  life  from  others  modellcdsteal  or  win ; 
Or  shall  I  heave  to  light,  and  clear  of  rust 

My  true  life  from  ioithin  t 

• 

O,  let  me  be  myself  I    But  v/here,  O,  where. 
Under  this  heap  of  precedent,  this  mound 
Of  customs,  modes,  and  maxims,  cumbrance 
Shall  the  Myself  be  found  ?  [rare, 

O  thou  Myself ^  thy  fathers  thee  debarred 

None  of  their  wisdom,  but  their  folly  came 

Therewith ;  they  smoothed  the  path,  but  made 

For  thee  to  quit  the  same.        [it  hard 

What  aileth  thee,  myself?   Alas  I  thy  hands 
Are  tired  with  old  opinions — ^heir  and  son, 
Thou  hast  inherited  thy  father's  lands 
And  all  his  debts  thereon. 

Jean  Ingehw. 

9135.  LIFE,  FUy  o£ 

All  the  world's  a  stage ;  [e^ 

And  all  the  men  and  women  are  merely  play- 

They  have  their  exits  and  their  entrances ; 

And  one  man,  in  his  time,  plays  many  parts, 

His  acts  being  seven  ages. 

At  first,  the  infant ; 

Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurse's  arms. 

And  then  the  whinmg  school-boy ;  with  his 
satchel 

And  shining  morning  face,  creeping  like  snail, 

Unwillingly,  to  school   And  then,  the  lover ; 

Sighing  Uke  furnace,  with  a  wof ul  ballad 

Made  to  his  mistress'  eyebrow.     Then,  a  sol- 
dier ;  [pard ; 

Full  of  strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the 

Jealous  in  honor ;  sudden  and  quick  in  quar- 

Seeking  the  bubble  reputation  [rel ; 

Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth. 

And  then,  the  justice ; 

With  fair  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lined ; 

With  eyes  severe,  and  beard  of  formal  cut ; 

Full  of  wise  saws  and  modem  instances ; 

And  so  he  plays  his  part. 

The  sixth  age  shifts 

Into  the  lean  and  slippered  pantaloon ; 

With  spectacles  on  nose,  and  pouch  on  side ; 

His  youthful  hose,  well  saved,  a  world  too 
wide  [voice, 

For  his  shmnk  shank;  and  his  big  manly 

Turning  asain  towards  childish  treble,  pipes 

And  whisues  in  his  sound. 

Last  scene  of  all, 
That  ends  this  strange,  eventful  history, 
Is  second  childishness  and  mere  oblivion ; 
Sans  teeth,  sans  eyes,  sans  taste,  sans  every- 
thing. Shakespeare, 

9136.  LIFE,  FioTidenoo  is. 

All's  for  the  best ;  bo  sanguine  and  cheerful ; 

Trouble  and  sorrow  arc  friends  in  disguise ; 
Nothing  but  foUy  goes  faithless  and  fearful ; 

Courage  forever  is  happy  and  wise. 
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All*8  for  the  best,  if  a  man  would  bat  know 
Providence  wishes  us  all  to  be  blest ;     [it ; 

This  is  no  dream  of  the  pundit  or  poet ; 
Heaven  is  gracious,  and.  All's  for  the  best. 

Airs  for  the  best ;  then  fling  away  terrors ; 

Meet  all  your  fears  and  your  foes  in  the  van ; 
And  in  the  midst  of  your  dangers  or  errors, 

Trust  like  a  child,  wlulo  you  strive  like  a 
man. 
All^s  for  the  best ;  unbiased,  unbounded, 

Providence  reigns  from  the  east  to  the  west ; 
And,  'by  both  wisdom  and  mercy  surrounded, 

Hope,  and  be  hax>py,  that  AlPs  for  the  best. 

M  F,  Tapper. 

9137.  LIFEi  Qniot. 

Happy  the  man,  whoso  wish  and  caro 
A  few  paternal  acres  bound. 
Content  to  breath  his  native  air 
In  his  own  ground. 

Whoso  herds  with  milk,  whose  fields  with 
Whose  flocks  supply  him  with  attire ;  [bread, 
Whose  trees  in  summer  yield  him  shade, 
In  'winter,  fire. 

Blest,  who  can  unconcernedly  find 
Hours,  days,  and  yeare  slide  soft  away 
In  health  of  body,  peace  of  mind. 
Quiet  by  day, 

Sound  sleep  by  night ;  study  and  ease 
Togpethcr  mixed ;  sweet  recreation. 
And  innocence,  wliicli  most  does  please 
With  meditation. 

Thus  let  mo  live,  unseen,  unknown ; 
Thus  unlamented  let  mo  die ; 
Steal  from  the  world,  and  not  a  stone 
Tell  where  I  lie. 

Alexander  I^fpe. 

fttW.  LIFE,  Bide  o£ 

Each  day  you  have  is  but  a  steed, 

Caparisoned  or  well  or  ill ; 
The  weeks,  the  fresh  relays  yon  need; 

Your  soul,  the  mystic  rider  still. 
The  spurs  and  stirrups  are  of  deed, 

The  sightless  bridte  is  of  will ; 
While  faring  forth  you  smile  or  bleed, 

Take  care,  with  heed  the  saddle  fill. 
William  JSouneemUe  Alger, 

3139.  LIFE,  Biverofl 

There  is  a  pure  and  tranquil  wave, 
That  rolls  around  the  throne  of  love, 
Wliose  waters  gladden  as  they  lave 
The  peaceful  shores  above. 

While  streams,  which  on  that  tide  depend. 
Steal  from  those  heavenly  shores  away, 
And  on  this  dcssrt  world  descend 
O'er  weary  lands  to  stray ; 


The  pilgrim  faint,  and  nigh  to 
Beneath  his  load  of  earthhr  woe. 
Refreshed  beside  their  verdant  brink, 
Kejoiccs  in  their  flow. 


There,  0  my  soul,  do  thou  repair, 
And  hover  o'er  the  hallowed  sprii^. 
To  drink  the  crystal  wave,  ana  Uicre 
To  lave  thy  wearied  wing  1 

There  droop  that  winff,  when  far  it  flics 
From  human  care,  ana  toil,  and  strife. 
And  feed  by  those  still  streams,  that  rise 
Beneath  the  Tree  of  Life  I 

It  may  be  that  the  breath  of  love 
Some  leaves  on  their  pure  tide  have  driven. 
Which,  passins  from  the  shores  above, 
Have  floated  down  from  Heaven. 

So  shall  thy  wounds  and  woes  be  healed. 
By  the  blest  virtue  that  they  bring ; 
So  thy  parch'd  lips  shall  be  unse^ed 
Thy  Saviour's  praise  to  sing  I 

WUUam  BaH 

3140.  LIFE,  Badneas  ol 

Sad  is  our  youth,  for  it  is  ever  going. 
Crumbling  away  Ixmeath  our  very  feet; 
Sad  is  our  life,  for  onward  it  is  flowing 
In  current  unperceived,  because  so  fleet ; 
Sad  are  our  hopes,  for  tliey  were  sweet  in 

sowing —  [wheat ; , 

But  tares,  self-sown,  have  overtopped  the 
Sad  are  our  jojrs,  for  they  were  sweet  in 

blowing —  [sweet ; 

And  still,  oh  still,  their  dying  breath  is 
And  sweet  is  youth,  although  it  hath  bereft  tis 
Of  that  whicl&  made  our  childhood  sweeter 

still  ; 
And  sweet  is  middle  life,  for  it  hath  left  us 
A  nearer  good  to  cure  an  older  ill ;  [prize  them 
And  sweet  arc  all  things,  when  we  learn  to 
Not  for  their  sake,  but  His,  who  grants  them 

or  denies  them !       Aubrey  De  Vere. 

3141.  LIFE,  Beuoiis  of. 

Perceiv'st  thou  not  the  process  of  the  year. 
How  the  four  seasons  in  four  forms  appear. 
Resembling  human  life  in  every  shape  they 
wear  ?  [head. 

Spring   flrst,   like   infancy,  shoots  out  her 
With  milky  juice,  requiring  to  bo  fed : 
Helpless,  though  fresh,  and  wanting  to  be  led. 
The  green  stem  grows  in  stature  and  in  size, 
But  only  feeds  with  hope  the  farmer's  eyes ; 
Then  laughs  the  childish  year  with  flow'rets 

crown'd. 
And  lavishly  perfumes  the  fields  around, 
But  no  substantial  nourishment  receives; 
Infirm  the  stalks,  unsoiled  are  the  leaves. 

Proceeding  onward  whence  the  year  l^cgan. 
The  Summer  grows  adult,  and  ripens  into 
This  season,  as  is  man,  is  most  replete  [man. 
With  kindly  moisture,  and  |>rolinc  heat. 

Autumn  succeeds,  a  sober,  tepid  age. 
Not  froze  with  fear  nor  boiling  into  rage ; 
More  than  mature,  and  tending  to  decay. 
When  our  brown  locks  repine  to  mix  with 
odious  gray. 

Last,  Winter  creeps  along  with  tardy  pace : 
.  Sour  is  his  front,  and  furrowed  is  his  fai;e; 
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His  8calp  if  not  dishonored  quite  of  hair, 
The  ragged  flccco  is  thin,  and  thin  is  worse 

than  bare. 
E'en  our  own  bodies  daily  change  receive, 
Some  part  of  what  was  theirs  before  they 

leave; 
Nor  are  to-day  what  yesterday  they  were : 
Nor  the  whole  same  to-morrow  will  appear. 

Ooidj  tr,  hy  John  Drydeiu 

9149.  LIFE,  Sin  agaiiut. 

A  truth'  it  is,  few  doubt,  but  fewer  trust : 
*^  He  sins  against  this  life  who  slights  the 

next."  [know ! 

What  is  this  life  9    How  few  their  favorite 
Fond  in  the  dark,  and  blind  in  our  embrace. 
By  passionately  loving  life,  we  make 
Loved  life  unlovely ;  hugging  her  to  death. 
We  give  to  time  eternity's  regard  t 
And,  dreaming,  take  our  passage  for  our  port 
Life  has  no  value  as  an  end,  but  means ; 
An  end,  deplorable  I  a  means,  divine  I 
When  *tis  our  all,  'tis  nothing — ^worse  than 

naught — 
A  nest  of  pains ;  when  held  as  nothing,  much. 
Like  some  fair  humorists,  life  is  most  enjoyed 
When  courted  least ;  most  worth,  when  dis- 

esteemed : 
Then  'tis  the  seat  of  comfort,  rich  in  peace. 
In  prospect  richer  far ;  important !  awful  1 
Not  to  bo  mentioned,  but  with  shouts  of 

praise  I 
Not  to  be  thought  on,  but  with  tides  of  joy ! 
The  mighty  ba^  of  eternal  bliss  I 

Edward  Young. 

31L43.  LIFB,  Sympathy  oil 

Each  creature  holds  an  insular  point  in  space : 
Yet  what  man  stirs  a  finger,  breathes  a  sound. 
But  ^1  the  multitudinous  beings  round 
Li  all  the  countless  worlds,  with  time  and 

^lace 
For  their  conditions,  down  to  the  central  base. 
Thrill,  haply,  in  vibration  and  rebound. 
Life  answering  life  across  the  vast  profound, 
Li  full  antiphony,  by  a  common  grace  I 
I  think  this  Budden  joyanoe  which  illumes 
A  child's  mouth  sleeping,  unaware  may  run 
From  some  soul  newly  loosed  from  earth's 

tombs: 
I  think  this  passionate  sigh,  which  half  begun 
I  stifle  bade,  may  reach  and  stir  the  plumes 
Of  God's  calm  angel  standing  in  the  sun. 

Elizabeth  Barrett  BrowniTiff. 

2144.  LXTEf  ThaoriM  of. 
*'  Live  while  you  live,"  the  epicure  would  say, 
''And.  seize  the  pleasures  of  the  present  day  I " 
live  while  you  live,"  the  sacred  preacher 

cries, 
And  give  to  Qod  each  moment  as  it  flies  1 " 
Lord,  in  my  vifews  let  both  united  be — 
I  live  in  pleasure,  when  I  live  to  thee ! 

PhUip  Doddridge. 

3145.  LITE,  Time  o£ 

The  past  is  a  dream. 
The  future  a  breath, 


tc 
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The  present  a  gleam 
From  birth  unto  death. 
Orientaly  tr.  hj  W.  B.  Alger* 

3146.  LIFE,  Unity  of. 

My  heart  leaps  up  when  I  behold 

A  rainbow  in  the  sky ; 
So  was  it  when  my  life  began, 
8o  is  it  now  I  am  a  man. 
So  be  it  when  I  shall  grow  old. 

Or  let  me  die  I 
The  Child  is  father  of  the  Man ; 
And  I  could  wish  mv  days  to  be 
Bound  each  to  each  by  natural  piety. 

William  Wordsworth. 
dl47.  LIFE,  IDTp-hia 

Does  the  road  wind  up-hill  all  the  way  ? 

Yes,  to  the  vdry  end.  [day  ? 

Will  the  day's  journey  take  the  whole  long 

From  mom  to  night,  my  friend. 

But  is  there  for  the  night  a  resting-place  ? 

A  roof  for  when  the  slow  dark  hours  begin. 
May  not  the  darkness  hide  it  from  my  face  ? 

You  cannot  miss  that  inn. 

Shall  I  meet  other  wayfarers  at  night? 

Those  who  have  gone  before. 
Then  must  I  knock,  or  call  when  just  in  sight  ? 

They  will  not  keep  you  standing  at  the  door. 

Shall  I  find  comfort,  travd-soro  and  weak  ? 

Of  labor  vou  shall  find  the  sum. 
Will  there  be  beds  for  mo  and  all  who  seek  ? 

Yea,  beds  for  all  who  come. 

Chrietina  G,  BoueUi. 

3148.  LIFE,  Um  of. 

This  world  is  but  the  rugged  road 
Which  leads  us  to  the  bright  abode 

Of  peace  above ; 
So  let  us  choose  that  narrow  way, 
Which  leads  no  traveller's  foot  astray 

From  realms  of  love. 

Our  cradle  is  the  starting-place, 
Life  is  the  running  of  the  race, 

We  reach  the  goal 
When,  in  the  mansions  of  the  blest, 
Death  leaves  to  its  eternal  rest 

The  weary  souL 

Did  we  but  use  it  as  we  ought,         [thought 
This  world  would  school  each  wandering 

To  its  high  state. 
Faith  wings  the  soul  beyond  the  sky, 
Up  to  that  better  world  on  high, 

For  which  we  wait. 

Manriqfie,  tr.  by  H.  W.  Longfellow. 

3149.  LIFE,  VarieUeB  of. 

Some  are  serving — some  commanding ; . 
Some  are  sitting — some  are  standing ; 
Some  rejoicing — some  are  grieving ; 
Some  entreating — some  relieving ; 
Some  are  weeping — some  are  laughing ; 
Some  are  thirsting — some  are  qi^Sng; 
Some  accepting — some  refusing ; 
Some  are  thrifty — some  abusing ; 
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Some  compeiiiDg^-some  persnading ; 
Some  are  flatt'ring— some  degrading ; 
Borne  are  patient — some  are  fuming ; 
Some  are  modest — some  presmning ; 
Some  arc  leasing— some  are  farming ; 
Some  arc  helping — some  are  harming ; 
Some  are  running — some  are  riding ; 
Some  departing — some  abiding ; 
Some  are  sending — some  are  bringing ; 
Some  are  crying — ^some  are  singing ; 
Some  are  hearing — some  are  preaching ; 
Some  are  learning — some  are  teaching ; 
Some  disdaining — some  affecting ; 
Some  assiduous — some  neglecting ; 
Some  are  feasting  >-8ome  are  fasting ; 
Some  are  saying — some  are  wasting ; 
Some  are  losing — some  are  winning ; 
Some  repenting — some  are  sinning ; 
Some  professing — some  adoring ; 
Some  are  silent — some  are  roarmg ; 
Some  ai'e  restive — some  are  willing ; 
Some  preserving — some  are  killing ; 
Some  are  bounteous — some  are  gnnding ; 
Some  are  seeking — some  are  finding ; 
Some  are  thieving — some  receiving ; 
Some  are  hiding — some  revealing ; 
>  Some  commending — some  are  blaming ; 
Some  dismembering — some  new  framing ; 
Some  are  quiet — some  disputing ; 
Some  confuted  and  confuting ; 
Some  are  marcliing — some  retiring ; 
Some  are  resting— some  aspiring; 
Some  enduring — some  dending ; 
Some  are  falling — some  arc  rising. 
These  are  sufficient  to  recite, 
Since  all  men's  deeds  are  infinite ; 
Some  end  their  paits  when  some  begin ; 
Some  go  out  and  some  come  in. 

3150.  LIFE,  Way  of. 

Our  lives  are  rivers,  gliding  free 
c  To  that  unfathomed,  boundless  sea, 
The  silent  grave ! 
Thither  all  earthly  pomp  and  boast 
Roll,  to  be  swallowed  up  and  lost 
In  one  dark  wave. 
Thither  the  mighty  torrents  stray, 
Tliither  the  brook  pursues  its  way, 
And  tinkling  rill.  Manriaue, 

dl51.  LIGHT,  A  Shining. 

XPITAPn  OF  A  VANISHED   STAB. 

So  said,  he  raised,  according  to  his  vow, 

On  the  green  grass,  where  oft  his  townfolk 
Under  the  shadow  of  a  leafy  bow  [met, 

That  leaned  toward  a  singing  rivulet, 
On  pure  white  stone,  whereon,  like  crown  on 
brow, 
,^    The  image  of  the  vanished  star  was  set ; 
And  this  was  graven  on  the  pure  white  stone 
In  golden  letters — **  While  shb  lived  she 
SHONE."  Jean  Ingdaw, 

3t53.  UaHT,  Onation  of. 

"  Let  there  be  light  I  "    The  Eternal  spoke. 
And  from  the  abyss  where  darkness  rode, 

The  earliest  dawn  of  Nature  broke. 
And  Light  around  Creation  flowed. 


The  glad  earth  smiled  to  sec  the  day, 
The  first-bom  day,  come  blushing  in ; 

The  young  day  smiled  to  shed  its  ray 
Upon  a  world  untouched  by  sin. 

C7.  F.  Hoffman, 

9153.  LIMBO,  Fool't. 

Up  hither  like  aerial  vapors  flew 
Of  all  things  transitory  and  vain,  when  sin 
With  vanity  had  fill'd  the  works  of  men ; 
Both  all  things  vain,  and  all  who  in  vain 
things  [fame, 

Built  their  fond  hopes  of  glory  or  lasting 
Or  happiness  in  this  or  th*  other  life : 
All  who  have  their  reward  on  earth,  the  fnrits 
Of  painfnl  superstition  and  blind  zeal. 
Naught  seeking  but  the  praise  of  men,  here 
Fit  retribution,  empty  as  their  deeds.       [find 
And  now  Saint  Peter  at  heav^n^s  wicket  seems 
To  wait  them  with  his  keys,  and  now  at  foot 
Of  heav^n^s  ascent  they  lift  their  feet,  when  lo ! 
A  violent  cross  wind  from  either  coast  [awry 
Blows  them  transverse  ten  thousand  leagues 
Into  the  devious  air ;  then  might  ye  see  [tost 
Cowls,  hoods,  and  habits,  with  their  wearen 
And  fluttered  into  rags,  then  reliques,  beads, 
Indulgences,  dispenses,  pardons,  bulls. 
The  sport  of  winds :  all  these  upwhirPd  aloft 
Fly  o^er  the  backside  of  the  world  far  off 
Into  a  limbo  large  and  broad,  sinoe  call'd 
The  paradise  of  fools,  to  few  unknown 
Long  after,  now  unpeopled,  and  untrod. 

John  MiUatk 

3154.  UTAnr,  Penitential. 

Saviour  1  when,  in  dust,  to  Thee 
Low  we  bow  the  adoring  knee ; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes: 
Oh  1  by  all  the  pains  and  woe 
Suffer!^  once  for  man  below, 
Bending  from  Thy  throne  on  high. 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany ! 

By  Thy  helpless  infant  years. 
By  Thy  life  of  want  and  tears ; 
By  Thy  days  of  sore  distress 
In  the  savage  wilderness ; 
By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  the  insulting  tempter^s  power : 
Turn,  oh!  turn  a  favoring  eye. 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany  I 

By  the  sacred  griefs  that  wept 
O^er  the  grave  where  Lazarus  slept; 
By  the  boding  tears  that  flowed 
Over  Salem^s  loved  abode; 
By  the  anguished  sigh  that  told 
Treachery  lurked  within  Thy  fold : 
From  Thy  seat  above  the  sky. 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany  I 

By  Thine  hour  of  dire  despair 
By  Thine  agony  of  prayer; 
By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn, 
Piercing  spear,  and  torturing  scorn ; 
By  the  gloom  that  veiled  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice : 
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Listen  to  our  humble  cry. 
Hear  onr  Bolcmn  Litany  t 

By  Thy  deep  cxpirinff  groan; 
By  the  Bad  sspulchraf  stone ; 
By  the  vault,  whose  dark  abode 
Held  in  vain  the  rising  Qod : 
0 1  from  earth  to  heayen  restored, 
Kighty  rc-oscended  Lord, 
Listen,  listen  to  the  cry 
Of  our  solemn  Litany  I 

Bir  Bobert  Orant. 

5il55.  LTTAHT,  The  Bonl'i. 

In  the  hour  of  trial, 

Jesus,  pray  for  mo ; 
Lest,  by  base  denial, ' 

I  depart  from  Thee : 
When  Thou  sce'st  me  warer, 

With  a  look  rccaU, 
Kor  for  fear  or  favor 

Suffer  mo  to  fall.  i 

With  its  \ntchii^  pleasures, 

Would  this  yam  world  charm ; 
Or  its  sordid  treasures 

Spread  to  work  me  harm ; 
Bring  to  my  remembrance 

Sad  Gstbsemane, 
Or,  in  darker  semblance. 

Cross-crowned  Calyary. 

If  with  sore  affliction 

Thou  in  loye  chastise, 
Pour  Thy  benediction 

On  the  sacnfice : 
Then  upon  Thine  altar, 

Freely  offered  up, 
Though  the  flesh  may  falter, 

Faith  shall  drink  the  cnp. 

When  in  dust  and  ashes 

To  the  graye  I  sink. 
While  heayen^s  glory  flashes 

0*er  the  shclying  brink, 
On  Thy  truth  relymg 

Through  the  mortol  strife, 
Lord,  receiye  me  dying 

To  eternal  life. 

Jame$  Montgomery. 

9156.  LITTLE  OHILDBBV  ETeryirlismi 

Sporting  through  the  forest  wide ; 
Playing  by  the  water  side ; 
Wandering  o^er  the  heathy  feUs ; 
Down  within  the  woodland  dells ; 
All  among  the  mountains  wild, 
Dwelleth  many  a  little  child  t 
In  the  baron's  hall  of  pride ; 
By  the  poor  man^s  dull  fireside : 
^Mid  the  mighty,  'mid  the  mean, 
Little  children  may  be  seen. 
Like  the  flowers  that  spring  up  fair. 
Bright  and  countless  everywhere ! 
In  the  far  isle  of  the  main ; 
In  the  desert's  lone  domain ; 
In  the  savage  mountain-glen, 
*Mong  the  tribes  of  swarthy  men ; 


Whereaoe'cr  a  foot  hath  gone ; 
Wberesoe'er  the  sun  hath  shone 
On  a  lea^e  of  peopled  ground. 
Little  children  may  be  found  I 
Blessings  on  them  t  they  in  me 
Move  a  kindlj  sympathy. 
With  their  wishes,  hopes  and  fears ; 
With  their  laughter  and  their  tears ; 
With  their  wonder  so  intense. 
And  their  small  experience ! 
Little  children,  not  alone 
On  the  wide  earth  are  ye  known, 
'Mid  its  labors  and  its  cares, 
'Mid  its  sufferings,  and  its  snares ; 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  strife. 
In  the  world  of  love  and  life. 
Where  no  sinful  thing  hath  trod — 
In  the  presence  of  your  God, 
Spotless,  blameless,  glorified— 
Little  children,  ye  abide  I 

Mcvry  HowUL 

31^7.  LITTLE  THnTGSi  Bd^g. 

Let  us  be  content  to  work. 
To  do  the  thing  we  can,  and  not  presume 
To  fret  because  it's  little.     'Twill  employ 
Seven  men,  they  say,  to  make  a  perfect  pin. 
Who  makes  the  head  consents  to  miss  the 

point ; 
Who  makes  the  point  agrees  to  leave  the  head ; 
And  if  a  man  should  cry,  '*  I  want  a  pin. 
And  I  must  make  it  straightway,  head  and 

point," 
His  wisdom  is  not  worth  the  pin  he  wants. 

Mn,  K  n.  Browning, 

9158.  LITTLE  THIKOS,  Inflnenoa  of; 

Letters  Joined  make  words. 

And  words  to  books  may  grow 
Ab  flake  on  flake,  descending, 

Forms  an  avalanche  of  snow.  * 

A  single  uttcmnce  may  good 

Or  evil  thoughts  inspire ; 
One  little  spark,  enkindled. 

May  set  a  town  on  fire. 
What  volumes  may  be  written 

With  little  drops  of  ink  I 
How  small  a  leak,  unnotioed, 

A  mighty  ship  will  sink  I 
A  tiny  insect's  labor 

Makes  the  coral  strand. 
And  mighty  seas  are  girdled 

With  grains  of  golden  sand. 
A  daily  penny,  saved, 

A  fortune  may  begin ; 
A  daily  penny,  squandered^ 

May  lead  to  vice  and  sin. 
Our  life  is  made  entirely 

Of  moments  multiplied. 
As  little  streamlets,  joining, 

Form  the  ocean's  tide. 
Our  hours  and  days,  our  months  and  years. 

Are  in  small  moments  given : 
They  constitute  our  time  below, 

Eternity  in  heaven. 
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31M.  LITTLE  THIHG8,  Power  o£ 

Little  drops  of  water, 

Little  grains  of  sand, 
Hake  the  mighty  ocean 

And  the  beauteous  land. 
And  the  little  moments, 

Humble  though  they  be, 
Make  the  mighty  ages 

Of  eternity. 
Littlp  deeds  of  kindness. 

Little  words  of  love, 
Make  our  earth  an  Eden, 

Like  the  heaven  above. 
So  our  little  errors 

Lead  the  soul  away 
From  the  paths  of  virtue. 

Far  in  sin  to  stray. 
Little  deeds  of  mercy, 

Sown  by  youthful  hands. 
Grow  to  bless  the  nations 

Far  in  heathen  lands. 

3160.  LITTLE  THIHQg,  Begaid. 

Regard  no  vice  as  small,  that  thon  mayest 
brook  it :  [it. 

No  virtue  small,  that  thou  mayest  overlook 
Oriental^  tr.  by  W.  B,  Alger, 

9161.  LITTLE  THIirOS,  Bendts  of. 

A  traveller  through  a  dusty  road 

BLrewed  acorns  on  the  lea, 
And  one  took  root  and  sprouted  up. 

And  grew  into  a  tree. 
Love  sought  its  shade  at  evening  time 

To  breathe  its  early  vows, 
And  age  was  pleased,  in  heats  of  noon, 

To  bask  beneath  its  boughs ; 
The  dormouse  loved  its  dangling  twigs, 

The  birds  sweet  music  bore ; 
It  stood  a  glory  in  its  place, 

A  blessing  evermore  1 
• 
A  little  spring  had  lost  its  way 

Amid  the  grass  and  fern ; 
A  passing  stranger  scooped  a  well. 

Where  weary  men  might  turn ; 
He  waird  it  in,  and  hung  with  care 

A  ladle  at  the  brink : 
He  thought  not  of  the  deed  he  did. 

But  judged  that  toil  might  drink. 
Ho  passed  again :  and  lo  !  the  well, 

By  summers  never  dried, 
Haa  coord  ten  thousand  parching  tongues, 

Aifd  saved  a  life  beside  I 

A  dreamer  dropped  a  random  thought, 

'Twas  old,  and  yet  was  new ; 
A  simple  fancy  of  the  brain. 

But  strong  in  being  true ; 
It  shone  upon  a  genial  mind. 

And  lo !  its  light  became 
A  lamp  of  life,  a  beacon  ray, 

A  monitory  flame. 
The  thought  was  small,  its  issue  great, 

A  watdb  fire  on  the  hill : 
It  sheds  its  radiance  far  adown, 

And  cheers  the  vaUey  still  I 


A  nameless  man  amid  a  crowd 

That  thronged  the  daily  mart. 
Let  fall  a  worn  of  hope  and  love. 

Unstudied  from  the  lieart ; 
A  whisper  on  the  tumult  thrown, 

A  transitory  breath, 
It  raised  a  brother  from  the  dust, 

It  saved  a  soul  from  death. 

Charle*  Madtay, 

9169.  LITTLE  THUfaSi  Tests. 

"  Little  by  little,"  the  tempter  said, 
As  a  dark  and  cunning  snaro  ho  spread 

For  the  young,  unwary  feet. 

**  Little  by  little,  and  day  by  day," 
I  will  tempt  the  careless  soul  astray 
Into  the  broad,  flowery  way. 

Until  the  ruin  made  is  complete. 

"  Little  by  little,"  sure  and  slow. 
We  fashion  our  future  of  bliss  or  woo, 

As  the  present  passes  away. 
Our  feet  are  climbing  the  stairway  bright, 
Up  to  the  regions  of  endless  light. 
Or  gliding  downward  into  the  night, 

"Little  by  little,  and  day  by  day." 

9163.  LOHOnra,  Emblem  ol 

As  ^plains  the  homesick  ocean-shell 
Far  from  its  own  remembered  sea, 
Repeating,  like  a  fairy  spell 
Of  love,  the  charmed  melody 
It  learned  within  that  whispering  wave, 
Whose  wondrous  and  mysterious  tone 
Still  wildly  haunts  its  winding  cave 
Of  pearls,  with  softest  music-moan — 
So  asks  my  homesick  soul  below. 
For  something  loved,  yet  undefined : 
Bo  mourns  to  mingle  with  the  flow 
Of  music,  from  the  Eternal  Mind ; 
So  murmurs,  with  its  child-like  sigh. 
The  melody  it  learned  above. 
To  which  no  echo  may  reply. 
Save  from  thy  voice,  Celes^nal  Love  I 

Franca  Sargent  (hgooi, 

9164.  LOHanr0,  Benefit  ofi 

The  thing  we  long  for,  that  W6  are, 
For  one  transcendent  moment. 
Before  the  Present  poor  and  bare 
Con  make  its  sneering  comment. 

Still,  through  our  paltiy  stir  and  stiifo 

Glows  down  the  wished  Ideal, 

And  Longing  moulds  in  clay  what  Life 

Carves  in  the  marble  Real ; 

To  let  the  new  life  in,  we  know, 

Desire  must  ope  the  portal ; 

Perhaps  the  longing  to  be  so 

Helps  make  the  soul  immortal 

Longing  is  God^s  fresh  heavenward  will 
With  our  poor  earthward  striving ; 
We  quench  it  that  we  may  be  still 
Content  with  merely  living ; 
But,  would  we  learn  that  hearths  fuU  scope 
Which  we  are  hourly  wronging, ' 


r.OKD*S   STTPJPER. 
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Oar  liTct  miut  dimb  from  hope  to  hope, 
And  realise  the  longiiig. 

JaiM%  RuiitU  Lawdl, 

9105.  LOBB'8  FSATBI. 

Oar  Father,  Qod,  who  art  in  heareo,  • 

All  hallowed  be  Thy  name ; 
Thy  kingdom  come :  Thy  will  be  done, 

In  earai  and  heaven  the  same. 
Giye  as  this  day  onr  daily  bread; 

And,  as  we  those  forgive 
Who  sin  against  as,  so  may  we 

Forgiving  grace  receive. 
Into  temptation  lead  as  not ; 

From  evil  set  us  free; 
And  Thine  the  kingdom,  Thine  tne -power 

And  gloiy,  ever  be.  Adaniram  Juamnu 

316«.  lOBira  FBATBB,  Ftaaphnis  of  tht. 
Oar  Father — 

By  the  ri^ht  of  creation^ 
^  boontifol  provision^ 
By  gracioos  aaoption; 

Who  art  in  heaven — 

The  throne  of  Thy  glory. 
The  portion  of  Thy  children^ 
The  temple  of  Thy  angdsb 

Hallowed  be  Thy  name — 

By  the  thoas^t  of  onr  beart% 
By  the  wor£  of  oar  lips. 
By  the  works  of  oar  hands. 

Ihy  kingdom  come — 

Of  Providence  to  defend  aa^ 
Of  grace  to  refine  as, 
Of  glory  to  crown  as ; 

Thy  will  be  dcme  on  earth  as  it  is  ip  heaven*— 

Toward  as  withoat  resistanoe, 
By  as  withoat  compulsion. 
Universally  withoat  exception, 
Etenially  withoat  declension. 

Give  OS  this  day  oar  daily  bfead 

Of  neoessi^^  for  oar  bodies, 
Of  eternal  life  for  oar  souls. 


And  f  or^ve  us  our  trespi 

the  commands  of  Thy  law, 
the  grace  of  Thy  Qospel ; 

As  we  forgive  them  that  treqMMS  agunst 

By  defaming  oar  characters, 
By  embezzling  our  property. 
By  abasing  oar  persons ; 

And  lead  as  not  into  temptation,  bat  de- 
liver as  ixovDL  evil — 

Of  overwhelming  afflictions, 
Of  worldly  enticements. 
Of  Satan's  devices. 
Of  error's  8edacti<nis, 
Of  sinful  afifectioDS ; 

8d 


For  Thine  is  the  kingdom,  the  power,  and 
the  glory,  forever — 

Thy  kingdom  governs  all. 
Thy  power  suMoes  all. 
Thy  glory  is  above  alL 

Amen. 

As  it  is  in  Thy  purposes, 
80  it  is  in  Thy  promises, 
80  be  it  in  oar  prayers, 
80  shall  it  be  to  Thy  pndse. 

U*  StmoTwL 

9167.  IiOBD>8  STJPFEB,  BmbUmi  of  thsi 

Honey  in  the  lion's  mouth. 
Emblem  mystical,  divine, 
How  the  sweet  and  strong  combine ; 
Cloven  rock  for  Israers  £outh ; 
Treasure-house  of  golden  grain. 
By  Joseph  laid  in  store, 
In  his  brethren's  famine  scHre 
Freely  to  dispense  again ; 
Dow  on  Gideon's  bnowy  fleece ; 
Well  from  bitter  changed  to  sweet; 
Shew-bread  laid  in  order  meet, 
Bread  whose  cost  dost  ne*er  increase, 
Though  no  rain  in  At>ril  fall ; 
Horcb's  manna,  freely  given, 
Showered  in  white  dew  from  heaven. 
Marvellous,  angelical; 
Weightiest  bunch  of  Canaan's  vine ; 
Cake  to  strengthen  and  sustain 
Through  long  days  of  desert  pain ; 
Salem's  monard>'s  bread  and  wine — 
Thou  the  antidote  shalt  be 
Of  my  sickness  and  my  sin. 
Consolation,  medidne, 
life  and  Sacrament  to  me. 

Hiehard  Chenecix  Trench, 

9169.  LORD'S  SUFFEB,  InTltotion  to  tho. 

Lo,  the  feast  is  i^read  to-day  I 

Jesus  summons,  come  away ! 

From  the  vanity  of  life. 

From  the  sounds  of  mirth  or  strife, 

To  the  feast  by  Jesus  given, 

Come  and  taste  the  Bread  of  Heaven. 

Why,  with  proud  excuse  and  vain. 
Spurn  His  mercy  once  asain  f 
Trom  amidst  life's  social  ties. 
From  the  farm  and  merchandise, 
Come,  for  all  is  now  prepared; 
Freely  given,  be  freely  shared, 

Blessdd  are  the  lips  that  taste 
Our  Redeemer's  marriage  feast ; 
BlessM  who  on  Him  shall  feed, 
Bread  of  Life,  and  drink  indeed. 
BlessM,  for  their  thirst  is  o'er, 
They  shall  never  hunger  more. 

Moke,  then,  once  again  your  choicei 
Hear  to-day  His  calling  voice ; 
Servants,  do  your  Master's  will ; 
Bidden  guests.  His  table  fill : 
Come,  before  His  wrath  shall  swear : 
Te  shall  never  enter  there. 

Hairy  Alfard. 


498 


XiOSSSS. 


dim.  LOSSES,  Benefit  of. 

Sorrows  humanize  our  race ; 
Tears  are  the  showers  that  fertilize  this  world ; 
And  memory  of  thinfflB  precious  keepeth  warm 
The  heart  that  once  did  hold  them. 

They  are  poor 
That  have  lost  nothing :  they  are  poorer  far 
Who,  losing,  have  forgotten ;  they  most  poor 
Of  all,  who  lose  and  wish  they  might  forget. 
For  life  is  one,  and  in  its  warp  and  woof 
There  runs  a  thread  of  gold  that  glitters  fair, 
And  sometimes  in  the  pattern  shows  most 

sweet 
"Where  there  are  sombre  colors.    It  is  true 
That  we  have  wept    But  O !  this  thread  of 

gold. 
We  should  not  have  it  tarnish  ;  let  us  turn 
Oft  and  look  back  upon  the  wondrous  web, 
And  when  it  shineth  sometimes  we  shall  know 
That  memory  is  possession. 

dlTO.  LOSSES,  OalA  ofi 

'Tis  thus  we  gain  by  losing, 

And  win  by  failure  here ; 
We  doff  the  gleaming  tinsel, 

The  golden  crown  to  wear. 

Our  sickness  is  our  healing. 
Our  weakness  is  our  might, 

life  is  but  death's  fair  offepring, 
And  day  the  child  of  night 

'Tis  thus  we  rise  by  setting, 
Thro'  darkness  reach  our  day  • 

Our  own  ways  hourly  losing. 
To  find  the  eternal  way.  • 

'Tis  by  defeat  we  conquer, 
Grow  rich  by  growing  ]foor; 

And,  from  our  largest  givings, 
We  draw  our  fullest  store. 

Horatitis  Bonar. 

9171.  LOSSES,  Qreatert. 

Upon  the  white  sea  sand 

There  sat  a  pilgrim  band. 
Telling  the  losses  that  their  lives  had  known, 

While  evening  waned  away 

From  breezy  cliff  and  bay,        [moan. 
And  the  strong  tide  went  out  with  weary 

One  spake  with  quivering  lip, 

Of  a  fair  freighted  ship, 
With  all  his  household  to  the  deep  gone  down ; 

But  one  had  wilder  woe. 

For  a  fair  face,  long  ago 
Lost  in  the  darker  depths  of  a  great  town. 

There  were  those  who  mourned  their 
With  a  most  loving  truth,  [youth 

For  its  brave  hopes  and  memories  ever  green ; 
And  the  one  upon  the  West 
Turned  an  eye  that  could  not  rest 

For  far-off  hills  whereon  its  joys  had  been. 

Some  talked  of  vanished  gold. 
Some  of  proud  honors  told. 


Some  spUke  of  friends  that  were  their  trust 
And  one  of  a  green  grave  [no  more; 
Beside  a  foreign  wave, 

That  made  him  sit  so  lonely  on  the  shore. 

But  when  their  tales  were  done, 

There  spake  among  them  one, 
A  stranger,  seeming  from  all  sorrow 

''  Sad  losses  have  ye  met, 

But  mine  is  heavier  yet, 
For  a  believing  heart  is  gone  from  me. 

**  Alas  I "  these  pilgrims  said, 

**  For  the  livbig  and  the  dead. 
For  fortune's  cruelty,  for  love's  sure  cross, 

For  the  wrecks  of  land  and  sea ! 

But,  however  it  came  to  thee. 
Thine,  stranger,  is  life's  last  and  heaviest  loss." 

FT€mce$  Br&witu 
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dl73.  LOST,  The  Living. 

Matron!  the  children  of  whose  love. 

Each  to  his  grave,  in  youth  have  passed. 
And  now  the  mould  is  heaped  above 

The  dearest  and  the  last  I 
Bride !  who  dost  wear  the  widow's  veil 
Before  the  wedding  flowers  are  pale ! 
Ye  deem  the  human  heart  endures 
No  deeper,  bitterer  grief  than  yours. 

Yet  there  are  pangs  of  keener  woe. 

Of  which  the  sufferers  never  speak, 
Nor  to  the  world's  cold  pity  show 

The  tears  that  scald  the  cheek. 
Wrung  from  their  eyelids  by  the  shame 
And  guilt  of  those  thev  shrink  to  name, 
Whom  once  they  loved  with  cheerful  will. 
And  love,  though  fallen  and  branded,  stiD. 

Weep,  ye  who  sorrow  for  the  dead; 

Thus  breaking  hearts  their  pain  rclSerc; 
And  reverenced  are  the  tears  ye  shed. 

And  honored  ye  who  grieve.^ 
The  praise  of  those  who  sleep  in  earth. 
The  pleasant  memory  of  their  worth. 
The  hope  to  meet  when  life  is  past. 
Shall  heal  the  tortured  mind  at  last 

But  ye,  who  for  the  living  lost 

That  agony  in  secret  bear. 
Who  shall  with  soothing  words  aocost 

The  strength  of  your  despair  ? 
Grief  for  your  sake  is  scorn  for  them 
Whom  yc  lament  and  all  condcnm ; 
And  o'er  the  world  of  spirits  lies 
A  gloom  from  which  ye  turn  your  ejt^ 

Wmiam  GuOen  BryasiL 

3173.  LOT,  The  Oommoa. 

Once  in  the  light  of  ages  past, 
There  lived  a  man :  and  wao  was  Hbi 
Mortal  1  howe'cr  thy  lot  bo  cast, 
That  Man  resembles  Thee. 

Unknown  the  region  of  his  birth, 
The  land  in  which  he  died  unknown ;    • 
His  name  is  perish'd  from  the  earth; 
This  truth  survives  alone : 


499 


That  joy  and  grief,  and  hope  and  fear, 
Alternate  triumphed  in  his  oreast; 
His  bliss  and  v/oo-*^  smile,  a  tear  I 
Oblivion  hides  the  rest 

The  bounding  pulse,  the  languid  limb^ 
The  changing  spirits'  rise  and  fall ; 
We  know  that  these  were  felt  by  him, 
For  these  are  felt  by  all. 

He  suffered — ^but  his  pangs  are  o'er ; 
Enjoy'd — but  his  delights  are  fled ; 
Had  friends— his  friends  are  now  no  more ; 
And  foes — ^his  foes  are  dead. 

He  loved — ^l)ut  whom  he  loved,  the  grave 
Hath  lost  in  its  unconscious  womb : 
O,  she  was  fair ! — but  naught  could  aave 
Her  beauty  from  the  tomb. 

He  saw  whatever  thou  hast  seen ; 
Encountered  all  that  troubles  thee : 
He  wan — whatever  thou  hast  been ; 
He  is — what  thou  shalt  be. 

The  rolling  seasons,  day  and  night, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  the  ear<li  and  main, 
Erewhile  his  portion,  life,  and  light, 
To  him  exist  in  vaio. 

The  clouds  and  sunbeams,  o'er  his  eye 
That  once  their  shades  and  glory  threw. 
Have  left  in  yonder  silent  sky 
No  vestige  where  they  flew. 

T^e  annals  of  the  human  race. 
Their  ruins,  since  the  world  began. 
Of  Him  afford  no  other  trace 
Than  this — ^Therb  lived  a  man  I 

James  Montgomery. 

3174.  LOVB,  Bar  to> 

'Tis  just,  that  God  should  not  be  dear 
Where  self  engrosses  all  the  thought ; 
And  sroans  and  murmurs  make  it  dear, 
What  else  is  loved,  the  Lord  is  not 

The  love  of  Thee  flows  just  as  much 
As  that  of  ebbing  self  subsides ; 
Our  hearts  (their  scantiness  is  such) 
Bear  not  the  conflict  of  two  rival  tides. 

Both  cannot  govern  in  one  soul : 
Then  let  self-love  be  dispossessed ; 
The  love  of  Gk)d  deserves  the  whole. 
And  will  not  dwell  with  so  despised  a  guest 

Maiame  Ouyon. 

3175.  LOVE,  BUa  or  Band  A 

Love  I  what  a  volume  in  a  word !  an  ocean 
in  a  tear !  [in  a  sigh  I 

A  seventh  heaven  in  a  glance  I  a  whirlwind 

The  lightning  in  a  touch — a  millennium  in  a 
moment  I 

What  concentrated  joy,  or  woe,  in  blesa'd 
or  blighted  love !        M.  F,  Tupper. 

9176.  IfOVB,  Oharms  oi: 

If  thou  Would'st  have  thy  channs  enchant  our 

eyes,  [lies : 

First  win  our  hearts,  for  there  thy  empire 


Beauty  in  vain   would  mount    a  heartless 

throne, 
Her  Right  Divine  is  given  by  Love  alone. 

Fair  as  thy  charms  in  yonder  glass  appear. 
Trust  not  their  bloom,  they'll  fade  from  yelar 
to  year ;  [they  shone, 

Would'st  thou  they  still  should  shine  as  first 
Go,  fix  thy  mirror  in  Love's  eye  alone. 

T/i4Mna$  Moore. 

9177*  LOVE,  OompaaionBliip  o£ 

Go  from  me.     Yet  I  feel  that  I  shall  stand 
Henceforward  in  thy  shadow.     Nevermore 
Alone  u^n  the  threshold  of  my  door 
Of  individual  life,  I  shall  comtnand 
The  uses  of  my  soul,  nor  lift  my  hand 
Serenely  in  the  sunshine  as  before. 
Without  the  sense  of  that  which  I  forbore, .  . . 
Thy  touch  upon  the  palm.     The  mdest  land 
Doom  takes  to  part  us,  leaves  thy  heart  in 

mine 
With  pulses  that  beat  double.     What  I  do 
And  what  I  dream  include  thee,  as  the  wine 
Must  taste  of  its  own  grapes.    And  when  I 

sue 
God  for  myself.  He  hears  that  name  of  thine, 
And  sees  within  my  eyes  the  tears  of  two. 

Elimbeih  Barrett  Browning, 

9178.  LOVE,  Ooufe  of  True. 

For  aught  that  ever  I  could  read. 

Could  ever  hear  by  tale  or  history, 

The  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth : 

But,  either  it  was  different  in  blood. 

Or  else  misgraffed  in  respect  of  years ; 

Or  else  it  stood  upon  the  choice  of  friends ; 

Or,  if  there  were  a  sympathy  in  choice, 

War,  death,  or  sickness  did  lay  siege  to  it, 

Making  it  momentary  as  a  sound. 

Swift  as  a  shadow,  short  as  any  dream ; 

Brief  as  the  lightning  in  the  collied  night. 

That,  in  a  spleen,  unfolds  both  heaven  and 

earth. 
And  ere  a  man  hath  power  to  say.  Behold ! 
The  jaws  of  darkness  do  devour  it  up  : 
So  quick  bright  things  come  to  confusion. 

Shaheepeare, 

9179.  LOVE,  Oreative. 

Love  is  the  root  of  creation ;  €U>d's  essence ; 
worlds  without  number 

Lie  in  His  bosom,  like  children;  He  made 
them  for  this  purpose  only. 

Only  to  love  and  to   oe  loved  again.  He 
breathed  forth  His  spirit 

Into  the  slumbering  dust,  and  upright  stand- 
ing, it  laid  its 

Hand  on  its  heart,  and  felt  it  was  warm  with 
a  flame  out  of  heaven. 

H.  W,  Longfellow, 

9190.  LOVE,  Departed. 

Call  back  the  dew 
That  on  the  rose  at  mom  was  lying ; 

When  the  day  is  dying, 

Bid  the  simbeam  stay : 

Call  back  the  wave 
E'en  while  the  ebbing  tide's  receding. 
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Ofal  all nnheeding 

Of  th  J  Toioe  are  they. 

As  vain  the  call 
Distraction  makes  on  love  departed; 

When  the  broken-hearted 

Bitter  tears  let  foil : 
Dew  and  sunshine,  wave  and  flower, 

I       Renewed,  return  at  destined  hour, 
But  never  yet  was  known  the  power 
Could  vanished  lore  recalL 

CharUi  Didkens, 

9191.  liOVB,' SoTotad. 

Shall  I  desert  him  now 
When  ffrief  has  laid  his  blighting  hand  upon 

himf 
He  who  in  all  the  splendor  of  his  rank, 
With   royal   favor   crowned,    and   maftial 

fame — 
By  beauty  wooed,  by  chivalry  adored — 
In  this  fiill  blaze  of  glory,  bowed  his  pride, 
And  knelt  a  captive  at  the  captive*s  feet  ? 
Is  love  alone  in  beds  of  roses  found, 
Beneath  a  heaven  of  fair,  unshadowed  blue  t 
No  I  'tis  to  shame,  to  sorrow,  to  despair. 
That  faithful  love  its  holiest  triumph  owes  I 

Caroline  Lie  HenUt, 
ftlM.  LO?S,  Biviaa. 

All  things  that  are  on  earth  shall  wholly  pass 
away,  [last  for  aye. 

Except  the  love  of  God,  which  riiall  live  and 
The  forms  of  men  shall  be  as  they  had  never 
been ;  [and  tender  green ; 

The  blasted  groves  shall  lose  their  fresh 
The  birds  of  the  tiucket  shall  end  their  pleas- 
ant song,  [evening  long ; 
And  the  nightingale  shall  cease  to  chant  the 
The.  kine  of  the  pasture  shall  feel  the  dart 
that  kills,                     [from  the  hills. 
And  all  the  fair  white  flocks  shall  perish 
The  goat  and  antlered  stag,  the  wolf  and  the 
fox,  [of  the  rocks. 
The  wild-boar  of  the  wood,  and  the  chamois 
And  the  strong  and  fearless  bear,  in  the 

trodden  dust  shall  lie ;  * 
And  the  dolphin  of  the  sea,  and  the  mighty 

whale,  shall  die. 
And  realms  shall  be  dissolved,  and  empires  be 
no  more,  [shore  to  shore ; 

And  they  shall  bow  to  death  who  ruled  from 
And  the  great  globe  itself,  so  the  holy  writ- 
ings tell. 
With  the  rolling  firmament,  where  the  starry 
armies  dwell,  [pass  away. 

Shall  melt  with  fervent  heat—they  shall  idl 
Except  the  love  of  God,  which  shall  live  and 
last  for  aye. 
Bernard  Baecae,  tr,  hy  Wi  C,  Bryant. 

S183.  LOVE,  Suly 

Let  us  love  while  life  is  young. 

And  the  vital  stream  is  glowing; 
When  the  heart  is  newly  strung, 

And  the  tide  of  health  is  flowing. 
Ere  those  waving  locks  of  jet. 

By  the  touch  of  age,  are -thinning. 
While  the  check  is  blooming  yet. 

And  the  eye  is  bright  and  winning,      i 


Love  in  lifers  delightful  spriB[^ 
You  will  find  returning  passion ; 

Wait  till  youth  has  taken  wing — 
Love  will  then  be  out  of  fawion. 

Jamee  Gates  BsrdvdL 

9184.  LOVB,  Eadvliig. 

Believe  me,  if  all  those  endeafing  yong 
charms, 

Which  I  gaze  on  so  fondly  to-day. 
Were  to  change  by  to-morrow,  and  fleet  in 
my  arms, 

Like  ^iry-gif ts  fading  away !      [thou  art, 
Thou  wouldsi  still  be  a^jred,  as  this  momeot 

Let  thy  loveliness  fade  as  It  will,       [heiit 
And  around  the  dear  ruin  each  wish  of  my 

Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  stilL 

It  is  not  while  beauty  and  youth  are  thine  om, 
And  thy  cheeks  unprofaned  by  a  tear, 

That  the  fervor  and  faith  of  a  soul  may  be 

knowh,  [dear! 

To  which  time  will  but  make  thee  more 

0  the  heart  that  has  tnily  loved  never  f  oiget% 
But  as  truly  loves  on  to  the  dose. 

As  the  sunflower  turns  to  her  god  when  he  aeti 
The  same  look  which  she  turned  when  ha 
rose  I  Tk6maeMean, 

MM.  LOVE,  Bnaaiaa  oC 

How  great  the  task  to  guard  thee  here, 

Where  wind  is  rough,  and  frost  is  keen, 
And  all  the  ground  with  donbt  and  fear 

Is  chequered  birth  and  death  between! 
Space  is  against  thee — it  can  part ; 

Time  is  against  thee — ^it  can  chill; 
Words—they  but  render  half  the  heui; 

Deeds — ^they  are  poor  to  our  rich  vnSL 

Jean  InQeUm. 

9186.  LOVE,  PUaUtj  A 

Let  me  not  to  the  marriage  of  true  minds 
Admit  impediments;  love  is  not  love, 
Which  alters  when  it  alterations  flnds. 
Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remove 
Oh  no  1  it  is  an  ever-fixed  mark. 
That  looks  on  tempests,  and  is  nevershaba; 
It  Ib  the  star  to  every  wandering  bark, 
Whose  worth^s  unknown,  although  his  beigtt 
betaken.  [dieoi 

Love*s  not  Timers  fool,  though  rosy  lipa  and 
Within  his  bending  sidde^s  compass  come; 
Love  alters  not  with  his  brief  hours  and  weekly 
But  b^LTs  it  out  even  to  the  edge,  of  dooo. 
If  this  be  error,  and  upon  me  proved, 

1  never  writ,  nor  no  man  ever  loved. 


9197.  LOVE,  Pint. 

Whom  first  we  lore^  you  know,  we  aeldM 

wed. 

Time  rules  us  alL    And  life,  indeed,  is  not 

The  thing  we  planned  it  out  ere  hope  vm 

d^.  [W 

And  then,  we  women  camiot  cfaooae  our 

iM«^  AiAmt  XfttM. 


J 
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9188.  LOVB,  HaftTta  oL 
When,  on  a  day,  the  gates  of  Faimdim 

Stand  open  for  the  good  aa  their  reward, 
Great  hoste,  both  men  of  virtue  and  of  vice, 

Will  look  in  doubt  and  terror  to  the  Lord. 
But  I,  whatever  be  the  others*  fates,  [oerned, 

Shall  stand,  by  doubt  and  fear  quite  uncon- 
Smce,  long  before,  to  me  on  earth  the  gates 

Of  Paradise  through  thee  were  open  turned  I 
Oriental,  tr.  hff  W.  B.  Alger. 

5II§9.  LOVE,  InuiiMturabk. 

Qot  count  the  sands  that  form  the  earth, 
The  drops  that  miJce  the  mighty  sea ; 

Go,  count  the  stars  of  heavenly  birth, 
And  tell  me  what  their  numbers  be ; 
And  thou  shalt  know  Lovs^s  mystery. 

No  measurranent  hath  yet  been  found, 
Ko  lines  or  numbers  that  can  keep 

The  sum  of  its  eternal  round. 
The  plununet  of  its  endless  deep. 
Or  heights,  to  which  its  glories  sweep. 

Yes,  measure  Lovii,  when  thou  canst  tell 
The  lands  where  staphs  have  not  trod. 

The  heights  of  heaven,  the  depths  of  hell, 
And  lay  thy  finite  measuring-rod 
On  the  infinitude  of  God. 

TAamae  C.  Upham. 

9100.  L07E,  ImportuM  o& 

Hail,  holy  love  I  thou  word  that  sums  all 
bliss !  [most 

Gives  and  receives  all  bliss;    fullest  when 
Thou  givest    Spring-head  of  all  felicity  I 
Deepest  when  most  is  drawn.    Emblem  of 
God  I  [drink. 

Overflowing    most  when    greatest  numbers 
Essence  that  binds  the  uncreated  Three : 
Chain  that  unites  creation  to  its  Lord: 
Ccntre  to  which  all  being  gmidtates. 
Sternal,  evcr-growinff,  happy  love! 
Enduring  all,  hoping,  forgiving  sll ; 
Instead  of  law,  fulfilling  everylaw: 
Entirely  blest,  because  thou  seekest  no  more, 
Hopes  not,  nor  fears;  but  on  the  present 

lives, 
And  holds  perfection  smiling  in  thy  arms. 
Kyaterious,  infinite,  exhaustless  love  I 
On  earth  mysterious,  and  mysterious  still 
In  heaven;  sweet  chord,  that  harmonizes  all 
The  harps  of  Paradise ;  the  spring,  the  well, 
Tbat.fills  the  bowl,  and  banquet  of.  the  sky. 

Mobert  Fblloh. 

9191.  LOVS,  XatsruL 

A  tender  mother  lives 
In  many  lives;  through  many  a  nerve  she 
feels;  [spread. 

From  child  to  diild  the  quick  affections 
Forever  wandering,  yet  forever  fixed. 
Nor  does  division  weaken,  nor  the  force 
Of  constant  operation  e*er  exhaust 
Parental  love.    All  other  passions  change 
With  changing  circumstances ;  rise  or  fall, 
Dependent  on  their  object ;  claim  returns ; 
Live  on  reciprocation,  and  expire 


Unfed  by  hope.    A  mother^s  fondness  reigos 
Without  a  rival,  and  without  an  end. 

BfoamahMore. 
9199.  lOYS,  XstaiW. 

Oh,  no — ^not  even  when  first  we  loved, 

Wert  thou  as  dear  as  now  thou  art ; 
Thy  beauty  ^hen  my  senses  moved. 

But  now  thy  virtues  bind  my  heart 
What  was  but  Passion's  sigh  bef  oro 

Has  since  been  turned  to  Reason's  vow; 
And,  though  I  then  might  love  thee  more. 

Trust  me,  I  love  thee  leUer  now. 

Although  my  heart  in  earlier  youth 

Might  kindle  with  more  wild  desire. 
Believe  me,  it  has  gain'd  in  truth 

Much  more  than  it  has  lost  in  fire. 
The  fiame  now  warms  my  inmost  core. 

That  then  but  sparkled  o'er  my  brow, 
And,  though  I  seemed  to  love  thee  more, 

Yet,  oh,  I  love  thee  better  now. 

Thomas  Moore. 
9198.  LOTi;  XMa  at 

Tou  say  to  me-wards  your  affection's  strong ; 
Pray  love  me  little,  so  you  love  me  long. 
Slowly  goes  far ;  the  mean  is  best ;  dedi« 
Grown  violent,  does  either  die,  or  tire. 

Bobert  Herriek. 
9194.  LOVE,  Migkt  «£ 

She  is  coming,  my  own,  my  sweet ! 

Were  it  ever  so  airy  a  tread. 
My  heart  would  hear  her  and  beat, 

Were  it  earth  in  an  earthly  bed ; 
My  dust  would  hear  her  and  heht,  . 

Had  I  lain  for  a  century  dead ; 
Would  start  and  tremble  under  her  feet. 

And  blossom  in  purple  and  red. 

Alfred  Tennifeon, 
919ft.  LOVE,  Pain  o£ 

Yes— loving  is  a  painful  thrill, 
And  not  to  love  more  painful  still ; 
But  oh,  it  is  the  worst  of  pain 
To  love  and  not  be  lov'd  again  t 

Anacreon,  tr.  hy  Thomas  Moore. 

9199.  LOVI^  Plr^-MBiasnoe  o& 

Till  love  appear,  we  live  in  anxious  doubt ; 
But  smoke  will  vanish  when  that  fiame  breaks 

out. 
This  is  the  fire  that  would  consume  our  dross. 
Refine,  and  make  us  richer  by  the  loss. 
Could  we  forbear  diq>nte,  and  practase  love. 
We  should  agree  as  angels  do  above. 
Where  love  presides,  not  vice  alone  does  find 
No  entrance  there,  but  virtues  stay  behind. 
Both  Faith  and  Hope,  and  all  the  meaner 
Of  moral  virtues,  at  the  door  remain,     [train 
Love  only  enters  lyi  a  native  there ; 
For,  bom  in  heaven,  it  does  but  sojourn  here. 
Weak  though  we  are,  to  love  is  no  hiud  task. 
And  love  for  love  is  all  that  Heaven  does  ask : 
Love  that  Would  all  men  just  and  temperate 

make. 
Kind  to  themselves,  and  others,  for  his  sake. 
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Tis  with  onr  minds  as  with  a  fertile  grotiiid, 
Wanting  this  loye,  they  must  with  weeds 

abound : 
Unruly  passions,  whose  effects  are  worse 
Than  thorns  and  thistles  springing  from  the 

curse.  Edmund  Waller, 

3197.  LOVE,  Present 

Lore  has  neither  past  nor  future, 
Till  thou  break  its  awful  yow  ; 
Neither  was  nor  shall  be  blesskl : 
It  is  one  eternal  Kow. 

Julia  Ward  Howe, 

9198.  LOVE,  Prioe  oft 

The  fairest  pearls  that  northern  seas  do  breed, 
For  precious  stones  from  eastern  coasts  are 

sold ;  [is  freed ; 

Naught  yields  the  earth  that  from  exchange 
Gold  values  all,  and  all  things  value  gold. 
Where  goodness  wants  an  equal  change  to 

make,  [take. 

There  greatness  serves,  or  number  place  doth 

No  mortal  thing  can  bear  so  high  a  price, 
But  that  with  mortal  thing  it  may  be  bought ; 
The  com  of  Sicil  buys  the  western  spice ; 
French  wine  of  us,  of  them  our  doth  is 
sought  [spice, 

No  pearls,  no  gold,  uq  stones,  no  com,  no 
No  cloth,  no  wine,  of  Love  can  pay  the  price. 

What  thing  is  Love  which  naught  can  coun- 
tervail ? 
Naught  save  itself,  ev^n  such  a  thing  is  Love. 
All  worldly  wealth  in  worth  as  far  doth  fail. 
As  lowest  earth  doth  yield  to  heaven  above. 
Divine  is  Love,  and  scometh  worldly  pelf, 
And  can  bo  bought  with  nothing  but  with 
self. 

9199.  LOVE,  BedpzooaL 

Love  me  if  I  live  I 

Love  me  if  I  die  I 
What  to  me  is  life  or  death. 

So  that  thou  be  nigh  t 
Once  I  loved  thee  rich^ 

Now  I  love  thee  poor . 
Ah  I  what  is  there  I  could  not 

For  thy  sake  endure  ? 
Kiss  me  for  my  love  I 

Pay  me  for  my  pain  I 
Come,  and  murmur  in  my  ear 

How  thou  lov^st  again ! 

B,  TFI  Procter* 

5KI09.  LOVE,  Bedeemisff. 

Love  strong  as  death,  nay  stronger. 
Love  mightier  than  the  grave ; 

Broad  as  the  earth,  and  longer 
Tiian  ocean's  widest  wave. 

This  is  the  love  that  sought  us, 

This  is  the  love  that  bought  us. 

This  is  the  love  that  brought  us 
To  gladdest  day  from  aaddest  night, 
From  deepest  shame  to  glory  bright. 
From  depths  of  death  to  lifers  fair  height, 
From  darkness  to  the  joy  of  li^ht. 

Horatiue  Bonar, 


9901.  LOVE,  Balee  for. 

First  seek  an  object  worthy  of  your  flame ; 
Then  strive,  with  art,  your  lady*8  mind  to 

gain; 
And,  last,  provide  your  love  may  long  remain. 
On  these  three  preoepts  all  my  woiks  shall 

move; 
These  are  the  rules  and  principles  of  love. 
Before  your  youth  with  marriage  ia  opprest, 
Make  dioioe  of  one  who  suits  your  honar 

best: 
And  such  a  damsel  drops  not  from  the  aky; 
She  must  be  sought  for  with  a  curious  eye. 

Onidy  tr*  ly  John  Drydm, 

9909.  LOVE,  Soeptrt  A 

I  hold  the  sceptre  in  my  hand 

Which  rules  the  universe  of  things; 

Which  rules  the  ocean,  rules  the  land. 
And  puts  to  shame  the  power  of  kingL 

The  iron  wheels  of  cruel  war. 
The  swords  and  scimetars  of  strife  I 

Tliey  see  its  glories  from  afar, 
Ajid  bow  before  its  power  of  lifa. 

Look  up  I    Its  lifted  light  b^old  : 
Not  framed  by  human  power  or  art; 

Not  made  of  wood,  or  stone,  or  gold ; 
'Tis  LoYE  I  the  sceptre  of  the  heart. 

'Tis  Love  I    All  things  shall  love  obey ; 

All  things  its  high  behests  fulfil; 
It  holds  the  thunders  in  its  sway ; 

It  says  to  stormy  seas,  '*Be  stilL** 

My  Father  smiled,  and  bade  me  take. 
My  infant  hand,  that  sceptre  fair; 

Beneath  its  power  the  nations  shake, 
For  Qode  Omnipotence  iit  there, 

ThomoB  C,  Vpham, 

9903.  LOVE,  Soope  of: 

God  loves  from  whole  to  parte :  bat  hnmsa 
Must  rise  from  individual  to  the  whole,  [sonl 
Self-love  but  serves  the  virtaons  mind  to 

wake. 
As  the  small  pebble  stirs  the  peaceful  lake; 
The  centre  mov^d,  a  drde  straight  suoceecK 
Another  still,  and  still  another  spreads ; 
Friend,  parent,  neighbor,  first  it  will  emhncc^ 
His  country  next,  and  next  all  homaniaoe; 
Wide  and  more  wide  the  overflowing  of  the 

mind. 
Take  ev^ry  creature  in  of  ev^ry  kind:   [hles^ 
Earth  smiles  around,  with  boundless  bomitj 
And  Heaven  beholds  its  ima^e  in  his  bresfll 

JUexander  Bfpe. 

9904.  LOVE,  Baperiority  «£ 

Oh,  who  would  cease  to  lovet 
Wlio  quench  that  spark  divine^ 

To  lay  the  darkened  soul 
On  pride  or  passion^s  shrine  t 

What  IS  the  boasted  good 

.    What  wealth,  what  power  cO&  ownf 

Better  be  loved,  a  slave. 
Than  honored  on  a  throne. 

BmUff 
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MM.  LOYB,  Trwloeiiioe 

Love  and  Time  with  royerenoe  use,' 

Treat  them  like  a  parting  friend; 
Nor  the  golden  gifts  refuse 

Which  in  youth  sineere  they  send : 
For  each  year  their  price  is  more, 
And  they  less  simple  than  before. 
Lore,  like  spring-tides  fall  and  high. 

Swells  in  eyery  y onthfnl  yein ; 
Bnt  each  tide  does  leas  supply. 

Till  they  quite  shrink  in  again. 
If  a  flow  in  age  appear, 
'Tis  but  rain,  and  nma  not  ckar. 

JohnDryden, 

9306,  LOVE,  Tna. 

Trae  Loye  is  but  a  humble,  low-born  thing. 
And  hath  its  food  seryed  up  in  earthenware; 
It  is  a  thing  to  walk  with  hand  in  hand. 
Through  the  eyery-dayness  of  this  work-day 

world, 
Baring  its  tender  feet  to  eyeiy  roughness. 
Yet  lettiog  not  one  heart-beat  go  astray 
From  Beanty^s  law  of  plainness  and  content'; 
A  simple,  fireside  thing,  whose  quiet  smile 
Can  warm  earth^s  poorest  hoyel  to  a  home ; 
Which,  when  our  autumn  cometh,  as  it  must. 
And  life  in  the  chill  wind  sluyers  bare  and 

leafless, 
8hall  still  be  blest  with  Indian  stmimer  youth 
In   bleak   Noyember,   and,   with   thankful 

heart, 
Smile  on  its  ample  stores  of  garnered  fruit, 
As  full  of  sunshine  to  our  aged  eyes 
As  when  it  nursed  the  blossoms  of  our  q>ring. 
Such  is  true  Loye,  which  steals  into  the  heart 
With  feet  as  silent  as  the  lightsome  dawn 
That  kisses  smooth  the  rough  brows  of  the 

dark. 
And  hath  its  will  through  blissful  gentle- 
ness— 
Not  like  a  rocket,  which,  with  sayage  glare. 
Whirs  suddenly  up,  then  bursts,  and  leayes 

the  night 
Painfully  quiyering  on  the  dazed  eyes ; 
A  loye  that  giyes  and  takes,  that  seeth  f atdts, 
Kot  with  flaw-seeking  eyes  like  needle  points. 
But  loying-kindly  eyer  looks  them  down 
With  the  overcoming  faith  of  meek  forgiye? 

ness ;  [hour, 

A  loye  that  shaU  be  new  and  fresh  each 
As  is  the  golden  mystery  of  sunset. 
Or  the  sweet  coming  of  the  eyening  star. 
Alike,  and  yet  most  unlike,  eyery  day. 
And  seeming  eyer  best  and  fairest  now  ; 
A  loye  that  doth  not  kneel  for  what  it  seeks. 
But  faces  Truth  and  Beauty  as  their  peer, 
Showing  its  worthiness  of  noble  thoughts 
>By  a  dear  sense  of  inward  nobleness; 
A  loye  that  in  its  object  findeth  not 
)lll  grace  and  beauty,  and  enough  to  sate 
Its  thirst  of  blessing,  but,  in  all  of  good 
Feuad  there,  it   sees   but    Heayen-granted 

types 
Of  good  and  beauty  in  the  soul  of  men. 
And  traces,  in  the  simplest  heart  that  beats, 


A  f  amily-Ukeness  to  its  diosen  one, 
That  didms  of  it  the  rights  of  brotherhood. 

JwoM  JBttMeU  Lawdl. 

HMT.  LOVS,  Unboaght. 

Loye  is  not  to  be  bought — ^'tis  of  the  soul 
The  noblest  element,  the  spirit  bond 
Tliat  links  the  angel  with  humanity. 
As  well  mlght^st  thou  attempt  to  purchase 

heayen, 
To  yend  the  stars,  make  traffic  of  the  skies, 
Or  measure  out  what  is  immeasurable. 
As  count  each  feeling  in  the  pulse  of  loye. 

Charles  8u>am, 
990§.  LOVE,  VoBum'i. 

When  man  is  waxing  frail, 
And  his  hand  is  wn  and  weak. 

And  his  lips  are  parched  and  pale, 
And  wan  and  white  his  cheek, 

Oh,  then  doth  woman  proye 

Her  constancy  and  loye  I 

She  sitteth  by  his  chair 
And  holds  his  feeble  hand : 

She  watcheth  eyer  there. 
His  wants  to  understand : 

His  yet  unspoken  will 

She  hasteneth  to  fulfiL 

Until  the  hour  when  death 

His  lamp  of  life  doth  dim. 
She  neyer  wcarieth. 

She  neyer  leayeth  him : 
Still  near  him  night  and  day, 
She  meets  his  eye  alway. 

And  when  his  triaVs  o^er. 
And  the  turf  is  on  his  breast. 

Deep  in  her  bosom^s  core 
Lie  sorrows  unexpressed ; 

Her  tears,  her  sighs,  are  woEik, 

Her  settled  grief  to  speak. 

And  though  there  may  arise 

Balm  for  her  spirit^s  pain, 
And  though  her  quiet  eyes 

May  sometimes  smile  again; 
Still,  still  she  must  regret. 
She  neyer  can  forget  I 

Mcny  Anne  Brawn, 

9909.  LOVE,  Worbi  o£ 

Seemeth  not  Loye  at  times  so  occupied 
For  thee,  as  though  it  careth  for  none  beside  ? 
To  great  and  small  things  Loye  alone  can 

reach. 
And  cares  for  each  as  all,  and  all  as  eadL 
Loye  of  my  bonds  partook,  that  I  might  be 
In  turn  partaker  of  its  liberty. 
Loye  found  me  in  the  wilderness,  at  cost 
Of  painful  guests,  when  I  myself  had  lost 
Loye  on  its  shoulders  joyfully  did  lay 
Me,  weary  with  the  greatness  of  my  way. 
Loye  lit  the  lamp  and  swept  the  house  all 

round. 
Till  the  lost  money  in  the  end  was  found. 
Loye  the  King's  image  there  would  stamp 

again,  [stain. 

Effaced  in  part,  and  soiled  with  rust  and 
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Twas  Loye,  whose  quick  and  ereivwaichfal 

eye 
The  wanderer's  fiist  step  homeward  did  espy. 
From  his  own  wardrobe  Love  gare  word  to 

'bring  [ring. 

Wliat  things  I  needed — shoes,  and  robe,  and 

Love  threatens  that  it  may  not  strike,  and  still 

'  Unheeded,  strikes,  that  so  it  may  not  kill. 

Love  set  me  op  on  high,  Love  brought  me 

down  again. 
Loye  often  draws  good  for  us  from  our  ill, 
Skilful  to  bless  us  even  against  our  wilL 
Once  o^er  this  painful  earth  a  man  did  move, 
The  Man  of  gnefs,  because  the  Man  of  Love. 
Hope,  Faith,  and  Love  at  God's  hieh  altar 

shine,  Tdivine. 

Lamp  triple-branched,  and  fed  with  oil 
Two  of  these,  triple-lights  shall  once  grow 

pale,  *  ^eiL 

They  bum  without,  but  Love  within  the 
Nothing  is  true  but  Love,  or  aught  of  worth ; 
Love  is  the  incense  which  doth  sweeten  earth. 
O  merchant  at  heaven's  mart  for  heavenly 

ware. 
Love  is  the  only  coin  which  passes  there. 
The  wine  of  Love  can  be  obtained  of  none. 
Save  Him  who  trod  the  wine-press  M  alone. 

Richard  Chm9ci»  Trench. 

3310.  LOVE,  Zaftl  in. 

m  do  my  best  to  win,  whene'er  I  woo ; 
That  man  loves  not  who  is  not  zealous  too. 

Bobert  HerricL 
9311.  LUST,  Fbrpstoity  ofi 

Like  a  toad  within  a  stone 

Seated  while  Time  crumbles  on ; 

Which  sits  there  since  the  earth  was  cun'd 

For  man's  transgression  at  the  first ; 

Which  living  through  all  centuries, 

Kot  once  has  seen  tho  sun  arise ; 

Whose  life,  to  its  cold  circle  charmed. 

The  earth's  whole  summers  have  not  wanned ; 

Which  always — ^whitherso  the  stone 

Be  flung — sits  there,  deaf,  blind,  alone; 

Aye,  and  shall  not  be  driven  out 

TUl  that  which  shuts  him  round  about 

Break  at  the  very  Master's  stroke. 

And  the  dust  thereof  vanish  as  smoke. 

And  the  seed  of  man  vanish  as  dust : 

Even  so  within  this  world  is  Lust 

DawU  OoMd  BobmUi. 

M19.  LUST,  Poww  a, 

BaaUnu  Friends,  I  have  breathed 

Upon  the  lamp  of  hymeneal  Joy, 
And  it  hath  ricken'd,  sickened  and  expired, 
Almost  as  soon  as  lighted.     Oftener  yet 
Have  I  begrailed  unstable  hearts  to  seek 
In  license  pleasures  €k>d  has  link'd  to  love, 
And  blown  upon  their  innocence,  and  bent 
In  triumph  not  unmix'd  with  pity  and  scorn 
O'er  the  unhallow'd  coudL    Men  arm'd  in 

proof 
Against  ail  other  wiles  have  yielded  here, 
And,  conquered  by  a  glance,  a  blush,  a  sigh. 
For  one  brief  hour  upon  a  stranger's  bosom 
Have  barter'd  immortality  of  blus» 


And  haply  in  my  woTen  ohoina  of  flowm^ 
Chains  light  as  gossamer,  I,  Baalim, 
Have  bound  more  captives  to  our  princess  car 
Than  thou  hast  held  in  fortresses  of  power. 
Or  thou,  Apollyon,  slain  on  fields  of  blood. 

Bdward  Henry  Bkkeretetk. 

9913.  LUZITBT,  Bsas  of. 

O  luxury. 
Bane  of  elated  life,  of  affluent  states, 
What  dreary  change,  what  ruin  is  not  thinet 
How  doth  thy  bowl  intoxicate  the  mind  1 
To  the  soft  entrance  of  thy  rosy  cave 
How  dost  thou  lure  the  fortunate  and  great! 
Dreadful  attraction  1  while  behind  thee  gapes 
Th'  unfathomable  gulf  where  Ashur  lies 
O'erwhelmed,  forgotten ;   and  higfa-boistiQg 
Cham;  [Greece; 
And  Elam's  haughty  pomp;  and  beauteous 
And  the  great  queen  of  eartii,  imperial  Rome. 
Dyer. 

9914.  LUXUBTy  TrapUai  «£ 

There,  in  her  den,  lay  pompous  lozury, 
Stretch'd  out  at  length :  no  vice  ooold  boait 

such  high 
And  genial  victories  as  she  had  won : 
Of  which  proud  trophies  there  at  laige  were 

shown. 
Besides  small  states  and  kingdoms  rvined. 
Those  miffhty  monarchies,  that  had  o'enfmad 
The  spacuNis  earth,  and  ttretdi'd  tlieir  ooa- 

queringarms 
From  pole  to  pole,  by  her  ensnaring  channs 
Were  quite  oonmrned:   there  lay  imperial 

Rome,  [eome: 

That  vanquish'd  all  the  worid,  bj  her  o'er- 
Fetter'd  was  th'  old  Assyrian  lion  there ; 
The  Grecian  leopard,  and  the  Persian  bear ; 
With  others  numberless,  lamenting  by: 
Examples  of  the  power  of  luxury. 

J^fmaeMay. 

9915.  ICAIDEV,  A  Ylrtaau. 

Sweet  stream,  that  winds  through  joada 
Apt  emblem  of  a  virtuous  maid —       [glides 
Silent  and  chaste  she  steals  along, 
Far  from  the  world's  ^y,  busy  throng; 
With  gentle  yet  prevailing  force, 
latent  upon  her  destined  course ; 
Graceful  and  useful  all  she  does, 
Blessing  and  blest  where'er  she  goea, 
Pure-b^med  as  that  watery  glass, 
And  heaven  reflected  in  her  moe. 

William  Cewper. 

9916.  XAIDSV,  OoobmI  to  a. 

O  thou  child  of  many  prayers  I 
Life  hath  quicksands,  life  hath  anaresi 
Care  and  age  come  unawares  1 
like  the  swell  of  some  sweet  tune, 
Morning  rises  into  noon. 
May  glides  onward  into  June. 
Ohiicmood  is  the  bough  where  slumbered 
Birds  and  blossoms  many-numbered; 
Age,  that  bough  with  snows  endm^Mied. 
Gather,  then,  each  flower  that  grows, 
When  the  young  heart  ovefflowa, 
To  embalm  that  tent  of  snowi. 
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Bear  a  lily  in  thy  hand; 

Gates  of  brass  cannot  withstand 

One  touch  of  that  magic  wand. 

Bear  through  sorrow,  wrong,  and  rath, 

In  thy  heart  the  dew  of  yonUi, 

On  thy  lips  the  smile  of  truth. 

0,  that  dew,  like  balm,  sludl  steal 

Into  wounds  that  cannot  heal. 

Even  as  sleep  our  eyes  doth  aeal ; 

And  that  smile,  like  sunshine,  dart 

Into  many  a  sunless  heart, 

For  a  smile  of  God  thou  art 

Mir.  ICAlOfOV,  OomptiM  q& 

But  scarce  obsenr'd,  the  knowing  and  flie  bold 
Fall  in  the  general  massacre  of  gold ; 
Wide  wasting  pest !  that  rag^i  unconfin'd, 
And  crowds  with  crime  tiie  records  of  man- 
kind: [draws,' 
F6r  gold  his  sword  the  hireling  ruffian 
For  gold  the  hireling  jud^  distorts  the  laws ; 
Wealth,  heap*d  on  weuth,  nor  troth  nor 

safety  buys, 
The  dangers  gather  as  the  treasures  rise. 

Bamud  Johman, 

MIS.  KAMMOV,  BiulaTtiiiaaft  ofi 

Nor  ridies  boast  superior  worth, 
Their  charms  at  best  superior  Earth  : 
These  oft  the  heaven-born  mind  ensLare, 
And  make  an  honest  man  a  knave. 
"  Wealth  cures  my  wants,'*  the  miser  cries. 
Bo  not  deceived,  the  miser  lies : 
One  want  he  has,  with  all  his  store. 
That  worst  of  wants,  the  want  of  more. 

Nathanid  Cotton, 

M19.  ICAMMOV,  Um  d. 

There  be  who  have  made  themselves  friends, 
yea,  bv  unrighteous  mammon ; 

Friends,  ready  waiting  as  an  escort  to  those 
everlasting  habitations ; 

Imbodied  in  livmg  witnesses,  thronging  to 
meet  them  in  a  doud, 

Gbuity,  meekness,  and  troth,  eeal,  sinoMity, 
and  patience. 

There  be  who  have  made  themadvee  foes, 
yea,  by  honest  gain: 

Foes  whose  plaint  must  have  its  answer,  be- 
fore the  bright  portal  is  unbarred. 

M.  F.  Tapper, 

MM.  KAI,  AatKhftF^i  ct 

How  poor,  howridi,  how  abject,  howangost, 
H<)w  complicate,  how  wonderful,  is  man ! 
How  passing  wonder  He  who  made  him  sudi ! 
Who  centred  in  our  make  such  strange  ex- 
tremes. 
From  different  natnres  marvellously  mixed, 
Comiection  exquisite  of  distant  worlds ! 
Distinguished  link  in  bcing^s  endless  chain ! 
IGdway  from  nothing  to  the  Deity ! 
A  beam  ethereal,  sulBed,  and  abeorpt  I 
Though  sullied  and  dishonored,  still  divine  I 
Dim  miniature  of  greatness  absolute ! 
An  hsir  of  g^ory  I  a  frail  diild  of  dust ! 
Helpless  immortal  I  insect  iliflnite  I 


A  worm  !  a  €k>d  I— I  tremble  at  mypelf, 
And  in  myself  am  lost  At  home,  a  stranger. 
Thought  wanders  op  and  down,  surpriMd, 

aghast. 
And  wondering  at  her  own.     How  reason 
O,  what  a  miracle  to  man  is  man !       [reels! 
Triumphantly  distressed!    What  joy!  what 

dread! 
Alternately  transported  and  alarmed  ! 
What  can  preserve  my  life  f  or  what  destroy  t 
An  angers  arm  can't  snatch  me  from  the 

grave; 
Legions  of  angels  canH  confine  me  there. 

Bdward  Young, 

M91.  has;  fkuHima, 

There  wanted  yet  the  master^work,  the  end 
Of  all  yet  done ;  a  creature,  who,  not  prone 
And  brate  as  other  creatures,  but  endued 
With  sanctity  of  reason,  might  erect 
His  stature,  and  upriffht  wim  front  serene 
Govern  the    rest,  sdf-knowing;    and  from 

thence 
Magnanimous,  to  correspond  with  Heaven, 
But  grateful  to  acknowledee  whence  his  good 
Descends ;    thither   with  beart,   and  voice, 

and  eyes. 
Directed  in  devotion,  to  adore  [chief 

And  worship  God  Supreme,  who  made  him 
Of  all  His  works :  therefore  the  Omnipotent, 
Eternal  Father  (for  where  is  not  He 
Present  ?)  thus  to  His  Son  audibly  spake : 

'*  Let  us  make  now  Man  in  our  image,  Mao 
In  our  similitude,  and  let  them  rule 
Over  the  fish  and  fowl  of  sea  and  air. 
Beast  of  the  field,  and  over  all  the  earth. 
And  every  creeping  thing  that  creeps  the 

ground."  [O  Man! 

This  said.  He  formed  thee,  Adam,  thee, 

Dust  of    the   ground,  and  in  thy  nostrils 

breathed 
The  breath  of  life ;  in  His  own  image  He 
Created  thee,  in  the  image  of  God 
Express ;  and  thou  becamest  a  living  flouL 
Male  He  created  thee ;  but  thy  consort 
Female,  for  race ;  then  blessed  mankind,  and 

said, 
**  Be  fruitful,  multiply,  and  fill  the  earth; 
Subdue  it,  and  throughout  dominion  hold 
Over  fish  of  the  sea,  and  fowl  of  the  air. 
And  every  living  thing  that  moves  on  the 

earth."  John  MUton, 

He  took 
Some  handfnls  of  the  dust  and  moulded  it 
Within  His  plastic  hands,  until  it  grew 
Into  an  image  like  His  own,  like  ours. 
Of  perfect  symmetry,  divinely  fair    [therein 
But  lifeless,  till  He  stooped  and  breathed 
The  breath  of  life,  and  by  His  Spirit  infused 
A  spirit  endowed  with  immortality. 

Edward  Henry  ^iekeriteth, 

MM.  XAH,  BefiniUoa  o£ 

Man  Is  an  animal  udledged, 
A  monkey  with  his  tail  abridged ; 
A  thing  that  walks  on  spindle  legs, 
With  TOnes  as  brittle,  sir,  aa  eggs ; 
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His  body  flexible  and  limber, 

And  headed  with  a  knob  of  timber ; 

A  being  frantic  and  nnquict 

And  very  fond  of  beef  and  riot ; 

Rapacious,  lustful,  rough,  and  martial, 

To  lies  and  lying  scoundrels  partiiQ  1 

By  nature  formed  with  splendid  parts, 

To  rise  in  science — shine  in  arts ; 

Tet  so  confounded  cross  and  vicious, 

A  mortal  foe  to  all  his  species ! 

His  own  best/rten^,  and,  you  must  know, 

His  own  worst  enemy  by  being  so  I 

JatMi  Mmtffomerf/, 

9333.  ICAH,  EadowmeAti  oL 

But  man  He  made  of  angel  form  erect. 

To  hold  communion  with  the  heavens  above. 

And  on  his  soul  impressed  His  image  fair. 

His  own  similitude  of  holiness. 

Of  virtue,  truth,  and  love ;  with  reason  high 

7*0  balance  right  and  wrong,  and  consdenoe 

quick 
To  choose  or  to  reject ;  with  knowledge  great. 
Prudence  and  wisdom,  vigilance  and  strength, 
To  guard  all  force  or  guile ;  and  last  of  all. 
The  highest  gift  of  God^s  abundant  grace, 
With  perfect,    free,  tmbiassed  will.     Thus 

man  [crowned 

Was   made    upright,  inunortal   made,    and 
The  king  of  all. 

BobertPifUoh 

9334.  KAH,  Exaltotioii  oft 

My  €k>d,  I  heard  this  day 
That  none  doth  build  a  stately  habitation 
But  be  that  means  to  dwell  therein. 
What  house  more  stately  hath  there  been. 
Or  can  be,  than  Man  ?  to  whose  creation 
All  things  are  in  decay. 

For  Man  is  everything, 

And  more :  he  is  a  tree,  yet  Dears  no  fruit ; 

A^cast,  yet  is  or  should  be  more  : 

Reason  and  speech  we  only  bring. 

Parrots  may  thank  us,  if  they  are  not  mute 

They  go  upon  the  score. 

Man  is  all  symmetry. 
Full  of  proportion,  one  limb  to  another. 
And  all  to  all  the  world  besides  : 
Each  part  may  call  the  farthest  brother : 
For  head  with  foot  hath  private  amity. 
And  both  with  moons  and  tides. 

Nothing  hath  got  so  far. 
But  Man  has  cau^t  and  kept  it  as  his  prey. 
His  eyes  dismount  the  highest  star : 
He  is  in  little  all  the  sphere. 
Herbs  gladly  cure  our  flesh,  because  that  they 
Find  their  acquaintance  there. 

For  us  the  winds  do  blow :  [tains  flow. 
The  earth  doth  rest,  heaven  move,  and  foun- 
Nothing  we  see  but  means  our  good, 
As  our  delight,  or  as  our  treasure  : 
The  whole  is  either  our  cupboard  of  food, 
Or  cabinet  of  pleasure. 


The  stars  have  us  to  bed ;  [withdraws : 
Night  draws  the   curtain,   which   the  sun 
Music  and  light  attend  our  head. 
All  things  unto  our  flesh  are  kind 
In  their  descent  and  being ;  to  our  mind 
In  their  ascent  and  cause. 

More  servants  wait  on  Man 
Than  he^ll  take  notice  of:  in  eveiy  path 
He  treads  down  that  which  doth  befriend 

him. 
When  sickness  makes  him  pale  and  wan. 
Oh  mighty  love  I  Man  is  one  world,  and  hath 
Another  to  attend  him. 

Since  then,  my  God,  Thou  hast 
So  brave  a  palace  built;  O  dwell  in  it. 
That  it  may  dwell  with  Thee  at  last  1 
Till  then,  afford  us  so  much  wit. 
That,  as  the  world  serves  us,  we  may  serve 
And  both  Thy  servants  be.         [Thee, 

George  Herbert, 

MM.  MAV,  OiwtMM  oC 

Think  deeply,  then,  O  man,  how  great  thou 

art; 
Pay  thyself  homage  with  a  trembling  heart; 
What  angels  guam,  no  longer  dare  neglect. 
Slighting  thyself,  affront  not  God's  respect 
Enter  the  sacred  temple  of  thy  breast. 
And  gaze  and  wander  there,  a  ravished  guest; 
Qsze  on  those  hidden  treasures  thou  shalt  find, 
Wander  through  all  the  glories  of  tl^  mind. 
Of   perfect   Imowledge,   see,  the    dawning 

light 
Foretells  a  noon  most  exquisitely  bright  I 
Here,  springs  of  endless  joy  are  breaking 

forth  1 
There,  buds  the  promise  of  cdestial  woith  I 
Worth,  which  jnust  ripen  in  a  hapfner  dime^ 
And  brighter  sun^  beyond  the  bounds  of  time. 
Thou,  minor,  canst  not  guess  thy  vast  estate, 
What  stores,  on  foreign  coasts,  thy  limdii^^ 

wait: 
Lose  not  thy  claim,  let  virtue's  path  be  trod; 
Hius  glad  all  heaven,  and  please  that  boun- 
teous God, 
Who,  to  light  thee  to  pleasure,  hung  on  high 
Yon  radiant  orb,  proud  regent  of  the  sky : 
That  service  done,  its  beams  shall  fade  away, 
And  God  shine  forth  in  one  eternal  day, 

EduMurd  Tovng. 

9M6.  MAH,  HeftthanAflMiBtd:     * 

A  creature  of  a  more  exalted  kind 

Was  wanting  yet,  and  then  was  Man  designed: 

Conscious  of   thought,   of  more  capacioai 

breast, 
For  empire  formed,  and  fit  to  rule  the  rest : 
Whether  with  particles  of  heavenly  fire 
The  God  of  nature  did  his  soul  inspire; 
Or  earth,  but  new  divided  from  the  sky. 
And  pliant  still,  retained  the  ethereal  energy: 
Which  wise  Prometheus  tempered  into  pastes 
And,  mixt  with  living  streams,  the  god-like 

image  cast  [bend 

Thus,  while  the  mute  creation  downward 
Their  sight,  and  to  their  earthly  mother  teod, 
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Man  looks  aloft,  and  with  erected  eyes 
Beholds  his  own  hereditary  skies. 
From  such  rude  prindples  our 'form  began. 
And  earth  was  metamorphosed  into  man. 

Ovid,  tr,  ly  John  Dryden. 

9937.  KAN,  Imprisoned. 

Man,  the  caged  bird  that  owned  a  higher  nest, 
Is  here  a  while  detained,  reluctant  guest ; 
Plumage  and  beak  he  shatters  in  his  rage, 
And  with  his  prison  doth  vain  war  engage ; 
For  him  the  falcon  watches,  and  his  snare 
The  bloody  fowler  doth  for  him  prepare. 
Exiled  from  home,  he  here  doth  sadly  sing, 
In  spring  lack  autumn,  and  in  autumn  spring. 
Far  from  his  nest  he  shivers  on  a  wall, 
Where  blows  on  him  of  rude  misfortune  fall : 
His  head  with  weight  of  misery  sore  bowed 
down,  [gone. 

His  pinion  clogged  with  dust,  his  courage 
Then  from  his  nest  in  heaven  is  heard  a  cry, 
And  straight  he  spreads  his  wings  on  high : 
Lift  him,  O  Lord,  into  the  lotus-tree, 
No  meaner  pitch  may  with  his  birth  agree ; 
Qrant  him  a  pinion  of  such  lofty  flight, 
That  he  may  on  the  lotus-tree  alight: 
In  Thy  bright  palaces  his  nest  prepare ; 
Oh,  happy,  happy  bird  that  nesteth  there ! 

Bkhard  Ohenma  Treiuh, 

9399.  1£AH|  Hobility  of: 

O,  what  is  man,  great  Maker  of  mankind  I 
That  Thou  to  him  so  great  respect  dost  bear ; 

That  Thou  adomest  him  with  so  bright  a 
mind, 
Makst  him  a  king,  and  even  an  angel's  peer  ? 

O,  what  a  lively  life,  what  heavenly  power. 
What  spreading  virtue,  what  a  sparkling 
fire. 

How  great,  how  plentiful,  how  rich  a  dower 
Dost  Thou  within  the  dying  flesh  inspire ! 

Thou  leav^st  Thy  print  in  other  works  of 
Thine,  [writ; 

But  Thy  whole  image  Thou  in  man  hast 
There  cannot  be  a  creature  more  divine. 

Except,  like  Thee,  it  should  be  inflnite. 

Nor  hath  He  given  these  blessings  for  a  day. 

Nor  made  them  on  the  body's  life  depend ; 

The  soul,  though  made  in  time,  survives  for 

aye; 

And  though  it  hath  beginning,  sees  no  end. 

Sir  John  Daities, 

9999.  KAH,  Powm  of. 

Thou  hast  a  mind ;  intellect  wingeth  thee  to 

heaven,  [divest  down  to  hell ; 

Tendeth  thy  state  on  earth,  and  by  it  thou 
Thou  hast  measured  the  belt  of  Saturn,  thou 

hast  weighed  the  moons  of  Jupiter, 
And  seen,  by  reason's  eye,  the  centre  of  the 

glolje ; 
Subtly  hast  thou  numbered  by  billions  the 

leagues  between  sun  and  sun. 
And  noted  in  thy  book  the  coming  of  their 

shadows : 


With  marvellous  unerring  truth  thou  kno west 

to  an  inch,  and  to  an  instant. 
The  when  and  the  where  of  the  comet's  path 
that  shall  seem  to  rush  by  at  thy  com- 
mand ;  [dignity. 
Arise,  thou  king  of  mind,  and  survey  thy 

If.  F,  Tapper, 
9990.  KAH,  Prabatioii  of: 

Made  of  the  dust. 
And  thus  allied  to  aU  material  worlds. 
Bom  of  the  Spirit,  and  thus  allied  to  God, 
He  during  his  probation's  term  shall  walk 
His  mother  earth,  unfledged  to  range  the  sky. 
But,  if  found  faithful,  shall  at  length  ascend 
The  highest  heavens  and  share  My  home  and 
yours.      Edward  Henry  Bickergteth, 

9981.  MAH,  Berennoofor. 

Learn  more  reverence,  not  for  rank  or  wealth ; 

that  needs  no  learning ; 
That  comes  quickly,  quick  as  6in  does !    Ay, 

and  often  leads  to  sin ; 
But  for  Adam's  seed,  Man !    Trust  me,  'tis  a 

clay  above  your  scorning. 
With  God's  image  stamped  upon  it,  and 

God's  kincuing  breath  within. 

Mrs,  E,  B,  Browning. 

9939.  ICAH,  Standard  of: 

Is  there  for  honest  poverty 

Wha  hangs  his  head,  and  a'  that? 
The  coward  slave,  we  pass  him  by ; 

We  dare  be  poor  for  a'  that. 
For  a'  that  and  a'  that. 

Our  toils  obscure,  and  a'  that ; 
The  rank  is  but  the  guinea-s  stainp — 

The  man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that 

What  though  on  hamely  fare  we  dine. 

Wear  hoddin  gray,  and  a'  that ; 
Gie  fools  their  sUks,  and  knaves  their  wine— 

A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Their  tinsel  show,  and  a'  that; 
The  honest  man,  though  e'er  sae  poor. 

Is  king  o'  men  for  a'  that. 

Ye  see  yon  birkie  ca'd  a  lord, 

Wha  struts,  and  stares,  and  a'  that — 
Though  hundreds  worship  at  his  word, 

He's  but  a  coof  for  a'  that ; 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

His  riband,  star,  and  a'  that ; 
The  man  of  independent  mind. 

He  looks  and  laughs  at  a'  that. 

A  prince  can  mak  a  belted  knight, 

A  marquis,  duke,  and  a'  that ; 
But  an  honest  man's  aboon  his  might — 

Guid  faith,  he  maunna  fa'  that  I 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Their  dignities,  and  a'  that ; 
The  pith  o'  sense,  and  pride  o'  worth. 

Are  higher  ranks  than  a'  that. 

Then  let  us  pray  that  come  it  may — 

As  come  it  will  for  a'  that — 
That  sense  and  worth,  o'er  a'  the  earth. 

May  bear  the  gree,  and  a'  that. 
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For  a*  that,  and  a'  that, 

^It'8  coming  yet,  for  a'  that — 
When  man  to  man,  the  warld  o*er, 
Shall  brothers  be  for  a'  that  1 

Bobart  Bums. 

Ji933.  XAV,  TheWiM. 

The  wise  man,  said  the  Bible,  walks  with  God, 

Barrels,  far  on,  the  endless  line  of  life ; 

Values  his  soul ;  thinks  of  eternity ; 

Both  worlds  considers,  and  provides  for  both ; 

With  reason^B  eye  his  passions  guards;  ab- 
stains 

From  evil ;  lives  on  hope,  on  hope,  the  fruit 

Of  faith ;  looks  upward ;  purifies  his  soul ; 

Expands  his  wings,  and  mounts  into  the  sky ; 

Passes  tlve  sun,  and  gains  his  Father's  house ; 

And  drinks  with  angola  from  the  fount  of 
bliss.  Bobert  lUloh 

9334.  KAV,  Vanity  «£ 

So  fair  is  man,  that  death  (a  parting  blast) 
Blasts  his  fair  flower,  and  makes  him  earth  at 

last; 
So  strong  is  man,  that  with  a  gasping  breath 
He  totters  and  bequeathes  his  strength  to 

death ;  ^ 

So  wise  is  man,  that  if  with  death  he  strive. 
His  wisdom  cannot  teach  him  how  to  live ; 
So  rich  is  man,  that  (all  his  debts  bein^  paid) 
His  wealth  's  the  winding-sheet  wherein  he^s 

laid:  [sorrow) 

So  young  is  man,  that  (broke  with  care  and 
He*s  old  enough  to-day  to  die  to-morrow. 
Why  bragg*st  thou,  then,  thou  worm  of  five 

feet  long  ? 
Thou  ^rt  neither  fair,  nor  strong,  nor  wise,  nor 

rich,  nor  young.      Francis  Quarles. 

9935.  MAH  a  Watdh. 

Man  is  a  watch,  wound  up  at  first,  but  never 
Wound  up  again :  once  down  he's  down  for- 
ever, [cease ; 
The  watch  once  down,  all  motions  then  do 
And  man's  pulse  stopp'd,  all  passions  sleep  in 
peace.    ,                   Bobert  Berriek. 

9936.  KAHIAO,  Kiifortue  of  thOi 

A  man,  to-day  the  glory  of  his  kind, 
In  reason  clear,  in  understanding  large, 
la  judgment  sound,  in  fancy  quck,  in  hope 
Abundant,  and  in  promise,  like  a  field 
Well  cultured,  and  refreshed  with  dews  from 

Ood ;  [whipped 

To-morrow,  chained,  and  raving  mad,  and 
By  servile  hands ;  sitting  on  dismal  straw. 
And  gnashing  with  his  teeth  against  the 

chain. 
The  iron  chain  that  bound  him  hand  and  foot ; 
And  tiring  whiles  to  send  his  glaring  eye 
Beyond  the  wide  circumference  of  his  woe : 
Or,  humbling  more,  more  miserable  still, 
Qivinff  an  idiot  laugh,  that  served  to  show 
The  blasted  scenery  of  his  horrid  face ; 
Calling  the  straw  his  sceptre,  and  the  stone, 
On  which  he  pinioned  sat,  his  royal  throne. 
Poor,  poor,  poor  man !  fallea  far  below  the 


Wb  reason  atrove  in  vain  to  find  her  way. 
Lost  in  the  stormy  desert  of  lus  brain ; 
And  being  active  still,  she  wrought  all  strange. 
Fantastic,  execrable,  monstrous  things. 

Bobert  IbUoh 

9937.  UASUn,  FoMo£ 

War,  famine,  pest,  volcano,  storm,  and  fire. 
Intestine  broils,  oppression  with  her  heait 
Wrapp- d  up  in  triple  brass,  besiege  mankind. 
God's  image,  disinherited  of  day,        [made. 
Here,  plunged  in  mines,  forgets  a  sun  was 
There,  oeings  deathless  as  their  haughfj  lord. 
Are  hammed  to  the  galling  oar  f6r  life, 
And  plough  the  winter's  wave,  and  rei^  de- 
spair. 
Some,  for  hard  masters,  broken  under  anna. 
In  battle  lopp'd  away,  with  half  their  limbs. 
Beg  bitter  bread  through  realms  their  valor 
If  so  the  tyrant  or  his  minion  doom,    [saved. 
Want,  and  incurable  disease  (fell  pair  I) 
On  hopeless  multitudes  remorseless  seize 
At  once ;  and  make  a  refuge  of  the  graved 
How  groaning  hoqyitals  eject  their  dead  I 
What  numbers  groan  for  sad  admission  there  I 
What  numbers,  once  in  fortune's  lap  high-ifed. 
Solicit  the  cold  hand  of  charity  1 
To  shock  us  more,  solicit  it  in  vain  I 
Kot  prudence  can  defend,  or  virtue  save : 
Disease  invades  the  diastest  temperance ; 
And  punishment  the  guiltless:  and  alarm. 
Through  thickest  shades,  pursues  the  fond  of 

peace. 
Man's  caution  often  into  danger  turns. 
And  his  guard  falling,  crushes  him  to  death. 
Not  Happiness  itself  makes  good  her  name ; 
Our  very  wishes  gtve  us  not  our  wish. 
How  distant  oft  the  thing  we  dote  on  most 
From  that  for  which  we  dote,  felicity  I 
The  smoothest  course  of  nature  has  its  pains ; 
And  truest  friends,  through  error,  wound  our 
Without  misfortune,  what  calamities !    [rest 
And  what  hostilities,  without  a  foe  t 
Nor  are  foes  wanting  to  the  best  on  earth. 
But  endless  is  the  lirt  of  human  ills, 
And  sighs  might  sooner  fail  tlian  cause  to  sigh. 

Edward  Touna. 
9988.  KAIKHA  Unity  «fi 

Festua.  Amid  all  life's  quests  • 

There  seems  but  worthy  one — to  do  men  good. 
It  matters  not  how  long  we  live,  but  how. 
For  as  the  parts  of  one  manhood  while  here 
We  live  in  every  age :  we  think,  and  feel. 
And  feed  upon  the  coming  and  the  gone 
As  much  as  on  the  now  time.    Man  is  one : 
And  he  hath  one  great  heart    It  is  thus  wo 
With  a  gigantic  t&ob  athwart  the  sea,  [feel. 
Each  others^  rights  and  wrongs ;  thus  are  we 
men.  Philip  Jamei  Bailey. 

9938.  lUXMAt  Daily. 

Maima  to  Israel  well  supplied 

The  want  of  other  bread ; 
While  Ood  is  able  to  provide, 

His  people  shall  be  fed. 

Daily  they  saw  the  manna  come^ 
And  cover  all  the  ground; 
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But  what  thej  tried  to  keep  at  home 
Comqyted  soon  was  found. 

Yam  their  attempt  to  store  it  up — 
This  was  to  tempt  tiie  Lord : 

Israel  must  live  by  faith  and  hope, 
And  not  upon  a  hoard.    John  Neaton, 

9MO.  KABSIAGB,  Age  ftr. 

Crabbed  2m  and  youth 

Cannot  UTO  together:' 
Youth  is  full  of  pleasaace^ 

Age  is  full  of  care ; 
Youth  like  summer  mora, 

Age  like  winter  weather; 
Youth  like  summer  braTe, 

Age  like  winter  bare. 
Youth  is  full  of  sporty 
Age^s  breath  is  short ; 

Youth  is  nimble,  aoe  is  lame ; 
Youth  is  hot  and  bolo, 
AgB  18  weak  and  oold ; 

Youth  is  wild,  and  age  is  tame. 
Age,  I  do  abhor  thee. 
Youth,  I  do  adore  thee ; 

O,  my  loye,  my  love  is  young  t 
Age  I  do  defy  thee, 
O,  sweet  shepherd!  hie  thee. 

For  methinks  thou  stay^st  too  long. 

Shdhe^peare. 

9M1.  1CABBU0B,  Ohm  ofi 

^  I  should  be  happy,'*  with  a  look 
Towards  her  husband  where  he  lay. 
Lost  in  the  pages  of  hia  book. 
Soft  did  she  say. 

**  I  am,  and  yet  no  lot  below 
For  one  whole  day  dudeth  caro; 
To  marriage  all  the  stories  flow 
And  finish  there: 

*'  Asif  with  marriage  came  the  end. 
The  entrance  into  settled  rest. 
The  calm  to  which  love's  tossmgs  tend. 
The  quiet  breast 

"  For  me  loye  played  the  low  preludes, 
Yet  life  began  but  wiUi  the  ring» 
Such  infinite  solicitudes 

Around  it  ding." 

J&anlngdaw. 

«M9.  KABBUaS,  Olosds  «& 

But  no,  alas  I  weVe  nerer  seen 
One  glimpse  of  pleasure's  ray. 

But  still  there  came  some  doud  between. 
And  diosed  it  all  away, 

Dear  love  1 
And  chased  it  all  away. 

Yet,  ev'n  could  those  sad  moments  last, 

Far  dearer  to  my  heart 
Were  hours  of  grief,  together  past^ 

Than  years  of  mirth  apart. 
Dear  love  I 

Than  yeara  of  knirth  i^wrt 


M43.  lUUIAftB,  DigHidlicb 

Ib   it  wdl  to  wish  thee  happy  f — having 

known  me;  to  ded^e 
On  a  range  of  lower  feelings  and  a  narrower 

hwt  than  mine  I 

Yet  it  shall  be :  thou  shalt  lower  to  his  levd 

day  by  day, 
What  is  fine  witbdn  thee  growing  coaxse  to 

sympathize  with  clay. 

As  the  husband  is,  the  wife  is ;  thou  art 

mated  with  a  down, 
And  the  ^p^ossness  of  his  nature  w}U  have 

weight  to  drag  thee  down. 

He  will  hold  thee,  when  his  passion  shall 

have  spent  its  novel  force, 
SomeQiing  better  than  his  dog,  a  little  dearer 

thfm  his  horse. 

What  is  thisf  his  eyes  are  heavy— think  not 

they  are  ^laeed  with  wine. 
Go  to  him ;  it  is  thy  duty — ^kiss  him ;  take 

his  hand  in  tldne. 

It  may  be  my  lord  is  weary,  that  his  brain  is 

overwrought — 
Soothe  him  with  thy  finer  f  aades,  toudi  him 

with  thy  lighter  thought 

He  will  answer  to  the  purpose,  easy  things  to 

understand — 
Better  thou  wert  dead  before  me,  though  I 

dew  thee  with  my  bonds. 

Alfred  Tenny9(m, 

M44U  XASBUaS,  Bitnmguiifliit  in. 

Something  light  as  air — ^a  look, 

A  word  unkind  or  wrongly  taken — 
Oh  t  love,  that  tempests  never  shook, 

A  breath,  a  touch  like  this  hath  shaken. 
And  ruder  words  will  soon  rush  in 
To  spread  the  breach  that  words  begin; 
And  eyes  forget  the  gentle  ray 
They  wore  in  courtship's  smiUng  day ; 
And  voices  lose  the  tone  that  shed 
A  tenderness  round  all  they  said : 
Till  fast  dedining,  one  by  one, 
The  sweetnesses  of  love  are  gone, 
And  hearts,  so  latdy  minsled,  seem 
Like  broken  cloud&---or  like  the  stream. 
That  smiling  left  the  mountain's  brow. 

As  though  its  waters  ne'er  could  severe 
Yet,  ere  it  reach  the  plain  bdow. 

Breaks  into  floods,  that  part  forever. 

Thoma9Moar&^ 

9945.  JCASBIAOE,  Fooliah. 

The  man  that  doth  wed  a  wyf  e 
For  her  goodes  and  her  rychesse, 

And  not  for  lyonage  femynatyfe, 
Procureth  doloure  and  dystresse. 
With  infynyte  payne  and  hevynene ; 

For  she  wyll  do  hym  moche  sorrowe, 

Bothe  at  euyn  and  at  morowe. 

A.  D.  ISes.  Mm  Bkdtan. 
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3346.  XABBIA0B,  ImportAiiM  A 

As  a  girl,  with  ready  smile, 
Where  shall  rise  some  ponderous  pile, 
Ob  tbft  dioaeii.  f eatal  d&y^ 
Turns  the  initial  sod  away. 
So  the  bride  with  fingers  frail 
'    Founds  a  temple  or  a  Jail — 

Or  a  palace  it  may  be, 
Flooded  full  with  luxury, 
Open  yet  to  deadliest  thmgs, 
And  the  Midnight  AngePs  wings. 
Keep  its  chambers  purged  with  prayer : 
Faith  can  guard  it ;  love  is  rare. 

,  Hail  the  wedded  task  of  life ! 
Mending  husband,  moulding  wife. 
Hope  bnnpps  labor,  labor  peace ; 
Wisdom  npens,  goods  increase ; 
Triumph  crowns  the  sainted  head,    - 
And  our  lilies  wait  the  dead. 

JtUia  WardBawe, 

3947.  XABSUaBi  Lo«m  is. 

Even  in  the  happiest  choice,  where  f aVring 

Heaven 
Has  equal  love  and  easy  fortune  giyen, 
Think  not,  thfe  husband  gained,  that  all  is 

done; 
The  prize  of  happiness  must  still  be  won : 
And  oft  the  careless  find  it  to  their  cost, 
The  lover  in  the  husband  may  be  lost : 
The  graces  might  alone  his  heart  allure ; 
They  and  the  virtues  meeting  must  secure. 

Lord  LytUetoTL 

934§.  HABBIAQE,  Pledge  oft 

From  this  hour  the  pledge  is  ^yen, 
From  this  hour  my  soul  is  mine : 

Come  what  will,  from  earth  or  heaven^ 
Weal  or  woe,  thy  fate  be  mine. 

3349.  KASRIAaB,  Pnrity  o£ 

Whatever  hypocrites  austerely  talk 
Of  purity,  and  place,  a^d  innocence. 
Defaming  as  impure  what  God  declares   [alL 
Pure,  and  commands  to  some,  leaves  free  to 
Our  Maker  bids  increase ;  who  bids  abstain 
But  our  destroyer,  foe  to  God  and  man  ? 
Hail  wedded  love,  mysterious  law,  true  source 
Of  human  offspring,  sole  propriety 
In  Paradise  of  all  things  common  else. 
By  thee  aduPtrous  love  was  driven  from  men 
Ainong  the  bestial  herds  to  range ;  by  thee 
Founded  in  reason,  loyal,  just,  and  pure. 
Relations  dear,  and  all  the  charities 
Of  &ther,  son,  and  brother  first  were  known. 
Far  be  it  that  I  should  write  thee  sin  or  blame. 
Or  think  thee  unbefitting  holiest  place. 
Perpetual  fountaiu  of  domestic  sweets, 
Whose  bed  is  undefll'd  and  chaste  pronounced. 
Present,  or  past,  as  saints  and  patriarchs  us^d. 
Here  Love  his  golden  shafts  employs,  hero 

lights 
His  constant  lamp,  and  waves  his  purple  wings. 
Reigns  here  and  revels.    Not  in  the  bought 

smile 
Of  harlots  loveless,  joyless  unendear-d^  < 


Casual  fruition ;  ii6r  in  court  announ,  [ball, 
Mix'd  dance,  or  wanton  mask  or  midnight 
Or  serenade,  which  the  starved  lover  sings 
To  his  proud  fair,  best  quitted  with  diwin. 

John  MiUon. 

MM.  1UBBIA6B;  BtamwaJa. 

O,  Life  is  not  perfect  with  Love's  first  kiss : 

Who  would  win  the  blessing  must  wrestle ; 
And  the  deeper  thiB  sorrow,  the  dearer  the  bliss. 

That  in  its  rich  core  may  nestle  I 
Our  angels  oft  greet  us  in  tearful  guise, 

And  our  saviours  come  in  sorrow : 
While  the  murkiest  midnight  that  frowns  from 

Is  at  heart  a  radiant  morrow  1      [the  skiea, 
We  laush  and  we  cry,  we  sing  and  we  sigh. 

And  uf e  will  have  wintry  weather ! 
So  we^ll  hope,  and  love  on,  since  you.  Love* 

Are  Husband  and  Wife  tc^ether.     [and  I^ 

Gerald  MoMey. 

3391.  MABBUQB8,  Untt 

**  The  mighty  power  that  formed  the  mind 
One  moula  for  eveiy  two  designed. 

And  blessed  the  new-bom  pair :. 
This  be  a  match  for  this,  he  said. 
Then  down  he  sent  the  souls  he  made, 

To  seek  them  bodies  here. 

*'  But  parting  from  their  warm  abode 
They  lost  their  fellows  on  the  road. 

And  never  joined  their  hands : 
Ah  cruel  chance,  and  crossing  fates  I 
Our  Eastern  souls  have  dropped  their  mates 

On  Europe^s  barbarous  lands.** 

Thus  sang  the  wondrous  Indian  bard; 
My  soul  with  vast  attention  heard. 

While  Ganges  ceased  to  flow : 
"  Sure  then,^*  I  cried,  '^  might  I  but  see 
That  gentle  nymph  tiiat  tmn^d  with  me, 

I  might  be  happy  too.*'        Itaac  WatU, 

335d.  XABTTB,  Death  oft. 

ffilence  I  though  the  flames  arise  and  quiver  : 
Silence  I  thou^  the  crowd  howb  on  forever. 
Silence' !  Tlirough  this  fiery  pui^toiy . 
God  is  leading  up  a  soul  to  glory. 

See,  the  white  lips  with  no  moans  are  trem- 
bling. 

Hate  of  foes  or  plaint  of  friends*  dissembling ; 

If  sighs  come — ^his  patient  prayers  outlive 
them,  [t^em !  ^ 

' '  Lord,  these  knownot  what  they  do.  Forgive 

Thirstier  still  the  roaring  flames  are  glowing; 
Fainter  in  his  ear  the  laughter  growmg ; 
Brief  vrill  last  the  fierce  and  fiery  trial ; 
Angel  welcomes  drown  the  earth  deniaL 

Now  the  amorous  death-fires,  gleaming  ruddy, 
C^asp  him  close.    Down  drops  the  quivering 

body. 
While  through  harmless  flames  ecstatic  flying 
Shoots  the  b^uteous  souL  This,  this  is  dffUkg. 

Lo,  the  opening  sky  with  splendor  rifted ; 
Lo,  the  palm-brandi  for  his  hands  uplifted; 
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Lo,  the  immoxtal  diariot,  clond-desceiicling» 
And  its  Icgioned  aogcU  close  attending. 

Let  his  poor  dust  mingle  with  the  embers, 
While  the  crowds  sweep  on  and  none  remem- 
bers: 
Saints  unnmnbcred  through  the  Infinite  Glory, 
Praising  God,  recount  the  martyr^s  story. 

Dinah  Maria  Muloch  Craik. 

9953«  KABTTSDOK,  Orown  of. 

They  say,  who  know  the  life  divine^ 

And  upward  gaze  with  eagle  eyne, 

That  by  each  golden  crown  on  high. 

Rich  with  celestial  jewelry, 

Which  for  oin*  Lord^s  redeemed  is  set, 

lliere  hangs  a  radiant  coronet, 

All  gemmed  with  pure  and  living  lighti 

Too  dazzling  for  a  sinner's  siflht,    ^ 

Prepared  for  virgin  souls,  and  them 

Who  seek  the  martyr's  diadem. 

Nor  deem,  who  to  that  bliss  aspire 
Must  win  their  way  through  bl<K)d  and  fire : 
The  writhings  of  a  wounckd  heart 
Are  fiercer  fhan  a  f oeman's  dart 
Oft  in  lifers  stillest  shade  reclining, 
In  desolation  unrepiningy 
Without  a  hope  on  eartn  to  find 
A  mirror  in  an  answering  mind, 
Meek  souls  there  are,  who  little  dream 
Their  daily  strife  an  angel's  theme. 
Or  that  the  rod  they  take  so  calm 
Shall  prove  in  heaven  a  martyr's  palm. 

JohnKMe, 

33M.  KABTTBDOH,  Hobility  o& 

Patriots  have  toil'd,  and  in  their  country's 

cause 
Bled  nobly,  and  their  deeds,  as  they  deserve. 
Receive  proud  recompense.   We  give  in  charge 
Their  names  to  the  sweet  lyre.     The  histonc 

muse, 
Proud  of  the  treasure,  marches  with  it  down 
To  latest  times ;  and  Sculpture,  in  her  turn. 
Gives  bond  in  stone  and  ever-during  brass 
To  guard  them,  and  to  immortalize  her  trust : 
But  fairer  wreaths  are  due,  though  never  paid 
To  those  who,  posted  at  the  shrine  of  truth. 
Have  fallen  in  her  defence.    A  patriot's  blood. 
Well  spent  in  such  a  strife,  may  earn  indeed, 
Ajid  for  a  time  insure,  to  his  loved  land 
The  sweets  of  liberty  and  equal  laws ; 
But  martyrs  struggle  for  a  brighter  prize, 
And  win  it  with  more  pain.     Their  blood  is 

shed 
In  confirmation  of  the  noblest  claim — 
Our  claim  to  feed  upon  the  immortal  truth, 
To  walk  with  Gk)d,  to  be  divinely  free, 
To  soar,  and  to  anticipate  the  skies,    [known 
Yet  few  remember  them.     They  lived  un- 
Till  persecution  dragg'd  them  into  fame. 
And  chased  them  up  to  heaven.     Their  nshcs 

flew— 
No  marble  tells  us  whither.    With  their  names 
No  bard  embalms  and  sanctifies  his  song. 
And  history,  so  warm  on  meaner  themes. 
Is  cold  on  this.  William  Covoper, 


MM.  XABTTBIX)]!,  Eev«lati(ni8  of. 

The  roots  of  fairest  bloom  lie  sometime  hidden 
The  deepest  underneath  the  soil :  the  stones 
Of  purest  crystal  are  from  gloomiest  mines  r 
The  tenderest  pearls  are  won  from  roughest 

seas: 
And  stars  of  colors  dipp'd  in  Iris*  vats 
Beam  from  unfathomable  distances,      [night 
Ere  they  disclose  their  radiance.     And  wnen 
Hung  darkest  o'er  the  struggling  Church — 

when  faith 
Was  weary  wrestling,  not  with  heathen  foes. 
But,  mystery  of  mysteries,  with  her 
Who  claimed  allegiance  as  the  Bride  of  Christ — 
When  Satan  and  his  fellow-fiends  devised 
Daily  new  tortures,  and  relentless  scythes 
Mow'd  swaths  of  martyrs  in  the  Alpine  glens-^ 
When  fronting  all  the  powers  of  Antichrist 
Christ's  feeblest  braved  their  fiercest — ^then 

and  there 
Were  vessels  fashioned  for  the  Master's  use 
Of  unexampled  beauty  and  of  price 
Beyond  all  price. 

Edward  Henry  Bickersteth, 

9M6.  KABTTXS,  Aihat  of  tlio. 

Flung  to  the  heedless  winds, 

Or  on  the  waters  cast, 
The  martyrs'  ashes,  watched. 

Shall  gathered  be  at  last ; 
And  from  that  scattered  dust, 

Around  us  and  abroad, 
Shall  spring  a  plenteous  seed 

Of  witnesses  for  God. 

The  Father  hath  received 

Their  latest  living  breath ; 
And  vain  is  Satan's  boast 

'  Of  victory  in  their  death ; 
Still,  still,  though  dead,  they  speak, 

And,  trumpet-tongued,  proclaim 
To  many  a  wakening  land  * 
The  one  availing  Name. 

Martin  LutMr^  tr,  hy  W,  J.  Fbx, 

9957.  XASTYB8,  Blood  of  the. 

The  sacred  book,  its  value  understood. 
Received  the  seal  of  martyrdom  in  blood. 
Those  holy  men,  so  full  of  truth  and  grace, 
Seem,  to  reflection,  of  a  different  race ; 
Meek,  modest,  venerable,  wise,  sincere, 
In  such  a  cause  they  could  not  dare  to  fear; 
They  could  not  purchase  earth  with  such  a 

price. 
Or  spare  a  life  too  short  to  reach  the  skies. 
From  them  to  thee  conveyed  along  the  tide. 
Their  streaming  hearts  poured  freely  when 

they  died;  [pair, 

Tliose  truths  which  neither  use  nor  years  im- 
Invite  thee,  woo  thee,  to  the  bliss  they  share. 

WUliam  Cowper.    i 

935S.  MARTYRS,  Clhristian. 

The  lion^s  feet,  tlic  lion's  lips,  are  dyed  with 

crimson  gore, 
A  look  of  faith,  an  unbreathed  prayer,  the 

martyr's  pangs  are  o'er. 
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Prond  prinoes  and  grave  senaton  gaaeed  on 

that  fearful  sight, 
And  even  woman  seemed  to  share  the  savage 

crowd^s  delight ; 
But  what  the  g^lt  that  on  the  dead  a  fate  so 

fearful  drewt 
A  blameless  faith  was  all  the  crime  the  Chris- 
tian martyr  knew : 
And  where  theVrimson  current  flowed  upon 

that  barren  sand. 
Up  sprung  a  tree,  whose  vigorous  boughs  soon 

overspread  the  land; 
G^er  distant  isles  its  shadow  fell,  nor  knew 

its  roots  decay, 
E'en  when  the  Roman  Cssar's  throne  and 

empire  passed  away. 

HcmiUon  Buchanan, 

MM.  1CABT7B8,  SMori  of  thsi 

And,  when  the  fadeless  crown  of  martyrdom 
Was  wreathen  for.  the  martyr's  holy  brow, 
The  Captain  of  our  armies  oft  ordain'd 
No  slender  band  of  spirits,  but  leffions  arm'd. 
And  turms  of  the  celestial  chivafiy. 
Such  as  in  Dothan  camp'd  about  the  seer, 
To'  attend  His  dying  servants;  or  Himnelf 
Descended  in  His  <£aiot  psvod  with  love 
To  bear  them  straightway  home.  * 

BcMard  Henry  BickentM, 

M60.  MABTYBS,  Ldbie&M  of  ihs. 

We  must  behold  no  object  save  our  country. 
And  only  look  on  death  as  beautiful, 
80  that  the  sacrifloe  ascend  to  heaven, 
And  draw  down  freedom  on  her  evermore. 
''But  if  we  fail  t "    They  never  fail  who  die 
In  a  great  cause !    The  Uock  may  soak  their 

gore ;  [limbs 

eads  may  sodden  in  the  sun  5  their 
Be  strung  to  dty  gates  and  castle  walls ; 
But  stUf  their  q>irit  walks  ahrood.    Though 

years 
Elapse,  and  others  share  as  dark  a  doom, 
They  but  augment  the  deep  and  sweeping 

thoughts 
Which  overpower  all  others,  and  conduct 
The  world,  at  last,  to  freedom.     What  were 

we. 
If  Brutus  had  not  lived  f    He  died  in  giving 
Rome  liberty,  but  left  a  deathless  lesson-^ 
A  name  which  is  a  virtue,  and  a  soul 
Which  multiplies  itself  thxonghout  all  time. 

LordByran, 

9961.  ICiBIXXSi  fiMmiaiaoo  of  tha. 

In  their  midst  I  saw 
Some  who  appeared  more  radiant  than  the 

rest,  [nence 

And  ask'd  what  meant  their  bright  pre>emi- 
In  glory.    Oriel  answer'd, ''  These  are  they 
Of  whom  the  Church  on  earth  so  often  sings ; 
Some  of  the  martyrs'  noble  anpy :  these 
For  Christ  save  up  their  bodies  to  be  bum'd, 
Or  bow'd  their  necks  beneath  the  murderous 

sword ;  [scroll 

Or,  though  their  names  appear  not  on  the 
Of  martyrologiftsi  laid  down  their  life, 


Ko  less  a  martyrdom  in  Jesus^  eyes,      [couch 
For  Hia  dear  brethren*s  sake — ^watching  the 
Of  loathsome  sickness  or  of  slow  decay ; 
Or  binding  up  the  ravines  which  men, 
Marring  God's  image,  deal  on  fellow-men ; 
Or  visiting  the  captive  in  his  cell ; 
Or  struggling  with  a  burden  not  their  own 
Until  their  very  life-springs  wore  away. 
These  too  are  martyrs,  brother." 

Baward  JBlmry  Biekergtdk 

MM.  KABTTBd;  flood  of  tho. 

Avenge,  O  Lord,  Thj  slanghter'd  saints, 

whose  bones 

Lie  scattered  on  tho  Alpine  mountains  cold, 

Ev'n  them  who  kept  thy  truth  so  pure  of 

old,  [and  stones, 

When  all  our  fathers  worshipp'd  stocks 

Forget  not  in  Thy  book :  record  their  groans 

Who  were  Thy  sheep,  and  in  their  ancient 

folds  [roU'd 

Slain  by   the  bloody  Piedmonteae,   tibat 

Mother  with  infant  down  the  rocka.    Their 

moan 

The  vales  redoubled  to  the  hills,  and  they 

To   Heaven.    Their  martyr'd  blood  and 

ashes  sow  [sway 

O'er  all  th'  Italian  fields,  where  still  doth 

The  triple  Tyrant :  that  from  these  may  grow 

A  hundred  fold,  who  having  leam'd  Thy 

Early  may  fly  the  Babylonian  woe.     [way, 

John  Milton* 

9M8.  mBT  1CA0DALEIR 

Blessed,  yet  sinful  one,  and  broken-hearted  I 

Tho  crowd  are  pointing  at  the  thing  for- 

In  wonder  and  in  scorn  I  [loin. 

Thou  weepest  days  of  innocence  departed : 

Thou  weepest,  and  thy  tears  have  power  to 

The  Lord  to  pity  and  love.  [move 

The  g^reatest  of  thy  follies  is  forgiven. 
Even  for  the  last  of  all  the  tears  that  sliine 
On  that  pale  cheek  of  thine, 
lliou  didst  kneel  down,  to  Him  who  came 
from  heaven. 
Evil  and  ignorant,  and  thou  shalt  rise 
Holy,  and  pure,  and  wise. 

It  is  not  much  that  to  the  fragrant  blossom 

The  ragged  bier  should  chfmge ;  the  bitter 

Distil  Arabian  myrrh ;  [fir. 

Nor  that,  upon  the  wintry  desert's  bosom. 

The  harvest  should  rise  plenteous,  and  tho 

Bear  home  the  abundamt  grain,     [swain 

But  come    and   see  the  bleak  and  banren 

mountains  [see 

Thick  to  their  tops  with  roses :  come  and 

Leaves  on  the  dbry,  dead  tree.         [tafaia^ 

Tlie  perished  plant,  set  out  by  Uving  f  oun- 

Grows  fruitful,  and  its  beanteona  brancheB 

Forever,  toward  the  skies.  [liM^ 

William  CuUen  BrytmL 

SKMMi.  XEETIHa,  BtonsL 

When  shall  we  all  meet  again  f 
When  sliall  we  all  meet  again? 
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Oft  shall  glowinff  hope  expire. 
Oft  shall  weariedloYe  retire, 
Oft  shall  death  and  sorrotr  reign, 
Ere  we  all  shall  meet  again. 

Thongh  in  distant  lands  we  sigh, 
Parched  beneath  a  hostile  sky ; 
Though  the  deep  between  us  rolls, 
Friendship  shall  unite  our  souls. 
Still  in  Fancy's  rich  domain 
Oft  shall  we  all  meet  again. 

When  the  dreams  of  life  are  fled, 
When  its  wasted  lamps  are  dead ; 
When  in  cold  obliyion's  shade, 
Beaatj,  power,  and  fame  are  laid ; 
Where  immortal  spirits  reign. 
There  shall  we  all  meet  agun. 

9d65.  XEETDra,  Hope  ot 

Joyful  words — ^we  meet  again  I 
liOTe^B  own  langpiage,  comfort  darting 
Through  the  so^  of  friends  at  parting, 

life  in  Death  we  meet  again. 

While  we  walk  this  vale  of  tears, 

Compassed  round  with  care  and  sorrow. 
Gloom  to-day,  and  storm  to-morrow, 

"  Meet  again  '*  our  bosom  cheers. 

• 

Far  in  exile,  when  we  roam. 

O'er  our  last  endearments  weeping. 
Lonely  vigils  silent  keeping, 

'*  Meet  again  "  transports  us  home. 

When  the  weary  world  is  past, 
Happy  they  whose  spirits  soaring. 
Vast  eternity  exploring, 

*'  Meet  again  "  in  heayen  at  last 

Jamet  Montgomery. 

S966*  XBETnrO,  Sropheoy  o£ 

Those  we  love  can  never  perish ; 

They  at  most  but  disappear, 
And  their  memories  we  cherish. 

While,  unseen,  we  feel  them  near. 

Soon  we'll  leaye  the  mists  and  yapors 
Which  peryade  the  yale  of  tears. 

And  the  dimly  burning  tapers 
That  but  mock  our  hopes  and  fears ; 

Pass  within  the  realms  supernal. 

Where  the  seeming  is  the  real. 
And  the  transient,  the  eternal. 

In  the  loftiedt  ideal 

There  we'll  meet  tiie  loyed  departed 
When  '*  life's  weary  wheels  stand  still ! " 

Meet  the  noble,  the  true-hearted. 
Who  life's  mission  here  fu]flL 

Friends  and  loyers,  sisters,  brothers. 
With  the  thousands  we  hold  dear ; 

Fathers,  daughters,  sons,  and  mothers, 
WithiB  that  celestial  sphere. 

,  a  O.  BedeO. 
«M7.  XELAVOEOLY,  ZHmms  o£ 

It  is  not,  as  you  conceiye,  an  indisposition 
Of  body,  but  the  mind's  disease;  so  eosla^, 
88 


Fantastic  dotage,  madness,  frenzy,  rapture 

Of  mere  imagination,  differ  partly 

From  melandioly,  which  is  oriefly  this : 

A  mere  commotion  of  the  mind,  o'ercharged 

With  fear  and  sorrow ;  first  begat  T  the  brain, 

Tlie  seat  of  reason,  and  from  £ence  derived 

As  suddenly  into  the  heart,  the  seat 

Of  our  affection.  John  Ford. 

mn.  XELAHOHOLT,  Uadi  of; 

I  have  neither  the  scholar's  melandioly, 
Which  is  emulation ;  nor  the  musician's. 
Which  is  fantastical;  nor  the  courtier's, 
Which  is  pride ;  nor  the  soldier's,  which  is 
Ambition ;  nor  the  lawyer's,  which  is  politic ; 
Nor  the  lady's,  which  is  nice ;  nor  the  lover's. 
Which  is  iQl  these :  but  it  is  a  melancholy 
Of  mine  own ;  compounded  of  many  simples, 
Extaicted  from  many  objects,  and,  indeed. 
The  sundry  contemplation  of  my  travels ; 
hi  which  my  often  rumination  wraps  me 
In  a  most  hum'rous  sadness.      Shaketpoare. 

3960.  MELAVGHOLT,  Minathnpla 

Hence,  all  you  vain  delights, 
As  short  as  are  the  nights 

Wherein  you  spend  your  folly  I 
There's  naught  in  this  life  sweet. 
If  man  were  wise  to  see 't. 

But  only  melancholy, 

O,  sweetest  melancholy  I 

Welcome,  folded  arms,  and  fixed  eyes, 
A  sigh  that  piercing  mortifies, 
A  look  that's  fastened  to  the  g^und, 
A  tongue  chained  up  without  a  sound  I 
Fountain-heads  and  pathless  groves, 
Places  which  pale  passion  loves ! 
Moonlight  wuks,  when  all  the  fowls 
Are  warmly  housed  save  bats  and  owls  I 
A  midnight  bell,  a  parting  croan  I 
These  are  the  sounds  we  feed  upon. 
Then  stretch  our  bones  in  a  still  gloomy 
valley ;  [choly. 

Nothing's  so  dainty  sweet  as  lovely  melan- 

9970.  XBKOBT,  AiMdatiiig. 

And  slight  witlial  may  be  the  things  which 

bring  [Phiff 

Back  on  the  heart  the  weight  which  it  woiQa 
Aside  forever ;  it  may  be  a  sound, 
A  tone  of  music,  summer's  eve,  or  spring, 
A  flower,  the  wind,  the  ocean,  which  shall 

wound,  [darkly  bound. 

Striking  the  electric  chain  wherewith  we  are 
And  how  and  why  we  know  not,  nor  can 

trace 
Home  to  its  doud  this  lightning  of  the  mind. 
But  feel  the  shock  renewed,  nor  can  efface 
The  blight  and  blackening  which  it  leaves 

behind.  Lord  Byron. 

9971.  VEXOBT,  Belli  of. 

Hark  t  the  faint  bells  of  tiie  sunken  city 
Peal  once  more  their  wonted  evening  chime  I 

From  the  deep  abysses  floats  a  ditty. 
Wild  and  wcmdrous,  of  the  olden  time. 
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Temples,  towers,  and  domes  of  many  stories 
There  lie  buried  in  an  ocean  grave— 

Undescried,  save  when  their  golden  glories 
Gleam,  at  sunset,  through  the  lighted  ware. 

And  the  mariner  who  had  seen  them  glisten. 
In  whose  ears  those  magic  beUs  do  sound. 

Night  by  night  bides  there  to  watch  and 

listen,  [round. 

Though  death  lurks  behind  each  dark  rock 

So  the  bells  of  memory*s  wonder-city 

Peal  for  me  their  old  melodious  chime ; 
So  mv  heart  pours  forth  a  diangeful  ditty, 
.  Sad  and  pleasant,  from  the  bygone  time. 

Domes  and  towers  and  castles,  fancy-builded. 
There  lie  lost  to  daylight^s  garish  beams — 

There  lie  hidden  till  unveiled  and  gilded, 
Glory-gilded,  by  my  nightly  dreams  I 

< 

And  then  hear  I  music  sweet  upknelling 

From  many  a  well-known  phantom  band. 
And,    through   tears,   can    see   my  natural 
dwellmg 
Far  off  in  the  spirits  luminous  land  t 
WUhdm  MiuiUer^  tr.  hy  Jame$  O.  Mangati. 

9979.  XEKOKT,  Oonfivtlaii. 

Where  is  comfort  ?  in  diviflion  of  the  records 

of  the  mind  ? 
Can  I  part  her  from  herseli^  and  love  her,  as 

I  knew  her,  kind  ? 

I  remember  one  that  perished ;  sweetly  did 

she  speak  and  move ;        [was  to  love. 

Such  a  one  do  I  remember,  whom  to  look  at 

Can  I  think  of  her  as  dead,  and  love  her  for 

the  love  she  bore  f  [f orevermore. 

No — she  never  loved  me  truly;  love  is  love 

Comfort  ?  comfort  scorned  of  devils !  this  is 
truth  the  poet  sings. 

That  a  sorrow^s  crown  of  sorrow  is  remem- 
bering happier  things. 

Drug  thy  memories,  lest  thou  learn  it,  lest 

thy  heart  be  put  to  proof. 
In  the  dead,  unhappy  night,  and  when  the 

rain  is  on  the  roof. 

Like  a  dog,  he  hunts  in  dreams;  and  thou 

art  staring  at  the  wall, 
Where  the  dying  night-lamp  flickers,  and  the 

shadows  rise  and  faU. 

M78.  KEKOBT,  Oap  ofi 

Joy  is  a  ffoblet  that  soon  is  drained ; 

it  cracks  in  our  heedless  hands ; 

But  the  cup  of  Remembrance  forever  stands, 
Filled  with  libations  the  wormwood  of  tears 
has  stained. 

We  lift  it  against  the  dying  sun ; 
We  drink  till  the  eyes  run  o^er;         [more, 
We  drink  till  the  heart  will  contain  no 

And  surfeited  turns  from  the  Lethe  it  lutf  not 
won.  Bayard  Taylor. 


9974.  MBMORT,  LIgkt  •£ 

Oft,  in  the  stiUy  ni^t, 

Ere  slumber's  ch^  has  b«and  me, 
Fond  memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  ^ys  around  me ; 

The  smiles,  the  tears. 

Of  boyhood's  yean. 
The  words  of  love  then  q>oken ; 

The  eye  that  shone. 

Now  dimm'd  and  gone. 
The  dieerful  hearts  now  broken ! 

When  I  remember  all 

The  friends,  so  linked  together, 
Fve  seen  around  me  fidl. 
Like  leaves  in  wintry  weather; 
I  feel  like  one 
Who  treads  alone 
Some  banquet-hall  deserted. 
Whose  lights,  are  fled. 
Whose  garlands  dead. 
And  all  but  he  departed ! 

Thomas  Moore. 

997ff.  MEXOBT,  Pcfpetaatioi  «L 

Not  myself,  but  the  truth  that  in  life  I  have 

spoken,  [sown, 

Not  myself,  but  the  seed  that  in  life  I  have 

Shidl  pass  on  to  ages — all  about  me  f  orsotten. 

Save  ihe  truth  i  have  spoken,  the  things  I 

have  done. 

So  let  my  living  be,  so  be  my  dying ; 

So  let  my  name  lie,  unblazoned,  uiuaiown; 
Unpraised  and  unmissed,  I  shall  still  be  re- 
membered; 
Yes — ^but  remembered  by  what  I  have  done. 

fforatius  Bonar, 

9976.  KEXOBT,  QnallttM  ot 

A  pen,  to  register ;  a  key 

That  win£  through  secret  wards; 
Are  well  assigned  to  Memory 

By  allegoric  bards. 

As  aptly,  also,  might  be  given 

A  pencil  to  her  hand ; 
That  softening  objects  sometimes  evan 

Outstrip  the  heart's  demand ; 

That  smoothes  foregone  distress,  the  lines- 

Of  lingering  care  subdues. 
Long- vanished  happiness  refines,     - 

And  clothes  in  brighter  hues ; 

Yet,  like  a  tool  of  fancy,  works 

lliose  spectres  to  dilate 
That  startle  Conscience,  as  she  lurks 

Within  her  lonely  seat 

'   O  that  our  lives,  which  flee  so  fast. 
In  purity  were  such 
That  not  an  image  of  the  past 
Should  fear  that  pendPs  touch  I ' 

Retirement  then  might  hourly  look 

Upon  a  soothing  scene. 
Age  steal  to  bis  allotted  nook, 
'  Contented  and  serene; 
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With  heart  as  calm  as  lakes  that  sleep, 

la  frosty  moonlight  glistening ; 
Or  monntain  rirers,  where  they  creep 
Along  a  channel  smooth  and  deep, 
To  their  own  far-off  murmnrs  listening. 

William  Wordstoorth.  • 

d277.  XEH,  Dmind  for. 

The  world  wants  men — ^large-hearted,  manly 

men; 
Men  who  shall  join  its  chonis,  and  prolong 
The  psalm  of  labor,  and  the  psalm  of  love. 
The  times  want  scholars — scholars  who  shall 

shape 
The  doubtful  destinies  of  dubious  years, 
And  land  the  ark,  that  bears  our  country^s 
Safe  on  some  peaceful  Ararat  at  last   [good, 
The  age  wants  heroes — ^heroes  who  shall  dare 
To  straggle  in  the  solid  ranks  of  truth ; 
To  dutch  the  monster  error  by  the  throat ; 
To  bear  opinion  to  a  loftier  seat ; 
To  blot  the  era  of  oppression  out, 
And  lead  a  uniyersal  freedom  in.         [souls ; 
And  heaven  wants  souls — ^fredi  and  capacious 
To  taste  its  raptures,  and  expand,  like  flow- 
ers, 
Beneath  the  glory  of  its  central  sun.     [ones ; 
It  wants  fresh  souls — ^not  lean  and  shrivelled 
It  wants  fresh  souls,  my  brother — ^give   it 

thine. 
If  thou  indeed  wilt  be  what  scholars  should; 
If  thou  wilt  be  a  hero,  and  wilt  strive 
To  help  thy  fellow  and  exalt  thyself. 
Thy  feet,  at  last,  shall  stand  on  jasper  floors ; 
Thy  h^irt,   at  last,  shall  seem  a  thousand 
hearts—  [filled— 

Each  single  heart  with  myriad  raptures 
While  thou  sbalt  sit  with  princes  ana  with 
Rich  in  the  jewel  of  a  ransomed  souL  [kings, 

9378.  MEBOT,  Blmnd. 

The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  strained — 
It  droppeth  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 
Upon  the  place  beneath :  it  is  twice  blessed — 
It  blesseth   him  that  gives,  and  him  that 

takes: 
TIs  mightiest  in  the  mightiest ;  it  becomes 
The  throndd  monarch  better  than  his  crown ; 
His   sceptre   shows  the  force  of  temporal 

power. 
The  attribute  to  awe  and  majesty,       [kings  : 
Wherein  doth    sit  the  dread  and  fear  of 
But  mercy  is  above  this  sceptred  sway — 
It  is  enthronM  in  the  hearts  of  kings, 
It  is  an  attribute  to  Ck>d  Hunself ;       [God's, 
And  eartUy  power  doth  then  show  likest 
When  mercy  seasons  justice.    BhaiDStpeare. 

M79.  UEBOTi  Sivhia. 

Ood*s  boimdless  mercy  is  to  sinful  man 

Like  to  the  ever  wealthy  .ocean ; 

Which,  though  it  sends  forth  thousand 
streams,  'tis  ne'er 

Known,  or  else  seen,  to  be  the  emptier ; 

And  though  it  t^es  all  in,  'tis  yet  no  more 

Fall,  and  till'd-full,  than  when  f all-fiU'd  be- 
fore. Bdbert  Herriek. 


MM*  XESOT,  EmUem  of; 

Softly,  softly,  f alleth  the  snow. 

Over  the  valleys,  lone  and  low ; 

Over  the  rugffcd  and  blei^  hillside, 

And  the  desolate  fields  outspreading  wide. 

All  the  noisome  dty  street 
Shows  pure  and  clean  in  its  beautiful  sheet ; 
And  sear,   brown   meadowy,    and  wood^ 
height,  [white. 

Stand   forth   transfigured,    and   fair,    and 

So  from  Thy  throne  of  light  above 
Look  Thou  upon  ua^  O  I^rd  of  love, 
And  cover  our  sin  and  remove  our  woe,         ' 
By  Thy  dear  mercy's  robe  of  snow. 

L.  M,  CJictpman, 

3W1«  XBBOTi  Gift  ot 

Once  staggering,  blind  with  folly,  on  the 
brink  of  hell,  [roar, 

Above  the  everlasting  fire-flood's  frightful 

Gk)d  threw  His  heart  before  my  feet,  and, 
stumbling  o^er 

That  obstacle  divine,  I  into  heaven  fell. 

Orientalj  tr.  by  W.  jB.  Al^er. 

99§9.  KEBOT,  Inritstlon  «£ 

Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Fiird  with  dismay. 
Wait  not  for  to-morrow, 

Yield  thee  to-day ! 

Heaven  bids  thee  come 

While  yet  there's  room : 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

Hear,  and  obeyl 

Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

Why  wilt  thou  die  ? 
Come,  while  thou  canst  bon-ow 

Help  from  on  high  I 

Grieve  not  that  love 

Which  from  above. 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Would  bring  thee  nigh ! 

ThamoB  Edstinga, 

SIM8.  ICEBOT,  Bmooa  o£ 

Had  not  the  milder  hand  of  mercy  broke 
The  furious  violence  of  that  fatal  stroke 
Offended  justice  struck,  we  had  been  quite 
Lost  in  the  shadows  of  eternal  night. 
Thy  mercy.  Lord,  is  like  the  morning  sun 
Whose  beieims  undo  what  sable  night  hod 

done; 
Or,  like  a  stream,  the  current  of  whose  course, 
Restrained  awhile,  runs  with  a  swifter  force. 
Oh  I  let  me  glow  beneath  those  sacred  beams. 
After  bathe  me  in  those  silver  streams ; 
To  Thee  alone  my  sorrows  shall  appeid ; 
Hath  earth  a  wound  too  hard  for  heaven  to 

heal  9  Francis  Quarles, 

3984,  KEEIT,  Attainment  of. 

Tadents  angel-bright, 
If  wanting  worth,  are  shining  instruments 
In  false  ambition's  hand,  to  iinish  faults 
Illustrious,  and  give  to  infamy  renown. 
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Great  ill  is  an  achieyement  of  mat  powers : 
Plain  sense  bnt  rarely  leads  us  far  astray. 
Reason  the  means,  affections  choose  our  end  : 
Means  have  no  merit,  if  oar  end  amiss,  [yain. 
If  wrong  our  hearts,  our  heads  are  right  in 
Our  hearts  ne^er  bow  but  to  superior  worth ; 
Nor  eyer  fail  of  their  allegiance  there. 
Fools,  indeed,  drop  the  man  in  their  accounts, 
And  vote  the  mantle  into  majesty. 
Let  the  small  sayfu^e  boast  his  sifyer  fur, 
His  royal  robe,  unborrowed  and  unbought — 
His  own,  descending  fairly  from  his  sires. 
Shall  man  be  proud  to  wear  his  liyery, 
And  souU  in  ermine  scorn  a  soul  without  ? 
Can  j)lace  or  lessen  us  or  aggrandize? 
Pigmies  are  pigmies  still,  uiough  perched  on 
And  pyramias  are  pyramids  in  yales.  [Alps ; 
Each  man  makes  his  own  stature— -builds 

himself. 
Virtne  alone  out-builds  the  pyramids : 
Her  monuments  shall  last  when  Egypt's  falL 

Hiffh  worth  is  elevated  place :  ^tis  more : 
It  mSkea  the  post  stand  ciUDdidate  for  thee ; 
Makes  more  than  monarchs — makes  an  hon^ 

man.  [wealth ; 

Though  no  exchequer  it  commands,  'tis 
And  though  it  wears  no  riband,  'tis  renown ; 
Renown  that  would  not  quit  thee,  though 

disgraced. 
Nor  leave  thee  pendant  on  a  master's  smile. 

Edwa/rd  Toung. 

99M.  10BBIT,  EwwuL 

All  that  I  iOM — ^my  sin,  my  guilt, 

My  death  was  aU  my  own ; 
All  that  I  am,  I  owe  to  Thee, 

My  gracious  God  alone. 

The  evil  of  my  former  state 

Was  mine,  and  only  mine ; 
The  good  in  which  I  now  r^oice 

Is  Thine,  and  only  Thine. 

The  darkness  of  my  former  state, 

The  bondage  all  was  mine ; 
The  light  of  life  in  which  I  walk, 

The  liberty  is  Thine. 

Thy  grace  first  made  me  feel  my  sin. 

It  tauffht  me  to  believe ; 
Then  in  oelieving  peace  I  found. 

And  now  I  live,  I  live. 

All  that  I  am  even  here  on  earth, 

All  that  I  hope  to  be 
When  Jesus  comes  and  glory  dawns, 

I  owe  it.  Lord,  to  Thee. 

ffaratitu  Bonar, 

M86.  XBBIT,  Intriniio, 

A  jewel  is  a  jewel  still,  though  lying  in  the 
dust,  ^mpest  thrust. 

And  sand  is  sand,  though  up  to  heaven  by  the 
Oriental^  tr.Oy  W.B,  Alger. 

9M7.  KESaiAH,  Bdga  of  tiia. 
Ye  nymphs  of  Solyma !  begin  the  song — 
To  heavenly  themes  sublimer  strains  belong. 


The  mossy  fountains  and  the  syl^ui  shades, 
The  dreams  of  Findus  and  the  Aonian  maids. 
Delight  no  more — O  lliou  my  voice  inspire 
Who  touched  Isaiah's  hallowed  lips  with  fins ! 

Rapt  into  future  times  the  bara  begun : 
A  vifgin  shall  oonoeive — a  virgin  bear  a  son ! 
From  Jesse's  root  behold  a  branch  arise 
Whose  sacred  flower  with  fragrance  fiUs  the 

skies  I 
The  ethereal  spirit  o'er  its  leaves  shall  more, 
And  on  its  top  descends  the  mystic  dove. 
Ye  heavens  I  from  high  the  dewy  nectar  pour, 
And  in  soft  silence  shed  the  kindly  shower  I 
The  ric^  aadwMk  tiie  healing  pint  ahaU 

aid — 
From  storm  a  shelter,  and  from  beat  a  shade. 
All  crimes  shall  cease,  and  ancient  frauds 

shall  fail; 
Returning  justice  lift  aloft  her  scale. 
Peace  o'er  the  .world  her  olive  wand  extend, 
And  white-robed  innocence  from  heaven  de- 
scend, [moml 
Swift  fly  the  years,  and  rise  the  expected 
Oh  spring  to  light  I  auspicious  babe,  be  bom  I 
See,  nature  hastes  her  earliest  wreaths  to  bring, 
With  all  the  incense  of  the  breathing  spring  1 
See  lofty  Lebanon  his  head  advance ; 
See  nodding  forests  on  the  mountains  dance; 
See  spicy  douds  from  lowly  Sharon  rise, 
And  Carmel's  flowery  top  perfumes  theddesl 
Hark  I  a  glad  voice  the  lonely  desert  KhsoAi 
Prepare  the  way  I  a  Gk>d,  a  €k>d  appears  I 
A  God,  a  God  I  the  vocal  hills  reply — 
The  rocks  proclaim  the  approadiing  Deity. 
Lol  earth  receives  Him  from  the  bcmding 

skies  I  [riael 

Sink  down,  ye  mountains,  and  ye  valleys, 
With  heads  aedined,  ye  cedars,  homage  pay  I 
Be  smooth,  ye  rocks ;   ye  ^pid  floo£,  give 

wayt  [told! 

The  Saviour  comes !  by  ancient  bards  foro- 
Hear  Him,  ye  deaf ;  and  all  ye  blind,  bdiold ! 
Hefrom  thick  films  shall  purge  the  visual  ray. 
And  on  the  sightless  eyeball  pour  the  day ; 
'Tis  He  the  obstracted  paths  of  sound  shall 

dear,  [ear; 

And  bid  new  music  diarm  the  unfolding 
The  dumb  shall  sing;  the  lame  his  crutch 

forego. 
And  leap  exulting  like  the  bounding  roe. 
No  sigh,  no  murmur,  the  wide  world  ahdl 


From  every  face  He  wipes  off  every  tear. 
In  adamantine  diains  shall  death  be  bound, 
And  hell's  grim  tyrant  fed  the  eternal  wound. 
As  the  good  shepherd  tends  his  fleecy  care, 
Seeks  ^eshest  pasture,  and  the  purest  air, 
Explores  the  lost,  the  wai\derinff  sheep  directs, 
By  day  o'ersees  them,  and  by  night  protects; 
Tlie  tender  lambs  He  raises  in  His  arms — 
Feeds  from  His  hand,   and  in  Hia  bosom 
warms:  [g^S^" 

Thus  shall  mankind  EQa  guardian  cars  eo- 
The  promised  father  of  the  future  ageu 
Ko  more  shall  nation  against  nation  rise, 
Nor  ardent  warriors  meet  with  hateful  eyes; 


MTTiTiTCTyyiTTM, 


ivrrTiT«3gmwiUM« 
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Nor  fidds  with  gleaming  steel  be  ooyered  o'er, 
The  brazen  tmmpeta  kindle  rage  no  more ; 
But  lueless  lances  into  scythes  shall  bend, 
And  the  broad  falchion  in  a  ploughshare  end. 
Then  palaces  shall  rise ;  the  joyful  son 
SbaU  finish  what  his  short-lived  sire  beg^un. 
Their  vines  a  shadow  to  their  race  shall  yield. 
And  the  same  hand  that  sowed  shall  reap  the 

field. 
The  swain  in  banen  deserts  with  surprise 
Sees  lilies  spring  and  sudden  verdure  rise ; 
And  starts,  amidst  the  thirsty  wilds,  to  hear 
New  fails  of  water  murmuring  in  his  ear. 
On  rifted  rocks,  the  dragon^s  late  abodes. 
The  green  reed  trembles,  and  the  bulrush  nods ; 
Ws^  sandy  ^^dleys,  once  perplexed  with 
Hie  spiry  fir  and  shapely  box  adorn ;  [thorn. 
To  leafless  shrubs  the  flowery  palms  succee  d. 
And  odorous  myrtle  to  the  noisome  weed; 
The  lambs  with  wolves  shall  graze  the  verdant 

mead. 
And  boys  in  flowery  bands  the  tiger  lead. 
Ilie  steer  and  lion  m  one  crib  shul  meet, 
And  harmless  serpents  lick  the  pilgrims'  feet 
The  smiling  infimt  in  his  hands  shall  take 
The  crested  basilisk  and  speckled  snake. 
Pleased,  the  green  lustre  of  the  scales  survey. 
And  with  their  forked  tongues  shall  inno- 
cently play.  [rise  I 
Biset  'crowned  with  light,  imperial  Salem, 
Exalt  thy  towery  head,  and  lift  thine  eyes  1 
See  a  long  race  thy  spacious  courts  adorn ; 
See  future  sons  and  daughters,  yet  unborn, 
In  crowding  ranks  on  eveiy  side  arise. 
Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  skies ! 
See  barbarous  nations  at  thy  gates  attend. 
Walk  in  thy  light,  and  in  thy  temple  bend ; 
See  thy  bright  altars  thronged  witii  prostrate 

kings. 
And  heaped  with  products  of  Sabttan  springs ! 
For  thee  Idume's  spicy  forests  blow. 
And  seeds  of  gold  m  Ophir's  mountains  glow. 
See  heaven  its  qparkUng  portals  wide  display, 
And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day  1 
No  more  the  rising  sun  shall  ^d  the  mom, 
Nor  evening  Cynt£ia  fill  her  silver  horn : 
But  lost,  dusolved  in  thy  superior  rays, 
One  tide  of  glory,  one  unclouded  blaze, 
(Verflow  thy  courts ;  the  Light  Himself  shall 

shine 
Bevealed,  and  Qod's  eternal  day  be  thine ! 
The  seas  shall  waste,  the  skies  in  smoke  de- 

Hocks  fall  to  dust,  and  mountains  melt  away ; 

But  fixed  His  word.  His  saving  power  re- 
mains; 

Thy  realm  forever  lasts,  thv  own  Messiah 
reigns  1  Alosoandsr  B?pe, 

9998.  XmUBHnini,  AalnuOs  hi  the. 

The  animals,  as  once  in  Eden,  lived  [bear 
In  peace :  the  wolf  dwelt  with  the  lamb ;  the 
And  leopard  with  the  ox ;  with  looks  of  love, 
The  tiger  and  the  scalv  crocodile 
Together  met,  at  Gambia*s  palm  v  wave ; 
Perohed  on  the  eaglets  wing,  the  bird  of  song. 
Singing,  arose  and  visited  the  sun ; 


And  with  the  falcon  sat  the  ^^tle  lark. 
The  little  child  leaped  from  his  mother^s  arms. 
And  stroked  the  crested  snake,  and  rolled 

unhurt  [home : 

Among  his  speckled  waves — and  wished  him 
And  sauntering  school-boys,  slow  returning, 

played 
At  eve  about  the  lion^s  den,  and  wove 
Into  a  shaggy  mane  fantastic  flowers : 
To  meet  thef  husbandman,  early  abroad. 
Hasted  the  deer,  and  waved  its  woody  head : 
And  round  his  dewy  steps,  the  hare,  unscared. 
Sported,  and  toyed  f ainiliar  with  his  dog : 
Tlie  flocks  and  herds,  o'er  hill  and  valley 

spread. 
Exulting,  cropped  the  ever-budding  herb : 

JSobert  IhUok. 

MM.  mUiEnnni;  AatsoidsBtiof  tht. 

Nor  was  the  general  aspect  of  the  world 
Always  a  moral  waste :  a  time  there  came, 
Though  few  believed  it  e*er  should  come ;  a 

time 
Typed  by  the  Sabbath  day  recurring  once 
In  seven ;  and  by  the  year  of  rest  indulged 
Septennial  to  the  lands  on  Jordan's  banks  : 
A  time  foretold  by  Judah's  bards  in  words 
Of  fire :  a  time,  seventh  part  of  time,  and  set 
Before  the  eighth  and  last — ^the  Sabbath  day 
Of  aU  the  earth — when  all  had  rest  and  peace. 
Before  its  coming  many  to  and  fro 
Ran ;  ran  from  various  cause ;  by  many  sent 
From  various  cause;   upright,  and  crooked 

both. 
Some  sent,  and  ran  for  love  of  souls  sincere ; 
And  more  at  instance  of  a  holy  name. 
With  ^odly  zeal  much  vanity  was  mixed ; 
And  circumstance  of  gaudy  civil  pomp ; 
And  speeches  buying  praise  for  prabe ;  and 

lists,  [names 

And  endless  scrolls,  surcharged  with  modest 
That  sought  the  public  eye ;  and  stories,  told 
In  quackish  phrase,  that  hurt  their  credit,  even 
When  true — combined  with  wise  and  prudent 

means.  [much  alloy  : 

Much  wheat,  much  chaff,  mudi  gold,  and 
But  Gk>d  wrought  with  the  whole — ^wrought 

most  witii  what  [result 

To  man  seemed  weakest  means — and  brought 
Of  good  from  good  and  evil  both;    and 

breathed 
Into  the  withered  nations  breath  and  life : 
The  breath  and  life  of  liberty  and  truth. 
By  means  of  knowledge  breathed  into  the  souL 

JBobert  BoiUok. 

M90.  IdLLEIHIUM,  BMariptiea  of  tiie. 

Creation,  which  had  groan'd  in  travail-pangs 
Together  with  her  children  until  now, 
Oeued  from  her  groaning.    Long«f orgotten 

smiles. 
The  smiles  of  her  sweet  childhood's  innocence. 
Stole  o'er  her  happy  face.    The  wilderness 
Rejoiced,  and  blossom'd  as  the  rose.    The 

curse,  [heart 

Which  for  Ax,  thousand  years  had  sear'd  the 
Of  nature,  was  repeal'd.    And  where  the  thorn 
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Peiplex'd  tlie  glens,  and  prickly  briars  the 

hills, 
Now,  for  the  Word  so  spake  and  it  was  done, 
The  fir-tree  reared  its  stately  obelisk. 
The  cedar  waved  its  arms  of  peaceful  shade, 
The  Tine  embraced  the  elm,  and   myrtles 

flowered  [storms 

Among    the    fragrant    orange-groves.      No 
Vex^d  the  serene  of  heaven :  but-genial  mists, 
Such  as  in  Eden  drench^'d  the  wiUing  soil. 
Nurtured  all  lands  with  richer  dews  than 

balm.  [waters 

Earth  breathed  her  thanks.    Rivers  of  living 
Broke  from  a  thousand  unsuspected  springs ; 
And  gushing  cataracts,  like  that  caU^d  forth 
On  Horeb  by  the  rod  of  Amram's  son, 
Gladdened  tiie  mountain  slopes,  and  coursed 

adown 
Tlie  startled  defiles,  till  the  crystal  wealth, 
Gathered  in  what  was  once  an  arid  vale, 
A  lake  of  azure  and  of  silver  shone, 
A  mirror  for  the  sun  and  moon  and  stars. 

Peace  reigned.  Antipathiesof  kind  were  now 
Things  of  the  past    The  wolf  and  yearling 
lamb  [kid 

Were  playmates;   and  the  leopard  and  the 
Gamboird  together  on  one  knoll ;  the  steer 
And  lion  gra^d  one  herbage,  and  the  oz 
Couched  with  the  bear  on  one  luxurious  sward. 
Nor  of  the  advent  of  the  Prince  of  peace 
Lack'd  the  calm  sea  its  symbols,  nor  the  sky. 
Dolphins  and  sharks  in  many  a  sunny  creek 
Together  basked   at   noon;    and  glittering 

shoals 
Made  mirth  around  the  huge  leviathan. 
Nor  less,  as  I  have  seen,  the  king  of  birds 
Would  bear  the  cushat  dove  upon  its  wings 
Into  the  morning  sunlight ;  while  beneath 
The  swallow  and  the  vultiu'e  only  vied 
In  speed,  disporting  o^er  the  woods  and  waves. 
And  now  in  air  and  ocean,  as  on  earth, 
A  holy  fear  of  man.  Nature's  true  priest, 
Bubdued  all  creatures  to  his  wiU.     His  word 
Was  law.    Even  the  infant  stretched  its  hand. 
Its  tiny  hand,  towards  the  cockatrice. 
Now  seen,  now  hidden  in  its  den ;  and  babes 
Play'd  with  the  innocent  asp,  wreathing  a  coil 
Of  burnished  gold  and  opal  round  the  neck, 
Or  as  a  bracelet  round  the  dimpled  arm. 
Freed  from  the  curse,  the  grateful  garden  gave 
Its  fruits  in  goodly  revenue.     Nor  frost 
Nor  blight  nor  mildew  fell ;  nor  canker-worm 
Nor  caterpillar  marred  one  ripening  hope. 
The  douos  dropped  fatness.    The  very  ele- 
ments 
Were  subject  to  the  prayerful  will  of  those 
Whose  pleasure  was  in  unison  with  God^s. 
There  winter  was  as  summer :  summer  there, 
Attempered  with  soft  dews  and  cooling  winds. 
Appeared  in  sevenfold  glory ;  for  the  moon 
Was  as  the  sun  in  that  pellucid  air. 
The  sun  as  seven  day  ^s  light  in  one  condensed. 
And  when  the  sun  had  set  nor  moon  had  risen. 
The  lesser  glories  of  the  stars  shone  forth. 
As  flames  fair  Venus  in  the  Eastern  heavens, 
Or  lordly  Jupiter. 


War  was  unknown; 
The  brotherhood  of  nations  unrckx^'d: 
Swords  now  were  ploughshares,  speais  were 

pruning-hooks, 
And  all  tlie  enginery  of  battle  shone 
As  trophies  of  the  victory  of  love. 
Babel's  confusion  was  unlearned.    And  one 
Melodious  language,  wherein  every  thought 
Found   utterance,   overspread   the  drdifig 

globe, 
A  language  worthy  of  the  sons  of  God 
No  labor  now  was  lost     Commerce  dififosed 
From  pole  to  pole  the  gifts  of  every  dime, 
And  spread  her  sails  to  every  wind  that  blew, 
Though  love,  not  greed  of  lucre,  held  the 

helm. 
But  chiefly  to  Jerusalem  and  fro 
The  drift  of  ceaseless  traffic  set ;  for  there 
David,  vicegerent,  sate  on  David^s  throne ; 
And  on  their  thrones  of  judgment  rooDd 

about, 
Judging  the  tribes  of  Israel,  the  twelve. 
Who  sometime  suffered  with  a  suffering  Lord, 
Reign'd  in  His  glorious  reign.     Mercy  sad 

truth 
Met  in  His  presence:  righteousness  and  peace 
Eiss^d  each  the  other  underneath  His  eye. 
His  people  were  a  royalty  of  priests. 
And  offered  in  His  temple  ceaseless  prayer 
And  incense  of  uninterrupted  praise. 
Thither  the  nations  flock'd.      There  every 

doubt 
Was  solved :  there  perfect  equity  held  swav. 
No  wrong,  but  there  was  instantly  redreas'd; 
No  right,  but  there  was  gloriously  confinn'd: 
For  Zion  was  the  mercy-seat  of  ^rth,  [faiUi 
The  footstool  of.  the  throne  of  God;  where 
Had  clearest  evidence  of  thinsps  unseen. 
And  hope  climbed  easiest  up  uie  golden  stain 
Scaling  the  heavens,  and  love,  pure  passionate 
Saw  the  Beloved  One  and  was  at  rest  [love, 

Edward  Henry  Bicker^tkk 

9M1.  MILLEnxniC,  Olofjof  tha. 

Thrice  happy  days  I  thrice  blest  die  man 
who  saw  [had  hdd 

Their  dawnl  the  Church  and  State,  that  long 
Unholy  intercourse,  were  now  divorced; 
Princes  were  righteous  men;  judges  upright: 
And  first  in  general  now — ^f or  in  the  worst 
Of  times  there  were  some  honest  seers— 4be 
priest  [flocks- 

Sought   other  than  the  fleece  among  his 
Best  paid  when  God  was  honored  most   Aad 

like 
A  cedar,  nourished  well,  Jerusalem  grew. 
And  towered  on  high,  and  spread,  and  flour- 
ished fair,  [lodged; 
And  underneath  her  boughs  the  natioDS 
All  nations  lodged,  and  sung  the  song  of 
peace.  [corse, 
From  the  four  winds,  the  Jews,  eased  of  flie 
Returned,  and  dwelt  with  Qod  in  Jacob's 

land. 
And  drank  of  Sharon  and  of  Carmel's  vine. 
Satan  was  bound ;  though  bound,  not  baa- 
ished  quite ; 
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Bat  lurked  about  the   timoroiis  skirts  of 

things,  [earth ; 

ni  lodged,  and  thinking  whiles  to  leave  the 
And  with  the  wicked,  for  some  wicked  were, 
Held  midnight  meetings,  as  the  saints  were 

wont; 
Fearful  of  day^  who  once  was  as  the  son, 
And  worshipped  more.    The  bad,  but  few, 

became 
A  taunt  and  hissing  now,  as  heretofore 
The  good ;  and  blushing,  hasted  out  of  sight. 
Disease  was  none :  the  Toice  of  war  forgot : 
The  sword,  a  share:  a  pruning-hook,  the 

spear. 
Hen  grew  and  multiplied  upon  the  earth. 
And  filled  the  city,  and  the  waste :  and  Death 
Stood  waiting  for  the  lapse  of  tardy  age. 
That  mocked  him  long.    Men  g^w  and  mul- 
tiplied, [brought 
But  lacked  not  bread:  for  Qod  His  promise 
To  mind,  and  blessed  the  land  with  plenteous 

rain ;  [things 

And  made  it  blest,  for  dews,  and  precious 
Of  heaven,  and  blessings  of  the  deep  beneath ; 
And  blessings  of  the  sun  and  moon;   and 

fruits 
Of  day  and  night ;  and  blessings  of  the  vale ; 
And  precious  things  of  the  eternal  hills ; 
And  all  the  fulness  of  perpetual  spring. 
The  prison-house,  where   chained  felons 

pmed,  [light 

Threw  open  his  ponderous  doors ;  let  in  the 
Of  heaven;  and  grew  into  a  church,  where 

God  [none. 

Was  worshipped :  none  were  ignorant ;  selfish 
Lore  took  the  place  of  Ikw;  where'er  you 

met 
A  man  you  met  a  friend,  sincere  and  true. 
Kind  looks  foretold  as  Idnd  a  heart  within ; 
Words  as  they  sounded  meant ;  and  promises 
Were  made  to  be  performed.    Thrice  happy 
Philosophy  was  sanctified,  and  saw      [days  I 
Perfection,  which  she  thought  a  fsble  long. 
Revenge  hh  dagger  dropped,  and  kissed  the 

"hand 
Of  Mercy ;  Anger  cleared  his  cloudy  brow, 
And  sat  with  Peace:  Envy  grew  red,  and 

smiled  [mility : 

On  Worth:  Pride  stooped,  and  Idssed  Hu- 
Lust  washed  his  miry  hands,  and,  wedded, 

leaned 
On  chaste  Desire :  and  Falsehood  laid  aside 
His  many-folded  cloak,  and  bowed  to  Truth ; 
And  Treachery  up  from  his  mining  came, 
And  walked  above  the  ground  with  righteous 

Faith:  [hand. 

And  Govetousness   unclenched  his   sinewy 
And  opened  his  door  to  Charity,  the  fair: 
Hatred  was  lost  in  Love :  and  Vanity, 
^With  a  good  conscience  pleased,  her  feathers 

cropped: 
Bloth  in  the  morning  rose  with  Industry ; 
To  Wisdom  Folly  turned:  and  Fashion  turned 
Deception  off,  in  act  as  good  as  word. 
The  hand  that  held  a  w^p  was  lifted  up 
To  bless ;  slave  was  a  word  in  ancient  1>ix)ks 


Met  only ;  ev*ry  man  was  free;  and  all 
Feared  God,  and  served  him  day  and  night 
in  love.  Bobert  BoUok, 

9d99.  MnLEnnm,  TUIoii  of  tha. 

For  I  dipt  into  the  future,  far  as  human  eye 

could  see, 
Saw  the  vision  of  the  world,  and  all  the  won- 
der that  would  be ; 
Saw  the  heavens  fill  with  commerce,  argosies 

of  magic  sails. 
Pilots  of  the  purple  twilight,  dropping  down 

with  costly  bales ; 
Heard  the  heavens  fill  with  shouting,  and 

there  rained  a  ghastly  dew 
From  the  nations^  airy  navies  grappling  in 

the  central  blue ; 
Far  along  the  world-wide  whisper  of  the 

south-wind  rushing  warm. 
With  the  standards  of  the  peoples  plunging 

through  the  thunder-storm ; 
Till  the  war-drum  throbbed  no  longer,  and 

the  battle-flags  were  furled  [the  world. 
In  the  parliament  of  man,  the  federation  of 
There  the  common  sense  of  most  shall  hold  a, 

fretful  realm  in  awe. 
And  the  kindly  earth  shall  slumber,  lapt  in 

universal  law.        Alfred  Tennyson. 

MWI.  MILLBraiUli;  Waiohiiig  for  the. 

Poet  and  seer  that  question  caught, 

Above  the  din  of  lifers  fears  and  frets ; 
It  marched  with  letters,  it  toiled  with  thought. 

Through  schools   and  creeds  which  the 
earth  forgets. 
And  statesmen  trifle,  and  priests  deceive. 

And  traders  barter  our  world  away ; 
Yet  hearts  to  that  golden  promise  cleave. 

And  still,  at  times,  '*Is  it  come  ?  "  they  say. 

The  days  of  the  nations  bear  no  trace 

Of  ail  the  sunshine  so  far  foretold ; 
The  cannon  speaks  in  the  teacher^s  place ;  • 

The  age  is  weary  with  work  and  gold ; 
And  high  hopes  wither,  and  memories' wane ; 

On  hearths  and  altars  the  fires  are  dead; 
But  that  brave  faith  hath  not  lived  in  vain ; 

And  this  is  all  that  our  watcher  said. 

JBVaneei  Brawn, 

3M4.  imm,  AfltiTi^  of  the. 

The  mind  has  no  tcHiay  /  The  present  things 
Are  for  the  senses,  never  for  the  soul ; 
Backwards  or  forwards,  on  its  restless  wings — 
An  eager  traveller,  without  a  goal, 
It  fiits  forever !  seeking  out  the  lore     [fore; 
Of  things  to  come,  in  things  that  were  be- 
Stealing  the  taper  from  the  md  world's  tomb. 
To  light  it  through  the  future's  deeper  gloom  I 
It  is  the  hidden  principle  of  soul, 
YThich  will  not  sleep  amid  a  noon  of  light. 
Which  ponders  still  upon  a  doubtful  scroll. 
And  spurns  the  lessons  that  are  read  at  sight ; 
Which,  more  than  present  waters,  loves  to 
The  music  of  an  unseen  fountain  play,   [hear 
And,  better  than  the  trumpet  in  its  ear, 
Hie  echo  of  a  trumpet  far  away  t 

Thamae  KiMe  Heroey^ 
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iMcrmy. 


99M.  mDi  Oontentment  dl 

Sweet  are  the  thoughts  that  savor  of  content — 
The  qaiet  mind  is  richer  than  a  crown ; 
Sweet  are  the  nights  in  careless  slumber  spent ; 
The  poor  estate  scorns  f ortmie^s  angry  frown : 
Sach  sweet  content,  such  minds,  such  sleep, 

such  bliss, 
Beggars  enjoy,  when  princes  oft  do  miss. 
The  homely  house  that  harbors  quiet  rest, 
The  cottage  that  affords  no  pride  or  care, 
Tlie  mean  that  Agrees  with  country  music  best, 
The  sweet  consort  of  mirth  and  music^s  fare, 
Obscured  life  sets  down  a  type  of  bliss ; 
A  mind  content  both  crown  and  kii^dom  is. 

Bobert  weene, 

SKMNL  Xnn^  Fmdaa  of  tlM. 

Blgtk  walls  and  huse  the  hodp  may  confine. 
And  iron  gates  obstruct  the  prisoner*s  gaze, 

And  nfassiye  bolts  may  baffle  ids  design, 
And  vigilant  keepers  watch  his  devious 
ways :  [trol  I 

Yet  scorns  the  immortal  mind  this  base  con- 
No  chains  can  bind  it  and  no  cell  enclose : 

Swifter  than  light,  it  flies  from  pole  to  pole. 
And  in  a  flash  from  earth  to  heaven  it  goes ! 

It  leaps  from  mount  to  mount,  from  vale  to 

vale ;  [flowers ; 

It  wanders,  plucking  honeyed  fruits  and 

It  visits  home,  to  hear  the  fireside  tale. 
Or,  in  sweet  converse,  pass  the  joyous  houni ; 

'TiB  up  before  the  sun,  roaming  afar. 
And  in  its  watches  wearies  every  star. 

William  Lloyd  Garrisaiu 

9997.  mro,  Eiu  of  iho. 

When  the  first  larvsB  on  the  ehn  are  seen, 
Tlie  crawling  wretches,  like  its  leaves,  are 

ffreen; 
Ere  duU  October  shakes  the  latest  down. 
They,  like  the  foliage,  change  their  tint  to 

brown; 
On  the  blue  flower  a  bluer  flower  you  spy, 
You  stretch  to  pluck  it — ^tis  a  butterfly ; 
The  flattened  tree-toads  so  resemble  bark, 
They^re  hard  to  flnd  as  Ethiops  in  the  dark; 
The  woodcock,  stiffening  to  fictitious  mud. 
Cheats  the  young  sportsman  thirsting  for  his 
So  by  long  living  on  a  single  lie,        [blood. 
Kay,  on  one  truth,  will  creatures  get  its  dye. 

Oliver  WendeU  Holmes. 

MM.  MQTD,  IndopoDdaioe  ofi 

!BGnds  of  nobler  stamp,   and   cfaiefest  the 

minted-marked  of  Heaven, 
Walk  independently  by  themselves,  freely 

manumitted  of  externals : 
They  carry  viands  with  them,  and  need  no 

refreshment  by  the  way, 
Nor  drink  of  other  wells  than  their  own 

inner  fountain. 
Strange  shall  it  seem  how  little  such  a  man 

will  lean  upon  the  accidents  of  life ; 
He  is  winged,  ana  needeth  not  a  staff ;  if  it 

break,  he  shall  not  fall. 
And  lightly  perchance  doth  he  remember  the 

stale  trivialities  around  him, 


He  liveth  in  the  realm  of  thought,  beyond 

the  world  of  things : 
These  are  but  transient  matter,  and  hinudf 

enduring  spirit:  [sublimated wisdom. 
And  worldlincss  will  laugh  to  scorn  that 
HiB  eyes  may  open  on  a  prison-odl,  but  the 

bare  walls  glow  with  imagery; 
His  ears  may  be  filled  with  execration,  bat 

are  listening  to  the  music  of  sweet 

thoughts ; 
He  may  dwell  in  a  hovel  with  a  heroes  heart, 

and  canopy  his  penury  with  peace, 
For  Mind  is  a  kingdom  to  the  man  v^o 

gathereth  his  pleasure  from  ideas. 

Mi  F.  Tufper, 

9990.  MIVD,  Mez  o£ 

There  is  to  whom  all  things  an  easy:  his 

mind,  as  a  master-key. 
Can  open,  with  intuitive  address,  the  treas- 
uries of  art  and  science : 
There  is  to  whom  all  things  are  hard;  but 

industry  giveth  him  a  crowbar. 
To  force,  with  groaning  labor,  the  stubborn 

lock  of  learning : 
And  often,  when  thou  lookest  on  an  eye,  dim 

in  native  dulbiess. 
Little  shalt  thou  wot  of  the  wealth  diHgenoe 

hath  gathered  to  its  eaze : 
Often  the  brow  that  should  be  bright  with 

the  dormant  fire  of  genius,  [tenant 
Within  its  ample  haUs,  hath  ignorance  the 
Yet  are  not  the  sons  of  men  cast  as  in  moulds 

by  the  lot  f 
The  like  in  frame  and  feature  hath  much  alike 

inspirit;    •  [discerner 

Such  a  shape  hath  such  a  soul,  so  that  a  deep 
From  his  make  will  read  the  man,  and  ezr 

not  far  in  judgment: 
Yea,  and  it  holdetn  in  the  converse,  that 

growing  similarity  of  mind 
Findeth  or  maketh  for  itself  an  apposite 

dwelling  in  the  body : 
Accident   may  modify,   droumstanoes  may 

bevel,  externals  seem  to  change  it, 
But  still  the  primitive  crystal  is  latent  in  its 

many  variations : 
For  the  map  of  the  face,  and  the  picture  of  the 

eye,  are  traced  by  the  pen  of  passion; 
And  the  mind  &shioneth  a  tabemade  suit- 
able for  itself. 
A  mean  spirit  boweth  down  the  back,  and  tiie 

bowing  fostereth  meanness. 
A  resolute  purpose  knitteth  the  knees,  and 

the  firm  tread  nourisheth  decision; 
Love  looketh  softly  from  the  eye,  and  kind 

leth  love  by  looking ; 
Hate  furroweth  sofUy  from  the  brow,  and  a 

man  may  frown  till  he  hateth : 
For  mind  and  body,  spirit  and  matter,  hare 

reciprocities  of  power. 
And  each  keepeth  up  the  strife;  a  man^s 

works  may  make  or  mar  him. 

if.  F,  Tapper. 
9900.  MIHA  I^  of  the. 

The  tongue  is  the  key  of  the  mind ; 
And  whenever  it  opens  the  secret-hung  door, 
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What  lies  in  the  store-hoiMe  behind, 
Whether  gems  or  mere  mbbish,  is  hidden  no 
more.    Oriental^  tr.^WlB,  Alger* 

9901.  Xiroi  Xbigdom  of  iha. 

Place  me  on  some  desert  shore 
Foot  of  man  ne'er  wandered  o'er ; 
Lock  me  in  some  lonely  cell 
Beneath  some  prison  citadel ; 
Still,  here  or  there,  within  I  flind 
My  quiet  kingdom  of  the  mind ; 
Nay,  'mid  the  tempest^  fierce  and  dark, 
Float  me  in  peril's  frailest  bark, 
My  quenchless  soul  could  sit  and  think, 
And  smile  at  danger's  dizziest  brink ; 
And  wherefore  f    God,,  my  God,  is  still 
King  of  kings  in  gpod  or  ill ; 
And  where  He  dwelleth— everywhere"— 
Safety  supreme  and  peace  are  there ; 
And  where  He  reigned— all  around-* 
Wisdom  and  love  and  power  are  found ; 
And  reconciled  to  BQm  and  bliss, 
My  mind  to  me  a  kingdom  is. 

9909.  IDSl^  29WV  oft 

Say  why  was  man  so  eminently  raised 
Amid  the  vast  creation — ^why  ordained  [eye, 
Through  life  and  death  to  dart  his  piercing 
With  &oughts  beyond  the  Hmit  of  his  frame, 
But  that  th^Onmipotent  might  send  him  forth, 
In  sight  of  mortal  and  immortal  Powers, 
As  on  a  boimdleas  theatre,  to  run 
The  great  career  of  justice ;  to  exalt 
His  generous  aim  to  all  diyiner  deeds. 
To  chase  each  partial  purpose  from  his  breast, 
And  through  the  mists  of  passion  and  of 
sense,  [pain> 

And  through  the  tossing  tides  of  chance  and 
To  hold  his  course  unfaltering,  while  the  voice 
Of  truth  and  virtue,  up  the  steep  ascent 
Of  Nature,  calls  him  to  his  high  reward. 
The  applauding  smile  of  heaven  f    The  high- 
bom  soul 
IMsdainB  to  rest  her  heaven-aspiring  wing 
Beneath  its  native  quarry.     Tired  of  earth 
And  this  diurnal  scene,  she  springs  aloft 
Through  fields  of  air;  pursues  the  fiying 
storm ;  [heavens. 

Bides  on  the  volleyed  lightning  through  the 
Or,  yoked  with  whirlwinds  and  the  northern 
Sweeps  the  long  tract  of  day.  [blast. 

Mind,  miad  alone  (bear  witness,  earth  and 

heaven) 
The  living  fountains  in  itself  contains  [hand. 
Of  beauteous  and  sublime:   here,  hand  in 
Sit  paramount  the  graces ;  here,  enthroned. 
Celestial  Venus,  with  divinest  airs, 
Livites  the  soul  to  never-fading  joy. 

Mark  AJcermde, 

Tlirice  blessed  is  the  man  vrith  whom 
The  gracious  prodigality  of  nature, 
Tile  balm,  the  oliss,  the  beauty,  and  the  bloom, 
The  bounteous  providence  in  every  feature, 
BecaU  the  good  Creator  to  His  creature, 

aU  esffth  afane,  all  heaven  its  dome  I 


To  his  tuned  spirit  the  wild  heather-bells 

Bing  Sabbath  knells ; 
The  jubilate  of  the  soaring  lark 

Is  chant  of  cleric ;  [net ; 

For  choir,  the  thrush  and  the  gregarious  lin- 
The  sod 's  a  cushion  for  his  pious  want; 
And,  consecrated  by  the  heaven  within  it, 
The  sky-blue  pool,  a  font 
Each  cloud-capped  mountain  is  a  holy  altar ; 

An  orffan  breathes  in  every  grove  ; 

And  the  full  heart 's  a  Pa&lter, 
Bich  in  deep  hymns  of  gratitude  and  love ! 

Thomas  Hood. 

3904.  MUVIBTKBi  An  AmUtioiia. 

Nay,  stoop  not  thus  t  Thou  bearest  precious 
seed, 
Bicher  than  all  the  wealth  of  mine  or  sea. 
Strive  not  to  grasp  thiis  world's  vain,  glitter- 
ing meed  I 
Its  laurels  are  not  twined  for  such  as  thee ; 
A  living  crown  awaits  thy  radiant  brow. 
And  thou  should'st  gather  jewels  for  it  now. 

What  would'st  thou  have  t  the  meteor  of  an 

eve,  [ing  flower. 

The  mildewed  wreath,  the  worm-enclos- 

The  fading  things  that  dying  fin^rs  weave. 

The  star  that  darkens  at  its  rismg  hour  t 

Would'st  chase  the  frolic  phantom  men  call 

fame, 
And  on  her  crumbling  tablet  write  thy  name  ? 

Thy  name  is  written  in  the  Book  of  life, 
The  glorious  tablet  of  the  Eang  of  kings; 

Degrade  it  not  by  this  poor,  paltry  strife. 
This  clamorous  rush  for  tinseUed,  cankering 
things; 

Leave  to  poor  dazaded  moths  the  g^ddy  round. 

Since  on  some  loftier  mission  thou  art  bound. 

'Tis  thine  to  watch  thy  Master's  budding  vine. 
Till  the  ripe  fruit  in  purple  clusters  falls ; 

The  ever-radiant  threads  of  truth  to  twine, 
A  golden  clue  to  those  celestial  halls. 

Where,  when  tibe  kingdoms  of  the  earth  decay 

And  suns  are  dim,  thou'lt  live  in  endless  day. 

Emily  Judson, 

MM.  MIHIBTES,  SmA  of  s. 

Two  spirits  met : 

One  was  dismantled,  and  was  from  the  clime 

Where  dwell  the  just  who  pass  the  bounds 
And  earthly  pangs  forget ;      [of  time, 

«<  And  knowest  thou  not,"  said  he  with  joy- 
ous air,  ^  [care,) 

(To  one  who  had  not  passed  earth's  bound  of 
<«  That  this  is  a  high  day  % 

And  that  our  realms  are  ringing  with  delight  ? 

For  lo  I  an  heir  of  heaven — a  child  of  light. 
Borne  through  the  ethereal  way, 

Came  to  the  joyous  presence  of  our  l^g, 

Awl  now  through  all  our  blissful  realms  doth 
A  greeting,  welcome  lay."  [ring 

But  ah  1  a  paU  that  told  of  much  despair. 
Hung,  curt^-like,  around  that  child  of  care. 
As  weepingly  he  said. 
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''And  know^st  thoa  not,  that  earth  doth 

deeply  mourn  ? 
That  while  thon  joyest  for  a  seraph  bom, 

Earth  mourns  a  champion  dead  ? 
He  was  a  burning  light,  faith  fed  the  blaze, 
And  though  we  gloried  in  the  Incent  rays. 

As  from  heaven^s  altar  lent, 
And  knew  from  whence  it  came — from  whence 

it  bum'd, 
And  that  it  would  be  to  its  source  returned, 

Yet  its  extinguishment 
On  earth  we  mourn :  'tis  thus  that  in  one  day 
Ye  sing  a  seraph  bom,  and  we  a  weeping  lay." 

FhaibeBdmer. 

3906.  imnSTEB,  Dignity  of  a. 

He^s  Christ^s  ambassador,  that  man  of  God, 
Steward  of  God^s  own  mysteries !    From  on 
high 
His  warrant  is :  his  charge,  aloud  to  cry 
And  spread  his  Master's  atmbutes  abroad. 
His  works,  His  ark  of  mercy,  and  His  rod 
Of  justice  :  Am,  to  sinners  to  supply 
The  means  of  grace,  and  point  how  they 
may  fly  [be  trod. 

Hell-flames,  and  how  Heayen's  pathway  must 
Hold  him  in  honor  on  his  works*  account,  [be, 
And  on  his  Master's  I    Though  a  man  he 
And  with  his  flock  partake  corraption's  fount, 

Holy  and  rererend  is  his  ministry  : 
And,  hark  I  a  voice  sounds  from  the  heay- 
enly  mount, 
'*  He  that  despiseth  you^  despiseth  Me  I  " 

Biahop  Mant, 

51307.  KlHISTEB,  FftithftiL 

How  beautiful  it  is  for  man  to  die 
Upon  the  walls  of  Zion  I  to  be  called, 
Like  a  watch- worn  and  weary  sentinel. 
To  put  his  armor  off,  and  rest — ^in  heayen  I 

Naihanid  BirJcer  WUIU. 

5IM§.  MIHIBTEB,  Honor  of  the. 

I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  using  mo 

For  Thee  to  work  and  speak ; 
However  trembling  is  the  hand, 

The  voice  however  weak. 

For  those  to  whom,  through  me.  Thou  hast 

Some  heavenly  cuidance  given  ; 
For  some,  it  may  be,  saved  from  death, 

And  some  brought  nearer  heaven. 

O  honor  higher,  truer  for. 

Than  earthly  fame  could  brin^. 
Thus  to  be  used,  in  work  like  this. 

So  long,  by  such  a  King ! 

A  blunted  sword,  a  rasted  spear. 

Which  only  He  could  wield  : 
A  broken  sickle  in  His  hand. 

To  reap  His  harvest-field  I 

Horatius  Bonar. 

9809.  lOHIBTEB,  Tho  Un&ithftiL 

But  the  unfaithful  priest,  what  tongue 
Enough  shall  execrate  1    His  doctrine  may 
Be  passed,  though  mixed  with  most  unhal- 
lowed leaven, 


That  proved  to  those  who  foolishly  partook, 

Etenud  bitterness :  but  this  was  still 

His  sin — beneath  what  doak  soever  veiled. 

His  ever  growing  and  perpetual  sin. 

First,  last,    and  middle   thought,   ^Hience 

every  wish. 
Whence  every  action  rose,  and  ended  both — 
To  mount  to  place  and  power  of  worldly 
To  ape  the  gaudy  pomp  and  equipage  [sort ; 
Of  earthly  state,  and  on  his  mitred  brow 
To  place  a  royal  crown :  for  this  he  sold 
The  sacred  truth  to  him  who  most  would  give 
Of  titles,  benefices,  honors,  names : 
For  this  betrayed  his  Master :  and  for  this 
Made  merchandise  of  the  immortal  sools 
Committed  to  his  care— this  was  bis  sin. 

Of  all  who  office  held  unfairly,  none 
Could  plead  excuse ;  he.  least  and  last  of  alL 
By  solemn,  awful  ceremony,  he 
Was  set  apart  to  speak  the  truth  entire. 
By  action,  and  by  word ;  and  round  him  stood 
The  people,  from  his  lips  expecting  knowl- 
edge 
One  day  m  seven,  the  Holy  Sabbath  termed. 
They  stood ;  for  he  had  sworn,  in  face  of 

Qod 
And  man,  to  deal  sincerely  with  their  soula ; 
To  preach  the  gospel  for  the  gospeVs  sake ; 
Had  sworn  to  hate  and  put  away  all  pride. 
All  vanity,  all  love  of  earthly  pomp ; 
To  seek  all  mercy,  meekness,  truth,  and  grace ; 
And  being  so  endowed  himiself,  and  tau^it, 
In  them  nke  works  of  holiness  to  move ; 
Dividing  faithfully  the  word  of  life. 
And  oft  indeed  the  word  of  life  he  taught ; 
But  practising,  as  thou  hast  heard,  who  could 
Believe  ?    Thus  was  religion  wounded  sore 
At  her  own  altars,  and  among  her  friends. 
The  people  went  away,  and,  uke  the  priest, 
Fulfilling  what  the  prophet  spoke  before,    [if 
For  honor  strove,  and  wealtii,  and  place,  as 
The  preacher  had  rehearsed  an  idle  tale. 
The  enemies  of  God  rejoiced,  and  loud 
The  unbeliever  laughed,  boasting  a  life 
Of  fairer  character  than  his,  who  owned. 
For  king  and  guide,  the  undefiled  One. 

Most  guilty,  villanous,  dishonest  man? 
Wolf  in  the  clothing  of  the  gentle  lamb  t 
Dark  traitor  in  Messiah's  holy  camp  I 
Leper  in  saintly  garb  I — assassin  masked 
In  Virtue's  robe  I  vile  hypocrite  accursed ! 
I  strive  in  vain  to  set  his  evil  forth. 
The  words  that  should  sufficiently  accurse 
And  execrate  such  reprobate,  had  need 
Come  glowing  from  the  lips  of  eldest  heU. 
Among  the  sadd^  in  the  den  of  woe. 
Thou  saw'st  him  saddest,  'mong  the  damned, 
most  damned.  Sobert  IhUoL 

MIO.  mRAOLB  at  Htin. 

They  came  on. 
Bearing  a  body  heavily  on  its  bier. 
And  by  the  crowd  that  in  the  burning  sun 
Walk'd  with  forgetful  sadness,  'twas  one 
Moum*d  with  uncommon  sorrow.    The  broad 

gate 
Swung  on  its  hinges^  and  the  Roman  bent 
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Hu  spear-point  downwards  as  the  bearers 

passed,  [one — 

Bending  beneath  their  burden.    There  was 
Only  one  mourner.    Close  behind  the  bier, 
Crumpling  the  pall  up  in  her  withered  hands, 
Followed  an  aged  woman.    Her  short  steps 
Faltered  with  weakness,  and  a  broken  moan 
Fell  from  her  lips,  thickened  convulsiTely 
Aa  her  heart  bled  afresh.    The  pitying  crowd 
Followed  apart,  but  no  one  spoke  to  her. 
She  had  no  kinsmen.    Bhe  had  liyed  alone — 
A  widow  with  one  son.     He  was  her  all — 
The  only  tie  she  had  in  the  wide  world,   [her. 
And  he  was  dead.     They  could  not  comfort 
Forth  from  the  city-gate  the  pitying  crowd 
Follow'd  the  stricken  mourner.    They  came 

near  [hands, 

The  place   of  burial,  and,  with  straining 
Closer  upon  her  breast  she  dasp'd  the  paU, 
And  Trith  a  ^^asping  sob,  quick  as  a  ddld's, 
And  an  inquuing  mldness  flashing  through 
The  thin  gray  la^es  of  her  f  eTercd  eyes, 
She  came  where  Jesus  stood  beside  the  way. 
He  look'd  upon  her,  and  His  heart  was  moy'd. 
'^  Weep  not  I  "  He  said ;  and  as  they  stay'd 

the  bier. 
And  at  His  bidding  laid  it  at  His  feet, 
He  gently  drew  the  pall  from  out  her  grasp 
And  laid  it  back  in  silence  from  the  dead. 
With  troubled  wonder  the  mute  throng  drew 

near,  [space 

And  gazed  on  His  calm  looks.    A  minute^s 
He  stood  and  pray'd.    .Then,  taking  the  cold 

hand. 
He  said,  *  *  Arise  I "    And  instantly  the  breast 
Hcayed  in  its  cerements,  and  a  sudden  flush 
Ban  through  the  lines  of  the  diyided  lips, 
And  with  a  murmur  of  his  mother's  name. 
He  trembled  and  sat  upright  in  his  shroud. 
And,  while  the  mourner  hung  upon  his  neck, 
Jesus  went  calmly  on  Hia  way  to  Nain. 

Jfaihaniel  Btrher  WiUis. 

3311.  lilEAOIiBS,  Attettatioa  oft 

When  God  came  down  from  heayen,  the  liy- 

in^  God,  [way  ? 

What  signs  and  wonders  marked  His  stately 

Brake  out  the  winds  in  music  where  He  trod  9 

Shone  o'er  the  heayens  a  brighter,  softer 

day? 

The  dumb  began  to  speak,  the  blind  to  see, 

And  the  lame  leaped,  and  pain  and  dark- 

ness  fled ;  [glee. 

The  mourner's  sunken  eye  grew  bright  with 

And  from  the  tomb  awoke  the  wondering 

dead.  ff,  H,  MUman. 

3313.  IHETH,  Teu  of; 

-Fear  ye  the  festal  hour  I 
Aye,  tremble  when  the  cup  of  joy  o'eiflowB  t 
fame  down  the  swelling  heart  I  the  bridal 
And  the  rich  myrtle's  flower  [rose 

Haye  yelled  the  sword  I    Bed  wines  haye 
sparkled  fast  hpass'd. 

From   yenom'd   goblets,    and  soft  breeaes 
With   fatal  perfume,    tbfougli  the  leyel's 
bower. 


Twine  the  young  glowing  wreath ! 
But  pour  not  all  your  spirit  in  the  song, 
Which  through  the  dcy's  deep  azure  floats 

like  summer's  quickening  breath  I     [along 
The  ground  is  hollow  in  the  path  of  m&th : 
Oh !  far  too  daring  seems  the  joy  of  earth, 
So  darkly  press'd  and  girdled  in  by  death  I 

9318.  lOBEBi  Begndatlon  of  t&e. 

The  parlor  spaniel,  when  she  heard  his  step, 
Bose  slowly  from  the  hearth  and  stole  aside 
With  creeping  pace ;  she  neyer  raised  her  eyes 
To  woo  and  words  from  him,  nor  laid  her 

head 
Upraised  upon  his  knee,  with  fondling  whine. 
How  could  it  be  but  thus  ?    Arithmetic 
Was  the  sole  science  he  was  ever  taught ; 
The  multiplication-table  was  Mb  creed, 
His  Paternoster,  and  his  Decalogue. 
When  yet  he  was  a  boy,  and  should  haye 

breathed 
The  open  air  and  sunshine  of  the  fields, 
To  giye  his  blood  its  natural  spring  and  play. 
He  in  a  close  and  dusky  counting-house 
Smoke-dried  and  searea  and  shriyelled  up  his 

heart 
So  from  the  way  in  which  he  was  trained  up 
His  feet  departed  not ;  he  toiled  and  moiled. 
Poor  muck- worm  I    through  his   threescore 

years  and  ten ;  [on  him. 

And  when  the  earth  shall  now  be  shoyelled 
If  that  which  senred  him  for  -&  soul  were  still 
With  its  husk,  'twould  still  be  dirt  to  dirt 

Bol^ert  Southei/. 

• 

9314.  lOBEB,  Doioription  of  ths. 

But  there  was  one  in  folly  farther  gone ; 
With  eye  awry,  incurable  and  wild, 
The  laughing-stock  of  deyils  and  of  men, 
And  by  his  guardian  angel  quite  giyen  up — 
The  miser,  who  with  dust  inanimate 
Held  wedded  intercourse.    Ill-guided  wretch  I 
Thou  might'st  haye  seen  him  at  the  midnight 

hour,  [dreams 

When  good  men  slept,  and  in  light-winged 
Ascended  up  to  God — ^in  wasteful  hall, 
With  yigilance  and  hurting  worn  to  akin 
And  bone,  and  wrapt  in  most  debasing  n^|;8 — 
Thou  might'st  haye  seen  him  bendiog  o'er  his 

heaps  [gold ; 

And  holdmg  stronge  communion  with  hia 
And  as  his  tmeyish  fancy  seemed  to  hear 
The    niffht-man's    foot   approach,    starting 

auirmedy 
And  in  his  old,  decrepid,  withered  hand, 
That  pals^  shook,  grasping  the  yellow  earth 
To  make  it  sure.     Of  all  God  made  upright. 
And  in  their  nostrils  breathed  a  liyins  soul. 
Most  fallen,  most  prone,  most  earthly,  most 
Of  all  that  sold  Eternity  for  Time   [debased* 
None  bargained  on  so  easy  terms  with  death. 
Illustrious  fool  I   Nay,  most  inhuman  wretch  I 
He  sat  amcmg  his  bags,  and  with  a  look 
Which  hell  .might  be  ashamed  of,  droye  the 

poor 
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Away  unalmsed ;  and  amidfit  abnndaaoe  died : 
Sorest  of  evils  I  died  of  utter  want 

Babert  FbUoh 

9315.  MI8EB,  End  of  a. 

Then  why  this  ceaseless,  vain  unrest  ? 

Earth  opens  her  impartial  breast 

To  prince  and  beggw  both ;  nor  might 

Gold  e^er  tempt  heirs  grim  satellite 

To  waft  astute  Prometheus  o^er 

From  yonder  ghastly  Sty^an  shore. 

Proud  Tantalus  and  all  his  race 

He  curbs  within  that  rueful  place ; 

The  toil-worn  wretch,  who  cries  for  ease, 

Invoked  or  not,  he  hears  and  frees. 

Edr<teeftr,  by  Thdodore  Martin, 

3316.  MI8£BT,  Addxen  to. 

Come,  be  happy  I — sit  near  me. 
Shadow-vested  Misery : 
Coy,  unwilling,  silent  bride, 
Mourning  in  thy  robe  of  priddi 
Desolation — deified  I 

Come,  be  happy  I^sit  near  me: 
Sad  as  I  may  seem  to  thee, 
I  am  happier  far  than  thou, 
Lady,  whose  imperial  brow 
Is  endiademed  with  woe. 

Misery  I  we  have  known  each  other, 
Like  a  sister  and  a  brother 
Living  in  the  same  lone  home, 
Many  years — we  must  live  some 
Hours  or  ages  yet  to  come. 

^Tis  an  evil  lot — and  yet 

Let  us  make  the  best  of  it ; 

If  love  can  live  when  pleasure  dies, 

We  too  will  love,  till  in  our  eyes 

This  hearths  Hell  seems  Paradise. 

Percy  Byashe  Shelley, 

9317.  mSEXr,  Hnman. 

How  many  feel,  this  very  moment.  Death, 
And  all  the  sad  variety  of  pain. 
How  many  sink  in  the  devouring  flood. 
Or  more  devouring  flame.    How  many  bleed. 
By  shameful  variance  betwixt  man  and  man. 
How  many  pine  in  Want,  and  dungeon- 
glooms  ; 
Shut  from  the  common  air,  and  common  use 
Of  tiieir  own  limbs.    How  many  drink  the 
Of  baleful  Grief,  or  eat  the  bitter  bread  [cup 
Of  Misery.     Sore  pierced  by  wintry  winds, 
How  many  shrink  into  the  sordid  hut 
Of  cheerless  Poverty.    How  many  shake 
With  all  the  fiercer  tortures  of  the  Mind, 
Unbounded  passion,  madness,  guilt,  remorse ; 
Whence  tumbled  headlong  from  the  height  of 

life. 
They  furnish  matter  for  the  tragic  muse. 
Even  in  the  vale,  where  Wisdom  loves  to 
dwell,  [join'd. 

With  Friendship,  Peace,  and  Contemplation 
How  many,  racked  with  honest  passions,  droop 
In  deep  retired  distress.  How  many  stand 
Around  the  death-bed  of  their  dearest  Friends, 
And  point  the  parting  anguiah.  Thought 
fond  man 


Of  these,  and  all  the  thoraaiid  namelasB  ills 
That  one  incessant  struggle  render  life, 
One  scene  of  toil,  of  suSerinff,  and  of  fate, 
Vice  in  his  high  career  would  stand  appali'd. 
And  heedless,  ramblii^^  Impulse  Iwn  to 

think; 
The  conscious  heart  of  Charity  would  warm. 
And  her  wide  wish  Benevolence  dilate ; 
The  social  tear  would  rise,  the  social  sigfa ; 
And  into  dear  perfection,  gitidual  bliffi^ 
Refining  still,  we  social  passions  work. 

Jamee  Thomion, 

9318.  mSEBT,  Xolody  of; 

O  hearts  that  break  and  eive  no  sign 
Save  whitening  lip  and  fading  tresses. 

Till  Death  pours  out  his  cordial  wine 
Slow-dropped  from  miseiy^s  crushing 


If  smging  breath  or  echoing  chord 
To  envy  hidden  pang  were  given. 

What  endless  melodies  were  poured. 
As  sad  as  earth,  as  sweet  as  heaven  1 

OUoer  WendeU  Holtnee, 

9319.  mBFOBTUHE,  Friesdi  b. 

Every  one  that  flatters  thee 
Is  no  friend  in  misery. 
Words  are  easy,  like  the  wind ; 
Faithful  Mends  are  hard  to  find. 
Every  man  will  be  thy  friend 
Whilst  thou  hast  wherewith  to  spend ; 
But,  if  store  of  crowns  be  scant. 
No  man  will  supply  thy  want. 
If  that  one  be  prodigal. 
Bountiful  they  will  him  cajl. 
And  with  such  like  flattering, 
"  Pity  but  he  were  a  king.'* 
If  he  be  addicted  to  vice. 
Quickly  him  they  will  entice; 
But,  if  fortune  once  do  frown. 
Then— farewell  his  g^^at  renown; 
They  that  fawned  on  him  before 
Use  his  company  no  more. 
He  that  is  thy  Mend  indeed. 
He  will  help  thee  in  thy  need ; 
If  thou  sorrow,  he  will  weep ; 
If  thou  wake,  he  cannot  sleep ; 
Thus,  of  every  grief,  in  heart. 
He  with  thee  doth  bear  a  part ; 
These  are  certain  signs  to  know 
Faithful  Mend  from  flatteriiu^  foe. 

BUhard  Barnfidd. 

93M.  MI8F0STTTNE,  Viotinfl  A 

All  things,  that  we  ordained  festival. 
Turn  from  tiidr  ofllce  to  black  funeral : 
Our  instruments  to  melancholy  bells ; 
Our  wedding  cheer  to  a  sad  burial  feast ; 
Our  solemn  hymns  to  sullen  dirges  change ; 
Our  bridal  flowers  serve  for  a  buried  corae,   j 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary. 

Bhdbeepeare, 

9391.  lOSSIOV,  ToDT. 

If  you  cannot  on  the  ocean 
Seal  among  the  swiftest  fleets 
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Roddng  on  the  highest  billowB, 
Lauding  at  the  stormB  yon  meet. 

Ton  can  stand  amon^  the  sailore, 
Anchored  jet  within  the  bay ; 

Yon  can  lend  a  hand  to  help  them. 
As  they  launch  their  boat  away. 

If  yon  are  too  weak  to  Journey 

Up  the  mountain,  steep  and  high, 
You  can  stand  within  the  Talley, 

While  the  multitudes  go  by; 
You  can  chant  in  happy  measiure. 

As  they  slowly  pass  along ; 
Though  they  may  forget  the  singer^ 

They  will  not  forget  the  song. 

If  you  have  not  gold  and  silyer 

Eyer  ready  to  command ; 
If  you  cannot  toward  the  needy 

Reach  an  erer-open  hand ; 
You  can  yisit  the  afflicted/ 

O'er  the  erring  you  can  weep ; 
You  can  be  a  true  disciple 

Sitting  at  the  SaTiour*s  feet 

If  you  cannot  in  the  hanrest 

Gamer  up  the  richest  sheayes, 
"M&ay  a  grain  both  ripe  and  goldeo 

Will  the  careless  reapers  leaye ; 
Gk)  and  glean  among  the  briers 

Growing  rank  against  the  wall. 
For  it  may  be  that  their  shadow 

Hides  tiiie  heayiest  wheat  of  alL 

If  you  cannot  in  the  conflict 

Prove  yourself  i^  soldier  true— 
If,  where  fire  and  smoke  are  thickest, 

There*8  no  work  for  you  to  do ; 
When  the  battle-field  is  silent 

You  can  go  with  careful  tread. 
You  can  bear  away  the  wounded, 

You  can  coyer  up  the  dead. 

If  you  cannot  be  the  watchman, 

Standing  high  on  Zion's  wall, 
Pointing  out  the  path  to  heayen. 

Offering  life  and  peace  to  all ; 
With  your  prayers  and  with  your  bounties 

You  can  do  what  Heayen  aemands. 
You  can  be  like  faithful  Aaron, 

Holding  up  the  prophet's  hands. 

Do  not,  then,  stand  idly  waiting 

For  some  greater  work  to  do ; 
Fortune  is  a  lazy  goddess — 

She  will  neyer  come  to  you. 
Go  and  toil  in  any  vineyard. 

Do  not  fear  to  do  or  dare ; 
If  you  want  a  field  of  labor. 

You  can  find  it  anywhere. 

Ellen  K  Gate$. 

Fling  out  the  banner  I  let  it  float 
Skyward  and  seaward,  hi^h  and  wide ; 

The  sun,  that  lights  its  shinmg  folds. 
The  Cross,  on  which  the  Saviour  died. 

Fling  out  the  banner  I  angels  bend 
In  anxious  silence  o^er  the  sign. 


And  vainly  seek  to  comprehend 
The  wonder  of  the  Love  Divine. 

Fling  out  the  banner!  heathen  lands 
Shall  see  from  &r  the  glorious  sight ; 

And  nations,  crowding  to  be  bom, 
Baptize  their  spirits  in  its  light. 

Fling  out  the  banner !  sin-sick  souls, 
That  sink  and  perish  in  the  strife. 

Shall  touch  in  faith  its  radiant  hem. 
And  spring  immortal  into  life. 

Fling  out  the  banner  I  let  it  float 
Sl^ward  and  seaward,  high  and  wide; 

Our  glory,  only  in  the  Gross, 
Our  only  hope,  the  Gradfied. 

Fling  out  the  banner  I  wide  and  high. 
Seaward  and  skyward  let  it  shine ; 

Nor  skill,  nor  miffht,  nor  merit,  ours ; 
We  conquer  only  in  that  sign. 

George  W.  Doane, 

9398.  111881098,  Bsmaad  for. 

Where  is  your  heathen  brother  ?    From  his 
grave 
Near  thy  own  gates,  or  'neath  a  foreign  sky. 

From  the  thronged  depths  of  ocean's  mourn- 
ing wave,  [cry. 
His  answering  blood  reproachfully  doth 

Blood  of  the  soul  I  can  all  earth's  fountains 
make 

Thy  dark  stain  disappear?  Stewards  of  God, 
awake.  Jire,  L.  H,  Bigoumey. 

9394.  1CIB8I0H8,  Liglit  ofi 

Li^t  for  the  Persian  sky  \ 

The  Sophi's  wisdom  &des, 
And  the  pearls  of  Ormus  are  poor  to  buy 

Armor  when  Death  invades ; 
Hark  I  hark  t  'tis  the  sainted  Martyn's  sigh 

From  Ararat's  mournful  shades. 

Light  for  the  darkened  earth  1 

Ye  blessed,  its  beams  who  shed. 
Shrink  not,  till  the  dayspring  hath  its  birth, 
Till,  wherever  the  footstep  of  man  doth 
tread. 
Salvation's  banner,  spread  broadly  forth. 
Shall  eild  the  dream  of  the  cradle-bed, 
And  dear  the  tomb 
From  its  lingering  gloom. 
For  the  aged  to  rest  his  weary  head. 

Mre.  Ih  JZ.  Sigoumey, 


ii;  ;iri 


Trhunph  of. 

Behold  I  the  Mountain  of  the  Lord 

In  latter  days  shall  rise 
On  mountain  tops,  aboye  the  hills. 

And  draw  the  wondering  eyes. 


To  this  the  joyful  nations  round, 
All  tribes  and  tongues,  shall  flow : 

Up  to  the  hill  of  God,  they'll  say, 
And  to  His  house  we'll  go. 

The  beam  that  shines  from  Zion  hill 
Shall  lighten  every  land ; 
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The  Eing  who  leigns  in  Salem^s  towers 
Shall  all  the  world  command. 

No  strife  shall  vex  Messiah's  reign, 

Or  mar  the  peaceful  years ; 
ToploQglishares  men  shall  beat  their  swords, 

To  pnming-hooks  their  spears. 

No  longer  hosts  enoonntering  hosts 

Their  millions  slain  deplore ; 
They  hang  the  trumpet  in  the  hall. 

And  study  war  no  more.    Michad  Bruce, 

dSM.  MODESTT,  ICnie. 

True  modesty  is  a  discerning  grace, 

And  only  blushes  in  the  proper  place ;  [fear, 

But  counterfeit  is  blind,  and  skidks,  through 

Where  'tis  a  shame  to  be  asham'd  t'  appear : 

Humility  the  parent  of  the  first, 

The  last  by  yanitj  produced  and  nurs'd. 

William  Cowp&r, 

9397.  XOKEHTS,  Bnidda  of; 

Each  night  we  die, 
Eadh  mom  are  bom  anew :  each  day  a  life  I 
And  shall  we  kill  each  day?    If  trid^  kills, 
Sure  vice  must  butcher.    Oh,  what  heaps  of 

slain 
Cry  out  for  vengeance  on  us  I  1!lme  destroyed 
Is  suicide,  where  more  than  blood  is  spilt 
Time  fli^  death  urges,  knells  call.  Heaven 

invites. 
Hell  threatens :  all  exertsi  in  effort  allt 
More  than  creation  labors !  labors  more  I 
And  is  there  in  creation  what,  amidst 
This  tumult  universal,  wing'd  despatch. 
And  ardent  energy,  supinely  yawns  Y 
Man  sleeps ;  and  man  alone ;  and  man,  whose 

fate. 
Fate  irreversible,  entire,  extreme,  [g^ 

Endless,  hair-hung,  breeze-shaken,  o'er  the 
A  moment  trembles;  drops  I  and  man^  for 

whom 
All  else  is  in  alarm  I  man,  the  sole  cause 
Of  this  surrounding  storm  I  and  yet  he  sleeps, 
As  the  storm  rock'd  to  rest.    Throw  years 

away  I  [seize ; 

Throw  empires,  and  be  blameless.  Moments, 
Heaven  's  on  their  wing :  a  moment  we  may 
When  worlds  want  wealth  to  buy.        [wish, 

Edward  Totmg. 

933§.  XOVET,  Viotoiy  oft 

light  thou  with  diafts  of  silver,  and  over- 
come 
When  no  f  eroe  else  can  get  the  masterdom. 

Bdbdrt  Herrick. 

3339.  XOBInrOi  Bstiif  «r. 

When  first  thy  eyes  unveil,  give  thy  soul  leave 
To  do  the  like ;  our  bodies  but  forerun 
The  spirit's  duty;  true  hearts  spread  and 

heave 
Unto  their  Ood,  as  flowers  do  to  the  sun : 
Give  Him  thy  first  thoughts  then,  so  shalt 

thou  keep 
Him  company  all  day,  and  in  Him  sleep. 


Yet  never  sleep  the  sxm  up ;  prayer  should 
Dawn  with  the  day,  thjsre  are  set  awful  hours 
^Twixt  heaven  and  us;  the  manna  was  not 

good 
After  sun-rifflng,  for  day  sullies  flowers. 

Henry  Va^tghan. 

9330.  XOBinrO,  Hyma  for. 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 
Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  ran : 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 

Wake,  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart, 
Ajid  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part, 
Who,  all  night  long,  unwearied  sing 
High  praise  to  the  Eternal  Eing. 

May  I,  like  them,  in  God  delight, 
Have  all  day  long  my  €k>d  in  sight ; 
Perform,  like  them,  my  Maker's  will. 
And  celebrate  His  glories  stilL 

All  praise  to  Thee  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refreshed  me  while  I  slept; 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake 
I  may  of  endless  life  partake. 

Lord,  I  my  vows  to  Thee  renew ; 
Scatter  my  sins  as  morning  dew ; 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  Uiought  and  will, 
And  with  Thyself  my  spirit  fiU. 

Direct,  control,  suggest  this  day 

All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say ; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all' their  might, 

In  Thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow ; 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host : 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost 

Bishop  Thomas  Ken. 

9331.  MOBHnra,  Msmiei  o£ 

Oh  I  timely  happy,  tamely  wise. 
Hearts  that  with  rising  mom  arise ! 
Eyes  that  the  beam  cdestial  view, 
Which  evermore  makes  all  things  new  I 

New  every  morning  is  the  love 
Our  wakening  and  uprising  prove ; 
Through  sleep  and  darkness  safely  brought, 
Restored  to  1^  and  power,  and  thought. 

New  mercies,  each  returning  day. 
Hover  around  us  while  we  pray. 
New  perils  past,  new  sins  forgiven. 
New  thoughts  of  Gk)d,  new  hopes  of  heavoL 

John  KMe, 

9339«  KOBHIHQ,  Mbnl  o& 

The  waking  cock,  that  eaily  crowB 

To  wear  the  night  away. 
Puts  in  my  mind  the  trump  that  blows 

Before  the  latter  day ; 
And  as  I  rise  up  lustily, 

When  sluggish  sleep  is  past. 
So  hope  I  to  rise  joyfully 

To  judgment  at  tiie  last 
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And  heavenly  day,  now  night  Is  past, 
Doth  show  his  pleasant  &ce, 

So  most  we  hope  to  see  Qod's  face, 
At  last,  in  Heaven  on  high, 

When  we  have  changed  this  mortal  place 
For  immortality.    Oeorge  Otueaigne, 

SI333.  MOBHIHG,  Song  &f  the. 

Now  that  the  smi  is  gleaming  bright, 

Implore  we,  bending  low, 
That  He,  the  micreated  Light, 

May  guide  us  as  we  go. 
No  sinful  word,  or  deed  of  wrong, 

Nor  thoughts  that  idly  rove, 
But  simple  truth  be  on  our  tongue, 

And  in  our  hearts  be  love. 
And  while  the  hours  in  order  flow, 

O  Christ !  securely  fence 
Our  gates  beleaguered  by  the  foe — 

The  gate  of  every  sense. 
And  grant  that  to  Thine  honor,  Lord, 

Our  daily  toil  may  tend ; 
That  we  begin  it  at  Thy  word. 

And  in  Thy  favor  end  1 

3834.  XOBTAUTT,  Hnitage  q£ 

Oh,  why  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be  proud  ? 
Like  a  swift-fleeting   meteor,  a   fast-flying 

cloud, 
A  flash  of  the  lightning,  a  break  of  the  wave. 
He  passeth  from  life  to  his  rest  in  the  grave. 

The  leaves  of  the  oak  and  the  willow  shall 

fade, 
Be  scattered  around,  and  together  be  laid; 
And  the  young  and  the  old,  and  the  low  and 

the  high 
Shall  moulder  to  dust,  and  together  shall  lie. 

The  infant  a  mother  attended  and  loved. 
The  mother  that  infanf  s  affection  who  proved, 
The  husband  that  mother  and  infant  who 

blessed — 
Each,  all,  are  away  to  their  dwellings  of  rest. 

The  maid  on  whose  cheek,  on  whose  bi-ow,  in 
whose  eye,  [by ; 

Shone  beanty  and  pleasure— her  triumphs  are 

And  the  memory  of  those  who  loved  her  and 
praised. 

Are  alike  from  the  minds  of  the  living  erased. 

The  hand  of  the  king  that  the  sceptre  hath 
borne,  [worn. 

The  brow  of  the  priest  that  the  mitre  hath 

The  eye  of  the  sage,  and  the  heart  of  the 
brave,  [grave. 

Are  hidden  and  lost  in  the  depth  of  the 

The  peasant,  whose  lot  was  to  sow  and  to 
reap ;  [up  the  steep ; 

The  herdsman,  who  climbed  witii  his  goats 
The  beggar,  who  wandered  in  search  of  his 
•         bread — 
Have  faded  away  like  the  grass  that  we  tread. 

The  saint  who  enjoyed  the  communion  of 

heaven. 
The  sinner  who  dared  to  remain  unforgiven, 


The  wise  and  the  foolidb,  the  guilty  and  just, 
Have  quietly  mingled  their  bones  in  the  dust. 

So  the  multitude  goes,  like  the  floT^er  or  the 

weed 
That  withers  away  to  let  others  succeed ; 
So  the  multitude  comes,  even  those  we  bdiold. 
To  repeat  every  tale  that  has  often  been  told. 

For  we  are  the  same  our  fathers  have  been ; 
We  see  the  same  sights  our  fathers  have  seen; 
We  drink  the  same  stream,  and  view  the  same 

sun. 
And  run  the  same  course  our  Withers  have  run. 

The  thoughts  we  are  thinking,  our  fathers 
would  think ;  [would  shrink ; 

From  the  earth  we  are  shrinking,  our  fathers 

To  the  life  we  are  clinging,  they  also  would 
cling ;  [wing. 

But  it  speeds  for  us  all,  like  a  bird  on  the 

They  loved,  but  the  story  we  cannot  unfold; 
They  scorned,  but  the  heart  of  the  haughty 

is  cold ;  [will  come ; 

They  grieved,  but  no  wail  from  their  slumber 
They  joyed,  but  the  tongue  of  their  gladness 

is  dumb. 

They  died,  ay!  they  died:  we  things  that 
are  now,  [brow. 

That  walk  on  the  turf  that  lies  over  their 

And  make  in  their  dwellings  a  transient 
abode,  [grimage  road. 

Meet  the  things  that  they  met  on  their  pU- 

Yea^  hope  and  despondency,  pleasure  and 

pain, 
We  mingle  together  in  sunshine  and  rain ; 
And  the  smile  and  the  tear,  the  song  and  the 

dirge. 
Still  follow  each  other,  like  surge  upon  surge. 

Tis  the  wink  of  an  eye,  'tis  the  draught  of  a 
breath,  [death. 

From  the  blossom  of  health  to  the  paleness  of 

From  the  gilded  saloon  to  the  bier  and  the 
shroud — 

Oh,  why  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be  proud  ? 

WUliam  Knox, 

9335.  XOBTALITYt  Eomaa. 

Like  as  the  damask  rose  you  see, 
Or  like  the  blossom  on  the  tree, 
Or  like  the  dainty  flower  in  May, 
Or  like  the  morning  of  the  day. 
Or  like  the  sun,  or  like  the  shade. 
Or  like  the  gourd  which  Jonas  had — 
£^en  such  is  man ;  whose  thread  is  spun, 
Drawn  out,  and  cut,  anpl  so  is  done. 
The  rose  withers,  the  blossom  blasteth. 
The  flower  fades,  the  morning  hasteth. 
The  sun  Bets,  the  shadow  flies, 
The  gourd  consumes — and  man  he  dies  1 

Like  to  the  grass  that's  newly  sprung. 
Or  like  a  tale  that's  new  begun. 
Or  like  the  bird  that's  here  to-day. 
Or  like  the  pearlM  dew  of  May, 
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Or  like  an  hour,  or'like  a  span. 
Or  like  the  singing  of  a  swan — 
E*en  such  is  man;  who  liyes  by  breath, 
Is  here,  now  there,  in  life  and  death. 
The  ffrass  withers,  the  tale  is  ended, 
The  bird  has  flown,  the  dew^s  ascended, 
The  hour  is  short,  the  span  is  long, 
The  swan  's  near  death — ^man's  me  is  done  I 

Simon  WcutdL 

3386.  XOBTALITT,  Xementw  ol 

Lifers  gayest  scenes  speak  man^s  mortality ; 
Though  in  a  style  more  florid,  full  as  plaon 
As  mausoleums,  pyramids,  and  tombs. 
'  What  are  our  noblest  ornaments,  but  death8> 
Turned  flatterers  of  life,  in  paint  or  marble, 
The  well -stained  canyas,   or  the  featured 

stone? 
Our  fathers  grace,  or  rather  haunt,  the  scene. . . 
Joy  peoples  her  pavilion  from  the  dead. 
' '  Prof  eased  diyersions  1  cannot  these  escape  f  " 
Far  from  it:  these  present  us  with  a  shroud, 
And  talk  of  death,  like  garlands  o^er  a  grave. 
As  some  bold  plunderers,  for  buried  wodth. 
We  ransack  tombs  for  pastime ;  from  the  dust 
Call  up  the  sleeping  hero ;  bid  him  tread 
The  scene  for  our  amusement . .  .How  like 
We  sit,  and,  wrapped  in  immortality,    [gods 
Shed  generous  tears  on  wretches  bom  to  die, 
Their  &te  d^loring  to  f oivet  our  own  I 
What  all  the  pomps  ana  triumphs  of  our 

lives. 
But  legacies  in  blossom  ?  our  lean  soil 
Luxuriant  grown,  and  rank  in  vanities,  [urel 
From  friends  interred  beneath— a  rich  man- 
like other  worms,  we  banquet  on  the  dead. . . 
Like  other  worms,  shall  we  crawl  on,  nor 

know 
Our  present  frailties  or  approaching  fate  ? 
What  is  the  world  itself?  thy  world?  A  grave  t 
Where  is  tiie  dust  that  has  not  been  alive  ? 
Hie  spade,  the  plough,  disturb  our  ancestors ; 
From  human  mouldwe  reap  our  daily  bread ; 
The    globe  around  earth's   hollow  surface 

shakes. 
And  is  the  ceding  of  her  sleeping  sons ; 
O'er  devastation  we  blind  revels  Keep ; 
Whole  buried  towns  support  the  dancer's  heel ; 
The  moist  of  human  mme  the  sun  exhales — 
Winds  scatter  through  the  mighty  void  the 

dry; 
Earth  repossesses  part  of  what  she  g^ve. 
And  the  freed  spirit  mounts  on  wings  of  fire. 
Each  element  partakes  our  scattered  spoils ; 
As  nature,   wide,  our  ruins  spread;  man's 

death 
Inhabits  all  things  but  the  thought  of  man. 
Nor  man  alone.  •  •  .his  breathing  bust  ex- 
pires; 
His  tomb  is  mortaL . .  .empires  die.    Where 

now 
The  Roman?  Greek?    They  stalk,  an  empty 

namel 
Yet  few  resard  them  in  this  useful  light, 
Though  half  our  learning  is  their  epitaph. 

MwairaTimng, 


9337.  XOBTILITI,  Ofenmne. 

Death,  the  old  serpent's  son. 
Thou  hadst  a  sting  once,  like  thy  sire. 
That  carried  hell  and  ever-burning  fire ; 
But  those  black  days  are  done ; 
Thy  foolish  spite  buried  thy  sting 
In  the  profound  and  wide 
Wound  of  our  Saviour's  side : 
And  now  thou  art  become  a  tame  and  harm- 
A  thing  we  dare  not  fear,  [less  thing; 
Since  we  hear 
That  our  triumphant  God,  to  punish  thee 
For  the  affront  thou  did'st  Him  on  the  tree, 
Hath  snatch'd  the  keys  of  heU  out  of  thy 
hand, 
And  made  thee  stand  [my. 

A  porter  at  the  gate  of  life,  thy  mortal  ene- 
O  Thou  who  art  that  gate,  command  that  he 
May  when  we  £e. 
And  thither  fly. 
Let  us  in  the  courts  of  heaven  throu^ 

Thee  I  Hallelujah.  Bp.  Taylor. 

3338.  ^OBIAUTT,  Bsmbdn  at: 

And  all  you  men,  whom  greatness  does  so 
Ye  feast  (I  fear)  like  Damocles :  [please^ 
If  you  your  eyes  could  upward  move 

(But  you,  I  f^,  thinking  nothing  is  above). 

You  wotQd  perceive  by  what  a  little  thread 
The  sword  still  hangs  over  your  head. 

No  tide  of  wine  could  drown  your  cares ; 

No  mirth  or  music  over-noise  your  fears. 

The  fear  of  death  would  you  so  watchful 

As  not  to  admit  the  image  of  it,  sleep,  [keep, 

Alrdham  Cowley, 

9339/XOBTAIITT,  Thosghti  oa. 

To  him  who,  in  the  love  of  Nature,  holds 
Communion  with  her  visible  forms,  she  speaks 
A  various  language :  for  his  gaver  hours 
She  has  a  voice  of  gladness,  and  a  smile 
And  eloquence  of  beauty,  and  she  glides 
Into  his  darker  musings,  with  a  mud 
And  gentle  sympathy,  that  steals  away . 
Their  sharpness,   ere  he  is  aware.     When 

thouffhta 
Of  the  last  bitter  hour  come  like  a  blight 
Over  thy  spirit,  and  sad  images 
Of  the  stem  agony,  and  shroud,  and  pall. 
And   breathless   darkness,  and  the  narrow 

house, 
Make  thee  to  shudder,  and  grow  sick  at  heart, 
€k>  forth  under  the  open  sky,  and  list 
To  Nature's  teachings,  while  from  all  around. 
Earth  and  her  watm,  and  the  depths  of  air. 
Comes  a  still  voice,  Yet  a  few  days,  and  thee 
The  aU-beholding  sun  shall  see  no  more 
In  all  his  course ;  nor  yet  in  the  cold  sround. 
Where  thy  pale  form  was  laid,  with  many 

tears, 
Nor  in  tiie  embrace  of  ocean  shall  exist 
Thy  image.  Earth,  that  nourished  thee,  shall 

claim 
Thy  growth,  to  be  resolved  to  earth  a^in; 
And  lost  each  human  trace,  sunendenng  op 
Thine  individual  being,  shalt  thou  go 
To  mix  forever  with  the  elements, 
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To  bo  a  brother  to  the  mseiifiible  rock 
And  to  the  sluggish  dod,  which  the  rode 
swain  [oak 

Tama  with  his  share,  and  treads  upon.     The 
Shall  send  his  roots  abroad,  and  pierce  thy 

mould. 
Tet  not  to  thy  eternal  resting-place        [wish 
Shalt  thou  retire  alone — ^nor  couldst  thou 
Conch  more  magnificent.      Thou   shalt  lie 
down  [kings, 

With  patriarchs  of  the  infant  world;  with 
The  powerful  of  the  earth ;  the  wise,  the  good, 
Fair  forms,  and  hoary  seeia  of  ages  past. 
All  in  one  mighty  sepulchre.     The  hills 
Rock-ribb'd  and  ancient  as  the  sun ;  the  vales 
Stretching  in  pensive  quietness  between ; 
The  venerable  woods ;  rivers  that  move 
In  majesty,  and  the  complaining  brooks 
That  make  the  meadows  green ;  and,  poured 

round  all, 
Old  ocean^s  gray  and  melancholy  waste, 
Are  but  the  solemn  decorations  all 
Of  the  great  tomb  of  man.    The  golden  sun, 
The  planets,  all  the  infinite  host  of  heaven. 
Are  shining  on  the  sad  abodes  of  death, 
Through  the  still  lapse  of  ages.    All  that 

tread 
The  globe  are  but  a  handful  to  the  tribes 
That  slumber  in  its  bosom.    Take  the  wings 
Of  morning,  and  the  Bureau  desert  pierce, 
Or  lose  thyself  in  the  continuous  woods 
Where  rolls  the  Or^on,  and  hears  no  sound. 
Save  hia  own  dashmgs;  yet  the  dead  are 

there. 
And  millions  in  those  solitudes,  since  first 
The  fight  of  years  began,  have  laid  them 

down 
In  their  last  sleep — ^the  dead  reign  there  alone. 
80  shalt  thou  rest ;  and  what  if  thou  shalt  fall 
Unnoticed  by  the  living,  and  no  friend 
Take  note  of  thy  departure  ?  All  that  breathe 
Will  share  thy  destiny.     The  gay  will  laugh 
When  thou  art  gone,  the  solemn  brood  of  care 
Plod  on,  and  each  one,  as  before,  will  chase 
His  favorite  phantom ;  yet  all  these  shall  leave 
Their  mirth  and  tl^eir  employments,  and  shall 
come,  [train 

And  make  their  bed  with  thee.  As  the  long 
Of  ages  glides  away,  the  sons  of  men,  [goes 
The  youth  in  life's  green  spring,  and  he  who 
In  the  full  strength  of  years,  matron  and  maid. 
The  bowed  with  a^,  the  infant  in  the  smiles 
And  beauty  of  its  mnocent  age  cut  off. 
Shall,  one  by  one,  be  gather^  to  thy  side, 
By  those  who  in  their  turn  shall  follow  them. 
So  live,  that  when  thy  summons  comes  to 
The  innumerable  caravan  that  moves  [join 
To  the  pale  realms  of  shade,  where  each  shall 

take 
His  chamber  in  the  silent  halls  of  death, 
Thou  go  not  like  the  quarry-slave  at  night. 
Scourged  to  his  dungeon ;  but,  sustained  and 

soothed 
By  an  unfaltering  trust,  approach  thy  grave, 
Like  one  who  wraps  the  drapery  of  his  couch 
About  him,  and  lies  down  to  pleasant  dreams. 

William  Oullen  Bryant. 
84 


3340.  X0SE8,  Grave  of. 

By  Nebo's  lonely  mountain,  ' 

On  this  side  Jordan's  wave. 
In  the  vale  in  the  land  of  Moab, 

There  lies  a  lonely  grave ; 
And  no  man  dug  tlutt  sepulchre. 

And  no  man  saw  it  e*er ; 
For  the  angel  of  God  upturned  the  sod. 

And  laid  the  dead  man  there. 

•         Mrs,  C.  F.  Aleaoander. 

d341.  K0SE8,  XiraolM  o£ 

When  Moses  waved  his  mystic  rod, 
What  wonders  followed  while  he  spoke  I 
Firm  as  a  wall  the  waters  stood, 
Or  gushed  in  rivers  from  the  rock : 

At  his  command  the  thunders  rolled ; 
Lightning  and  hail  his  voice  obeyed ; 
And  Pharaoh  trembled  to  behold 
His  land  in  desolation  laidL 

But  what  could  Moses'  rod  have  done 
Had  he  not  been  divinely  sent  ? 
The  power  was  from  the  Lord  alone, 
And  Moses  but  the  instrument. 

John  Nmfiton, 

3349.  XOTHBB,  Attadunent  of  a. 

'*  Ho,  sailor  of  the  sea  I 

How's  my  boy — my  boy  I " 

**  What's  your  boy's  name,  good  wife. 

And  in  what  good  ship  sailed  he  ? " 

"My  boy  John — 
He  that  went  to  sea— 
What  care  I  for  the  ship,  sidlor? 
My  boy's  my  boy  to  me. 

'*  You  come  back  from  sea, 

And  not  know  my  John  ? 

I  might  as  well  have  asked  some  landsman. 

Yonder  down  in  the  town. 

There's  not  an  ass  in  all  the  parish 

But  knows  my  John. 

**  How's  my  boy — ^my  boy  ? 

And  unless  you  let  me  know 

I'll  swear  yoti  are  no  sailor. 

Blue  Jacket  or  no — 

Brass  buttons  or  no,  sailor. 

Anchor  and  crown  or  no — 

Sure  his  ship  was  the  Jolly  Briton  "^- 

**  Speak  low,  woman,  speak  low  I " 

**  And  why  should  I  speak  low,  sailor. 

About  my  own  boy  John  ? 

If  I  was  loud  as  I  am  proud 

I'd  sing  him  over  the  town  I 

Why  should  I  speak  low,  sailor? " — 

**  That  good  ship  went  down." 

"  How's  my  boy — ^my  boy  ? 

What  care  I  for  the  ship,  sailor — 

I  was  never  aboard  her. 

Be  she  afloat  or  be  she  aground, 

Sinking  or  swimming,  I'll  be  bound 

Her  owners  can  afford  her  I 

I  say  how's  my  John  ? " — 
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**  Every  man  on  board  went  down. 
Every  man  aboard  her.'* 

**  How's  my  boy,  my  boy — ^my  boy? 
What  care  I  for  the  men,  but  sailor  ? 
I'm  not  theur  mother — 
How's  my  boy — ^my  boy  f 
Tell  me  of  him  and  no  other  I 
How's  my  boy — ^my  boy  ? " 

Sidney  DobeU. 

9343.  MOTHEB,  Infhieiioe  of  a. 

Children  are  what  the  mothers  are. 
No  fondest  father's  fondest  care 
Can  fashion  so  the  in&nt's  heart 
As  those  creative  beams  that  dart, 
With  all  their  hopes  and  fears,  upon 
The  cradle  of  a  sleeping  son. 

His  startled  eyes  with  wonder  see 
A  father  near  him  on  his  knee, 
Who  wishes  all  the  while  to  trace 
The  mother  in  his  fature  face ; 
But  'tis  to  her  alone  nprise 
His  wakening  arms ;  to  her  those  eyes 
Open  with  joy  and  not  surprise. 

Walter  Savage  Landor, 

9344.  KOTEEB,  Koarniiig  fbr  s. 

My  mother  I  when  I  learned  that  thou  wast 

dead. 
Say,  wast  thou  conscious  of  the  tears  I  shed  ? 
Hovered  thy  spirit  o'er  thy  sorrowing  son — 
Wretch  even  then,  life's  journey  just  begun  ? 
Perhaps  thou  gavest  me,  though  unfelt,  a 

kiss; 
Perhaps  a  tear,  if  souls  can  weep  in  bliss — 
Ah,  that  maternal  smile  I  it  answers,  Tes. 
I  heard  the  bell  tolled  on  thy  burial  day ; 
I  saw  the  hearse  that  bore  thee  slow  away ; 
And,  turning  from  my  nursery  window,  drew 
A  long,  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu  I 
But  was  it  such?    It  was.    Where  thou  art 

gone 
Adieus  and  farewells  are  a  sound  unknown ; 
Hay  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  peaceful  shore. 
The  parting  word  shall  pass  my  lips  no  more. 
Thy  maidens,  grieved  themselves  at  my  con- 
cern, 
Oft  gave  mo  promise  of  thy  quick  return ; 
What  ardently  I  wished  I  long  believed. 
And,  disappointed  still,  was  still  deceived — 
By  expectation  every  day  beguiled. 
Dupe  of  to-morrow  even  from  a  child. 
Thus  many  a  sad  to-morrow  came  and  went. 
Till,  all  my  stock  of  infant  sorrows  spent, 
I  learned  at  last  submission  to  my  lot ; 
But,  though  I  less  deplored  thee,  ne'er  forgot 

William  Cowper, 

9345.  KOTHEB,  OBoa  of  a. 

The  mother  in  her  office  holds  the  key 

Of  the  soul ;  and  she  it  is  who  stamps  the  coin 

Of  character,   and  makes  the  being,  who 

would  be  a  savage 
But  for  her  gentle  cares,  a  Christian  man. 


3346.  MOTIVES,  Diioriiiihuitiiig. 

In  vain  the  sage,  with  retrospective  eye, 
Would  from  th'  apparent  What  conclude  the 

Why, 
Infer  the  motive  from  the  deed,  and  show 
That  what  we  chanc'd  was  what  we  meant  to 

do. 
Behold  I  if  fortune  or  a  mistress  frowns, 
Some  plunge  in  business,  others  shave  thcir^ 

crowns: 
To  ease  the  soul  of  one  oppressive  weight, 
This  quits  an  empire,  that  embroils  a  state. 
The  same  adust  complexion  has  impell'd 
Charles  to  the  convent,  Philip  to  the  field. 

Not  always  actions  ^ow  the  man :  we  find 
Who  does  a  kindness  is  not  therefore  kind ; 
Perhaps  prosperity  becalm'd  his  breast ; 
Perhaps  the  wind  just  shifted  from  the  east : 
Not  therefore  humble  he  who  seeks  retreat ; 
Pride  guides  his  steps,  and  bids  him  shun  the 

great: 
Who  combats  bravely  is  not  therefore  brave ; 
He  dreads  a  death-bed  like  the  meanest  slave : 
Who  reasons  wisely  is  not  therefore  wise ; 
His  pride  in  reasoning,  not  in  acting,  lies. 

But  grant  that  actions  best  discover  man ; 
Take  the  most  strong,  and  sort  them  aa  you 

can: 
The  few  that  glare  each  character  must  mark ; 
You  balance  not  the  many  in  the  dark. 
What  will  yon  do  with  such  as  disagree  I 
Suppress  them,  or  miscall  them  policy  ? 
Must  then  at  once  (the  character  to  save) 
The  plain  rough  hero  turn  a  crafty  knave  ? 
Alas !  in  truth  the  man  but  changed  Iiis  mind ; 
Perhaps  was  sick,  in  love,  or  hcKl  not  din'^d. 
Ask  why  from  Britain  Caesar  would  retreat  ? 
Caesar  himself  miglit  whisper  he  was  beat. 
Why  risk  the  world's  great  empire  for  a  ponk  ? 
Caesar  perhaps  might  answer,  he  was  drunk. 

Alexander  Bfpe, 

9347.  KOUlUmra,  Ohil<tiaiL 

Weep  for  the  dead  I    Qod  bids  you  not  re- 
strain [tear. 
What  nature  claims,  affection's  soothing 
But  weep,  like  Christiaii  moumera  I     Tho' 
the  bier. 
Bear  him  away  to  death's  obscure  domain. 
Yet  he  with  you,  who  still  on  earth  remain. 
The  summons  of  the  Archangers  voice  shsJl 

hear; 
And  he  with  you  before  the  Lord  appear, 
Soar  to  the  clouds,  and  meet  you  there  again. 
Weep  then,  but  do  not  as  the  hopeless  weep. 
For  them  who  rest  in  Christ  I    A  common 
prize 
Awaits  both  them,  and  you,  and  all  who  keep 
His  truth,  and  love  IDs  coming  in  the 
skies. 
They,  in  the  Saviour  who  or  wake  or  sleeps 
Shall  all  united  in  the  Saviour  rise. 

Bialiop  ManL 

9349.  Hoimirnra,  Horitsgo  oe 

O  man,  while  in  thy  early  yeais, 
How  prodigal  of  time  I 


Misspending  all  thy  precious  hours, . 

Thy  glorious  youthful  prime  I 
Alternate  follies  take  the  sway : 

Licentious  passions  bum ; 
Which  tenfold  force  gives  Nature's  law, 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

Look  not  alone  on  youthful  prime, 

Or  manhood's  active  might ; 
Kan  then  is  useful  to  his  kind. 

Supported  in  his  right ; 
But  see  him  on  the  edge  of  life, 

With  cares  and  sorrows  worn. 
Then  age  and  want,  O  ill-matched  pair  I 

Show  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

A  few  seem  favorites  of  fate. 

In.  pleasure's  lap  carest ; 
Yet  think  not  all  the  rich  and  great 

•Are  likewise  truly  blest 
But,  O,  what  crowds  in  every  land 

Ajne  wretched  and  forlorn! 
Through  weary  life  this  lesson  learn — 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

Many  and  sharp  the  numerous  ills, 

Inwoven  with  our  frame. 
More  pointed  still  we  make  ourselves, 

Re^^  remorse,  and  shame  I 
And  man,  whose  heaven-erected  face 

The  smiles  of  love  adorn, 
Man's  inhumanity  to  man 

Makes  countless  thousands  mourn  I 

See  yonder  poor,  o'erlabored  wight  * 

So  abject,  mean,  and  vile, 
Who  begs  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  him  leave  to  toil ; 
And  see  his  lordly  fellow- worm 

The  poor  petition  spurn, 
Unmindful  though  a  weeping  wife 

And  helpless  ofibpring  mourn. 

If  Fm  designed  yon  lordling's  slave — 

By  Nature's  law  designeo-— 
Why  was  an  independent  wish 

E'er  planted  in  my  mind  ? 
If  not,  why  am  I  subject  to 

His  cruelty  or  scorn  ? 
Or  why  has  man  the  will  and  power 

To  make  his  fellow  mourn  ? 

Yet  let  not  this  too  much,  my  son, 

Disturb  thy  youthful  breast : 
This  partial  view  of  human-kind 

Is  surely  not  the  last ! 
The  poor,  oppressed,  honest  man 

Had  never,  sure,  been  bom, 
Had  there  not  been  some  recompense 

To  comfort  those  that  mourn  I 

O  Death  t  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend, 

The  kindest  and  the  best  I 
Welcome  the  hour  my  aged  limbs 

Ane  laid  with  thee  at  rest. 
The  great,  the  wealthy,  fear  thy  blow. 

From  pomp  and  pleasure  tom ! 
But  O,  a  blest  relief  to  those 

That  weary-laden  mourn  I 

.Robert  Bums. 
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3849.  UOUBHINa,  OoouIob  o£ 

When  those  we  love  on  earth  are  seen  no  more. 
We  mourn  to  think  that  they  are  gone  before ; 
But  if  a  pang  amidst  eternal  rest 
Could  ever  reach  *the  bosoms  of  the  blest, 
If  grief  in  heaven  could  one  weak  moment 

find. 
Would  they  not  moum  that  we  are  left  be- 
hind ?  James  MonigoTnery, 
9350.  ICOUBSIHa,  Tears  of. 

Our  funeral  tears  from  different  causes  rise ; 
As  if  from  separate  cisterns  in  the  soul, 
Of  various  lands  they  flow.     From  tender 

hearts, 
By  soft  contas^on  called,  some  burst  at  once. 
And  stream  obsequious  to  the  leading  eye : 
Some  ask  more  time,  by  curious  art  distilled. 
Some  hearts,  in  secret  hard,  unapt  to  melt, 
Strack  by  the  magic  of  the  public  eye, 
Like  Moses'  smitten  rock,  gush  out  amain. 
Some  weep  to  share  the  fame  of  the  deceased. 
So  high  in  merit,  and  to  them  so  dear ; 
They  dwell  on  praises  which  they  think  they 

diiare, 
And  thus,  without  a  blush,  commend  them- 
selves, [could  love ; 
Some  mourn,  in  proof  that  something  they 
They  weep  not  to  relieve  their  grief,  but  show. 
Some  weep  in  perfect  justice  to  the  dead. 
As  conscious  Idl  their  love  is  in  arrear.  / 
Some  mischievously  weep,  not  unapprised 
Tears  sometimes  aid  the  conquest  of  an  eye. 
With  what  address  the  soft  Ephesians  diw 
Their  sable  network  o'er  entangled  hearts  I 
Ab  seen   through  crystal,  how  their  roses 
glow,                                        [cheek  1 
While  liquid  pearl  runs  trickling  down  their 
Of  hers  not  prouder  Egypt's  wanton  queen. 
Carousing  gems,  herself  dissolved  in  love. 
Some  weep  at  death,  abstracted  from  the  dead. 
And  celebrate,  like  Charles,  their  own  de- 
cease,                                         [weep. 
By  kind  constraction,  some  are  deemed  to 
Because  a  decent  veil  conceals  their  joy. 

Some  weep  in  earnest,  and  yet  weep  in 
As  deep  in  indiscretion  as  in  woe.       [vain — 
Passion,  blind  passion,  impotently  pours 
Tears  that  deserve  more  tears — ^while  reason 
Or  gazes  like  an  idiot,  unconcerned,   [sleeps. 
Nor  comprehends  the  meaning  of  the  storm ; 
Knows  not  it  speaks  to  her,  and  her  alone. 
Irrationals  all  sorrow  are  beneath — 
That  noble  gift  I  that  privilege  of  man ! 
From  sorrow's  pang,  the  birth  of  endless  joy. 
But  these  are  barren  of  that  birth  divine : 
They  weep  impetuous  as  the  summer  storm. 
And  full  as  short :  the  croel  grief  soon  tamed, 
They  make  a  pastime  of  the  stingless  tale ; 
Far  as  the  deep-resounding  knell,  they  spread 
The  dreadful  news,  and  hardly  feel  it  more ; 
No  grain  of  wisdom  pays  them  for  their  woe. 
Half  round  the  glooe,  the  tears  pumped  up 
by  death 
Are  spent  in  watering  vanities  of  life — 
In  making  folly  flourish  still  more  fair. 

Edward  Young. 
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2351.  MUSDEB,  KotiTes  ofl 

First  Eqyj,  eldest  bom  of  hell,  imbrued 
Her  hands  in  blood,  and  taught  the  sons  of 

men 
To  make  a  death  which  nature  never  made. 
And  God  abhorred;  with  yiolence  rude  to 

break 
The  thread  of  life  ere  half  its  length  was  run ; 
And  rob  a  wretched  brother  of  his  being. 
With  joy  Ambition  saw,  and  soon  improved 
The  execrable  deed.     'Twas  not  enough 
By  subtile  fraud  to  snatch  a  single  life, 
Puny  impiety !  whole  kingdoms  fell 
To  sate  the  lust  of  power :  more  horrid  still 
The  foulest  stain  and  scandal  of  our  nature 
Became  its  boast.     One  murder  made  a  vil- 
lain; 
Millions  a  hero.    Princes  were  privileged 
To  kill,  and  numbers  sanctified  the  cnme. 
Ab !  why  will  kings  forget  that  they  are  men  ? 
And  men  that  they  are  brethren  ?    Why  de- 
light 
In  human  sacrifice  ?    Why  burst  the  ties 
Of  nature,  that  should  knit  their  souls  together 
In  one  soft  bond  of  amity  and  love? 
Yet  still  they  breathe  destruction,  still  go  on 
Inhumanly  ingenious  to  find  out 
New  pains  for  life,  new  terrors  for  the  grave, 
Artificers  of  death !     Still  monarchs  dream 
Of  universal  empire  growing  up 
From  universal  ruin.     Blast  the  design. 
Great  God  of  hosts,  nor  let  Thy  creatures  fall 
Unpitied  victims  at  ambition's  shrine  I 

BeiJby  Ibrteous, 

2359.  inTBDEBEIl,  Onne  of  the. 

O,  the  wrath  of  the  Lord  is  a  terrible  thing ! 
Like  the  tempest  that  withers  the  blossoms  of 

spring,  {^domain, 

like  the  thunder  that  bursts  on  the  summer's 
It  fell  on  the  head  of  the  homicide  Cain. 
And  lo !  like  a  deer  in  the  fright  of  the  chase, 
With  a  fire  in  his  heart,  and  a  brand  on  his 

face. 
He  speeds  him  afar  to  the  desert  of  Nod — 
A  vagabond,  smote  by  the  vengeance  of  God  1 
All  nature,  to  him,  has  been  blasted  and 

banned,  [hand ; 

And  the  blood  of  a  brother  yet  reeks  on  his 
And  no  vintage  has  grown,  and  no  f ountam 

has  sprung,  [tongue. 

For  cheering  his  heart,  or  for  cooling  his 
The  groans  of  a  father  his  slumbers  shall  start, 
And  the  tears  of  a  mother  shall  pierce  his 

heart,  [like  flame. 

And  the  kiss  of  his  children  shall  scorch  him 
When  ho  thinks  of  the  curse  that  hangs  over 

his  name.  [fair, 

And  the  wife  of  his  bosom,  the  faithful  and 
Can  mix'no  sweet  drop  in  his  cup  of  despair : 
For  her  tender  caress,    and    her  innocent 

breath. 
But  stir  in  his  soul  the  hot  embers  of  death. 
And  his  offering  may  blaze  unregarded  by 

Heaven,  [forgiven ; 

And  hid  spirit  may  pray,  yet  remain  un- 


And  his  grave  may  be  dosed,  yet  no  rest  to 

him  bring — 
O,  the  wrath  of  the  Lord  is  a  terrible  thing. 

WiUiam  Knox, 

2353.  MITEDEBEB,  Tnmginatifln  of  iho. 

From  that  day  forth  no  place  to  him  could  be 
So  lonely,  but  that  thence  might  come  a  pang 
Brought  from  without  to  inward  misery. 
Now,  as  he  plodded  on  with  sullen  cloiig, 
A  sound  of  chains  aloud  the  desert  rang ; 
He  looked,  and  saw  Upon  a  gibbet  high 
A  human  body  that  in  irons  swans^. 
Uplifted  by  the  tempest  whirling  by ; 
And,  hovering,  round  it  often  did  a  raven  fly. 

WHliam  Wbrd*tBorth» 

2354.  mnaCUBIVO,  PrononaM  tOk 

The  wounded  heart  is  prone  to  entertain 
Presumptuous  thoughts,  and  feelings  v^idi 
arraign  [we. 

The  appointed  course  of  things ;  but  what  are 
Short-sighted  creatures  of  an  hour. 
That  we  should  judge  ?    In  part  alone  we  see, 
And  this  but  dimly.     He  who  ordereth  all, 
Beholdeth  all,  at  once,  and  to  the  end : 
Upon  His  wisdom  and  His  power. 
His  mercy  and  His  boundless  love,  we  rest ; 
And  resting  thus  in  humble  faith,  we  Imow, 
Whether  the  present  be  for  weal  or  woe. 
For  us  whatever  is  must  needs  be  best 

Hobert  Sauthey. 

2355.  MUSIO,  AbiM  oC 

Listed  into  the  cause  of  sin. 

Why  should  a  good  be  evil  ? 
Music,  alas  I  too  long  has  been 

Pressed  to  obey  the  deviL 
Drunken,  or  lewd,  or  light,  the  lay 

Flowed  to  the  soul's  undoing ; 
Widened,  and  strewed  with  flowers  the  way 

Down  to  eternal  ruin.      Charles  Wesley. 

2356.  MUBIOi^AnoGiations  oL 

The  solemn  hymn,  to  ancient  music  set. 
In  many  a  heart  response  of  memory  met 
To  me  it  seemed  departed  Sabbaths  hung 
Upon  these  notes,  which  gave  the  past  a  tongue. 
To  speak  again  in  voices  from  the  dead. 
And  wake  an  echo  from  their  silent  bed. 

Eluabeth  Bogart, 

2357.  KUBIO,  Author  of. 

Should  the  well-meant  songs  I  leave  behind 
With  Jesus'  lovers  an  acceptance  find,  [know 
'Twill  heighten  even  the  joys  of  heaven  to 
That  in  my  verse  the  saints  hymn  Qtod.  below. 

Bp,  Thomas  Ken, 

235§*  XUBIO,  Ohanns  o& 

Oh,  Ml  me,  lull  me,  charming  air  1 

My  senses  rock  with  wonder  sweet  I 
like  snow  on  wool  thy  Adlings  arc ; 
Soft,  like  a  spirit^s,  are  thy  feet. 
Grief  who  need  fear 
That  hath  an  ear! 
Down  let  him  lie, 
And  slumberinjp;  die, 
And  change  his  soul  K>r  harmony. 

WiUiam  Strode. 
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2359.  MUSIO,  OonMoratod. 

If  well  I  know  the  tonefal  art 
To  captivate  an  human  heart, 

Tlio  glory,  Lord,  be  Thine, 
A  servant  of  Thy  blessed  will, 
I  here  devote  my  utmost  skill 

To  sound  the  praise  divine. 

Thine  own  mosician,  Lord,  inspire, 
And  let  my  consecrated  lyre 

Repeat  the  Psalmist's  part ; 
His  Son  and  Thine  reveal  in  me. 
And  fill  with  sacred  melody 

The  fibres  of  my  heart 

Oharlea  Wedey. 

3360.  KUSIO,  Fable  at 

The  gift  to  King  Amphion 

That  walled  a  city  with  its  melody, 
Was  for  belief  no  dream :  thy  skill,  Arion, 

Could  humanize  the  creatures  of  the  sea, 
When  men  were  monsters.    A  last  grace  he 
craves, 

Leave  for  one  chant ;  the  dulcet  sound 
Steals  from  the  deck  o*er  willing  waves, 

And  listening  dolphins  gather  round. 
8elf-cast,  as  with  a  desperate  course, 

'Hid  that  strange  audience,  he  bestrides 
A  proud  one  docile  as  a  managed  horse ; 
And  singing  while  the  discordant  hand 

Sweeps  his  harp,  the  master  rides ; 
So  shall  he  touch  at  length  a  friendly  strand. 
And  he  with  his  preserver  shine  star-bright 
In  memory,  through  silent  night 

WiUiam  Wordsworth, 

3361.  MUSIO,  Xiraolea  oft 

Orpheus,  with  his  lute,  made  trees, 
And  the  mountain-tops  that  freeze. 

Bow  themselves  when  he  did  sing ; 
To  his  music  plants  and  flowers 
Ever  spmnff — as  sun  and  showers 

There  had  made  a  lasting  Spring. 

Everything  that  heard  him  play, 
Even  the  billows  of  the  sea. 

Hung  their  heads,  and  then  lay  by. 
In  sweet  music  is  such  art, 
'K'niing  care,  and  grief  of  heart — 

Fall  asleep,  or  hearing,  die ! 

8hahe»pear6. 

3363.  MUSIO,  Hatore't. 

There  is  no  pausfe  in  the  vast  melody  of  earth. 
It  never  dies,  but  has  })erpetual  birth,    [tears 
It  lives  and  breathes  in  sighs:  slow-falling 
Carry  the  burden  through  the  sorrowing  years. 
Each  leaf  that  drops  makes  some  divine  ac- 
In  the  eternal  hymn  of  praise  to  Gk>d.     [cord 
The  solemn  measure  of  the  unfaltering  stars, 
The  wild  brook's  laugh,  the  waterfall's  hur- 
rahs, 
The  words  of  lovers  loitering  in  the  lane. 
The  sobs  from  hearts  too  heavy  to  complain. 
The  bugle-tones  of  winds  forever  sighing. 
The  hoflow  voice  of  deep  to  deep  replying — 
Each  lends  an  accent  to  the  symphony  [Thee. 
Which  soars  forever,  Lord,  from  Thine  to 


9363,  MUSIO,  Bool. 

There's  music  ever  in  the  kindly  soul ; 
For  every  deed  of  goodness  done  is  like 
A  chord  set  in  the  heart,  and  joy  doth  strike 
Upon  it,  oft  as  memory  doth  unroll      [writ 
The  immortal  page  whereon  good  deeds  are 

Thomas  McKeUar. 

3364.  MUTATIOH,  B«D«fit  o£ 

They  talk  of  short-lived  pleasure ;  be  it  so ; 

Pain  dies  as  quickly :  stem,  hard-featured 
Expires,  and  lets  her  weary  prisoner  go.  [pain 

The  fiercest  agonies  have  shortest  reign ; 

And  after  dreams  of  horror  comes  again 
The  welcome  morning  with  its  rays  of  peace. 

Oblivion,  softly  wiping  out  the  stain. 
Makes  the  strong  secret  pangs  of  shame  to 

cease: 
Remorse  is  virtue^s  root ;  its  fair  increase 

Are  fruits  of  innocence  and  blessedness : 
Thus  joy,  overborne  and  bound,  doth  still 
rdease  [him  press. 

His  young  limbs  from  the  diains  that  round 
Weep  not  that  the  world  changes — did  it  keep 
A  stable,  changeless  state,  'twere  cause  indeed 
to  weep.       William  CulUn  Bryant. 

3365.  MUTATIOH,  Earthly. 

Earthly  things 
Are  but  the  transient  pageants  of  an  hour ; 
And  earthly  pride  is  like  the  passing  flower, 
That  springs  to  fall,  and  blossoms  but  to  die. 
'Tis  as  the  tower  erected  on  a  cloud. 
Baseless  and  silly  as  the  schoolboy's  dream. 
Ages  and  epochs  that  destroy  our  pride. 
And  then  record  its  downfall,  what  are  they 
But  the  poor  creatures  of  man's  teeming  brain  9 
Hath  Heaven  its  ages  9  or  doth  Heaven  pre- 
Its  stated  eras  ?    Doth  the  Onmipotent  [serve 
Hear  of  to-morrows  or  of  yesterdays  ? 
There  is  to  God  nor  future  nor  a  past ; 
Throned  in  His  might,  all  times  to  Him  are 

present; 
He  hath  no  lapse,  no  past,  no  time  to  come ; 
He  sees  before  Him  one  eternal  now. 
Time  moveth  not  I  our  being  'tis  that  moves ; 
And  we,  swift  gliding  down  life's  rapid 

stream. 
Dream  of  swift  ages  and  revolving  years, 
Ordain'd  to  chronicle  our  passing  days : 
So  the  young  sailor  in  the  gallant  bark. 
Scudding  before  the  wind,  beholds  the  coast 
Receding  from  his  eyes,  and  thinks  the  while, 
Struck  with  amaze,  that  he  is  motionless. 
And  that  the  land  is  sailing. 

Henry  Kirks  White, 

3366.  MUTATIOH,  Heathen  View  of; 

All  things  are  altered,  nothing  is  destroy'd, 
The  shifted  scene  for  some  new  show  em- 
Then,  to  be  bom,  is  to  begin  to  be     [ploy'd. 
Some  other  thing  we  were  not  formerly : 
And  what  we  call  to  die,  is  not  to  appear 
Or  be  the  thing  that  formerly  we  were. 
Those  very  elements,  which  we  partake 
Alive,  when  dead,  some  other  bodies  make : 
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Translated  grow,  have  sense,  or  can  dis- 
course ;  [force. 
But  death  on  deathless  substance  has  no 
That  forms  are  chan^^d,  I  grant ;  that  noth- 
Continue  in  the  figure  it  began :  [ing  can 
The  golden  age  to  silver  was  debased ; 
To  copper  that ;  our  metal  came  at  last. 

The  face  of  places,  and  their  forms,  decay ; 
And  that  is  solid  earth  that  once  was  sea : 
Beas,  in  their  turn,  retreating  from  the  shore, 
Make  solid  land  what  ocean  was  before ; 
And  far  from   strand  are  shells  of  fishes 

found. 
And  rusty  anchors  fix*d  on  mountain  ground : 
And  what  were  fields  before,  now  wash'd 

and  worn 
By  falling  floods  from  high,  to  valleys  turn, 
Ajud,    crumbling     still,    descend    to    level 
lands ;  [sands : 

And  lakes,  and  trembling  bo^  are  barren 
And  the  parched  desert  ^ats  in  streams  un- 
known. 
Wondering  to  diink  of  waters  not  her  own. 

(hid,  tr.  by  John  Dryden, 

3367.  MUTATIOV,  LooaL 

And  oh  1  what  changes  we  all  know 
Long  years  can  bring  in  one  small  place, 
In  names  and  shapes,  from  face  to  face, 
As  souls  will  come  and  souls  will  go : 
And  here,  where  hills  have  all  stood  fast, 
WhUe  babes  have  come  and  men  have  passed, 
The  wind-stream  softly  seems  to  sigh, 
**  Man's  lifetime  glides  away  as  I.'* 

William  Bamet, 

336§.  KTSTEBT,  Solution  ot 

Life's  mystery — deep,  restless,  as  the  ocean — 

Hath  surged  and  wailed  for  ages  to  and 

fro ;  [tion. 

Earth's  generations  watch  its  ceaseless  mo- 
As  in  and  out  its  hollow  meanings  flow. 

Shivering  and  yearning  by  that  unknown  sea. 

Let  my  soul  calm  itself,  O  Christ,  in  Thee. 

Life's  sorrows,  with  inexorable  power. 
Sweep  desolation  o'er  this  mortal  plain ; 

And  human  loves  and  hopes  fly  as  the  chaff 
Borne  by  the  whirlwind  from  the  ripened 
grain.  [flee. 

Ah!  when  before  that  blast  my  hopes  all 

Let  my  soul  calm  itself,  O  Christ,  in  Thee  I 

Between  the  mysteries  of  death  and  life 
Thou  standest,  loving,  guiding,  not  ex- 
plaining ; 
We  ask,  and  "Hiou  art  silent;  yet  we  gaze, 
And  our  charmed  hearts  forget  their  drear 
complaining. 
Ko  crushing  fate,  no  stony  destiny,      [Thee ! 
O  Lamb  that  hast  been  slain,  we  find  in 

The  many  waves  of  thought,   the  mighty 

tides,  [lands, 

The  ground-swell  that  rolls  up  from  other 

From    far-off    worlds,    from    dim,   eternal 

shores,  [strands — 

Whose  echo  dashes  on  life's  wave-worn 


This  vague,  dark  tumult  of  the  inner 
Grows  calm,  grows  bright,  O  risen  Lord,  hi 
Thee  I 

Thy  piercM    hand   guides  the    mysteriooB 
wheels; 
Thy  thorn-crowned  brow  now  wean  the 
crown  of  power; 
And,  when  the  dread  enigma  presseth  sore, 
Thy  patient  voice  saitl^  *'  Watch  with  He 
one  hour." 
As  sinks  the  moaning  river  in  the  sea 
Li  silver  peace,  so  sinks  my  soul  in  Thee  I 

Earriet  B&echer  Stows, 

9M0.  XTBTEBT,  Veil  oft 

When  fain  to  learn  we  lean  into  the  dark. 
And  grope  to  feel  the  floor  of  the  abyss, 
Or  find  the  secret  boundary  lines  which  mark 

Where  soul  and  matter  kiss — 

Fair  world !  these  puzzled  souls  of  ours  grow 

weak  [the  rim 

With  beating  their  bruised  wings  against 

That  bounds  their  utmost  flying,  when  they 

The  distant  and  the  dim.  [seek 

We  pant,  we  strain  like  birds  against  their 
wires ; 
Are  sick  to  reach  the  vast  and  the  beyond: 
And  what  avails,  if  still  to  our  desires 

Those  far-off  gulfs  respond  ?  [lies 

Contentment  comes  not  therefore ;  still  there 
An  outer  distance  when  the  flrst  is  hailed. 
And  still  forever  yawns  before  our  eyes 
An  UTMOST — ^that  is  veiled. 

Jean  Ingdovt, 

9870.  VAAJIAH,EeaU]igo£ 

Before  Elisha's  gate 
The  Syrian  leper  stood 
But  could  not  brook  to  wait. 
He  deemed  himself  too  good: 
He  thought  the  prophet  would  attend, 
And  not  to  Mm  a  message  send. 

Have  I  this  journey  come, 

And  will  he  not  be  seen  t 

I  were  as  well  at  home, 

Would  washing  make  me  dean ; 
Why  must  I  wash  in  Jordan*s  flood  % 
Damascus  rivers  are  as  good. 

Thus  by  his  foolish  pride 

He  almost  missed  a  cure ; 

Howe'er  at  length  he  tried. 

And  found  the  method  sure : 
Soon  as  the  pride  was  brought  to  yield. 
The  leprosy  was  quickly  h^ed. 

JohnNewUm. 

9371.  HAXE,  Fowtr  of  a. 
Brutus  and  Caesar :  what  should  be  in  Caesar  f 
Why  should  that  name  be  sounded  more  than 

yours? 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  a  fair  name; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as 

well ;  [them, 

Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy;  conjure  with 
Brutus  will  start  a  i^irit  as  soon  as  Csesar. 
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ha.  tlie  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once, 
Tirluit  meat  doth  this  our  Casar  f eed^ 
bo  is  groi¥n  so  great  ? 
*8  in  a  xuune?  That  which  we  callarose, 
Ly  otber  name  would  smell  as  sweet. 

Shakeapears. 

79.   HATI0H8,  Fate  ot 

ieem  not  thou  some  oyerruling  Fate, 
rectincr  all  thmgs  with  benign  decree, 
»ugli  all  tlie  turmoil  of  this  mortal  state, 
[>pomt8  tbat  what  is  best  shall  therefore 

be: 
d  as  from  man  his  future  doom  proceeds, 
nations  rise  or  fall,  according  to  their 

deeds. 

i  indiTidual  culprit  may  sometimes 
rnpunished  to  his  after>reckoning  go : 
b  tlius  coUectiTe  man ;  for  public  crimes 
>ra^w^  on  their  proper  punishment  below : 
len  nations  go  astray,  from  age  to  age 
e  e£Eect8  remain,  a  isLtal  heritage. 

Bear  witness,  Esypt,  thy  huge  monuments 
Of  priestly  fraud  and  tyranny  austere  1 
sar  witness  thou,  whose  only  name  presents 
All  holy  feelings  to  religion  dear — 
i  earth's  dark  circlet  once  the  precious  gem 
f  liyiDg  light — 0  fallen  Jerusalem  I 

Robert  8outhey. 

33V3,  HATUSE,  Qhtagsko. 

!*ake  of  some  bitter  tree  a  shoot, 
n  Eden^s  garden  plant  the  root ; 
!iet  waters  from  th^  eternal  spring 
\jaiid8t  the  boughs  their  incense  fling : 
rhough  bathed  and  showered  with  honey-dew 
[ts  native  baseness  springs  to  Ticw ; 
After  long  care  and  anxious  skill 
The  fruit  it  bears  is  bitter  still  ( 

Place  thou  within  the  spicy  nest, 
Where  the  bright  phoenix  loves  to  rest, 
A  ravcn^s  egg,  and  mark  thou  well. 
When  the  vile  bird  has  chipped  his  shell, 
Though  fed  with  grains  from  trees  that  grow 
Where  Solsebil's  pure  waters  flow. 
Though  airs  from  Gabriers  wing  may  rise 
To  fan  the  cradle  where  he  lies, 
Though  long  their  patieint  care  endure, 
He  proves  at  last  a  bird  impure  I 

A  viper  nurtured  in  a  bed 
Where  roses  all  their  beauties  spread, 
Though  nourished  with  the  drops  alone 
Of  waves  that  spring  from  Allah^s  throne. 
Is  still  a  poisonous  reptile  found. 
And  with  its  venom  taints  the  ground  I 
,  Oriental, 

3374.  HATUBE,  ]>iaoo7Brieg  ia. 

Natare  and  Nature^s  laws  lay  hid  by  niffht : 
Qod  said,  "Let  Newton  bel  ^'  and  all  was 
light  Alexander  Bope. 

9375.  lATUSB,  QUdnen  o£ 

Is  this  a  time  to  be  cloudy  and  sad,  ^ 
When  oar  mother  nature  laughs  around, 


When  even  the  deep  blue  heavens  look  glad. 
And  gladness  breathes  from  the  blossoming 
•  ground) 

There  are  notes  of  joy  from  the  hang-bird 
and  wren,  sky ; 

And  the  gossip  of  swallows  through  all  the 
The  grouncf  squirrel  gayly  chirps  by  his  den, 

And  the  wilding  bee  hums  merrily  by. 

The  clouds  are  at  play  in  the  azure  space,         \ 
And  their  shadows  at  play  on  the  bright 
green  vale, 

And  here  they  stretch  to  the  frolic  chase. 
And  there  they  roll  on  the  easy  gale. 

Theresa  a  dance  of  leaves  in  that  aspen  bower, 

There^s  a  titter  of  winds  in  that  beachen 

tree,  [the  flower, 

There*s  a  smile  on  the  fruit,  and  a  smile  on 

And  a  laugh  from  the  brook  that  runs  to 

the 


And  look  at  the  broad-fiiced  siih,  ho|7  he 
smiles 
On  the  dewy  earth  that  smiles  in  his  ray. 
On  the  leaping  waters,  and  gay  young  isles ; 
Ay,  look,  and  he^ll  smile  thy  gloom  away. 

William  CuOeh  Bryant. 

9376.  HATUBE,  Qod  is, 

A  present  Deity  in  all. 
It  is  His  presence  that  diffuseii  charms 
Unspeakable    o'er    mountain,    wood,    and 
stream ;  [choir 

To  think  that  He  who  hears  the  heavenly 
Hearkens  complacent  to  the  woodland  song ; 
To  think  that  He  who  rolls  yon  solar  sphere 
Uplifts  the  warbling  songster  to  the  sky ; 
To  mark  His  presence  in  the  mighty  bow 
That  spans  the  clouds,  as  in  the  tints  minute 
Of  tiniest  flower ;  to  hear  His  awful  voice 
In  thunders  speak,  and  whisper  in  the  gale; 
To  know  and  feel  His  care  for  all  that  lives : 
'Tis  this  that  makes  the  barren  waste  appear 
A  fruitful  field,  each  grove  a  paradise. 

Jamee  Gh'ahame, 

d377.  HATUBE,  Inflaenoe  oC 

'Tis  her  privilege. 
Through  all  the  years  of  this  our  life,  to  lead 
From  joy  to  joy ;  for  she  can  so  inform 
The  mind  that  is  within  us,  so  impress 
With  quietness  snA  beauty,  and  so  feed 
With  lofty  thoughts,  that  neither  evil  tongues, 
Rash  judgments,  nor  the  sneers  of  selfish  men. 
Nor  erecting  where  no  kindness  is,  nor  all 
The  dreary  mtercourse  of  daily  life. 
Shall  e*er  prevail  against  us,  or  disturb 
Our  cheerful  faith,  that  all  which  we  behold 
Is  full  of  blessings.    Therefore  let  the  moon 
Shine  on  the^i  in  thy  solitary  walk ; 
And  let  the  misty  mountain- winds  be  free 
To  blow  against  thee :  and  in  after  years. 
When  these  wild  ecstasies  shall  be  matured 
Into  a  sober  pleasure,  then  thy  mind 
Shall  be  a  mansion  for  all  lovely  forms, 
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Thy  memory  be  as  a  dwdling-plaoe 
For  all  ffweet  aomida  and  harmonies. 

WiUiam  Wordmtorth,. 

38TS.  VATUSE,  Instrnotioiu  at 

Thus  then  to  man  the  Yoice  of  nature  spake : 
' '  Go,  from  the  creatures  thy  instruction  take ; 
Learn  from  the  birds  what  food  the  thickets 

yield ;  [field ; 

Learn  from  the  beasts  the  physic  of  the 
Thy  arts  of  building  from  the  bee  receive ; 
Learn  from  the  mole  to  plough,  the  worm  to 

weave; 
Learn  of  the  little  nautilus  to  sail,         [gale. 
Spread  the  thin  oar,  and  catdi  the  driving 
Here  too  all  forms  of  social  union  find. 
And  hence  let  reason,  late,  instruct  mankind. 
Hero  subterranean  work  and  dtics  see ; 
There  towns  aerial  on  the  waving  tree ; 
Learn  each  small  people's  genius,  polides, 
The  ants'  republic,  and  the  realm  of  bees; 
Howi  those  in  common  all  their  wealth  bestojv, 
And  anarchy  without  confusion  know ; 
And  these  forever,  though  a  monarch  reign, 
Their  separate  cells'  and  properties  maintain. 
Mark  what  unvaried  laws  preserve  each  state, 
Laws  wise  as  nature,  and  as  fix'd  as  fate.** 

Alexander  I\}pe, 

3379.  VATUSE,  Lenoni  from. 

The  daily  labor  of  the  bee 
Awakes  my  soul  to  industry : 
Who  can  observe  the  careful  ant. 
And  not  provide  for  future  want  ? 
My  dog  (the  trustiest  of  his  kind) 
With  gratitude  inflames  my  mind ; 
I  mark  his  true  and  faithful  way, 
And  in  my  service  copy  Tray. 
In  constancy  and  nuptial  love, 
I  learn  my  duty  from  the  dove. 
The  hen,  who,  from  the  chilly  air, 
With  pious  wings  protects  her  care, 
And  every  fowl  that  flies  at  large, 
Instructs  me  in  a  parent's  charge. 

John  Octf/, 

d380.  VATTTSE,  Song  of. 

The  harp  at  Nature's  advent  strung 

Has  never  ceased  to  play ; 
The  song  the  stars  of  morning  sung 

Has  never  died  away. 

And  prayer  is  made,  and  praise  is  given, 

By  all  things  near  and  far : 
The  ocean  looketh  up  id  heaven. 

And  mirrors  every  star. 

Its  waves  are  kneeling  on  the  strand, 

As  kneels  the  human  knee. 
Their  white  locks  bowing  to  the  sand. 

The  priesthood  of  the  sea  I 

They  pour  their  glittering  treasures  forth, 
Their  gifts  of  pearl  they  bring, 

And  all  the  listening  hills  of  earth 
Take  up  the  song  they  sing. 

The  green  earth  sends  her  incense  up 
From  many  a  mountain  shrine ; 


From  folded  leaf  and  dewy  cop 
She  poun  her  sacred  wine. 

The  mists  above  the  morning  riDa 
Itise  white  as  wings  of  prayer; 

The  altar  curtains  of  the  hills 
Are  8un3et*s  purple  air. 

The  winds  with  hymns  of  praise  aze  load,'i 

Or  low  with  sobs  of  pain, 
The  thunder-oigan  of  tiie  doud. 

The  dropping  tears  of  rain. 

« 

With  drooping  head  and  branches  crossed. 

The  twilight  forest  grieves. 
Or  speaks  with  tongues  of  Pentecost 

From  all  its  sunlit  leaves. 

The  blue  sky  is  the  teniple^s  arch. 

Its  transept  earth  and  air. 
The  music  of  its  starry  march. 

The  chorus  of  a  prayer. 

So  Nature  keeps  the  reverent  frame 

With  which  her  years  began, 
And  all  her  signs  and  voices  shame 

The  prayerless  heart  of  man. 

John  Oreenleaf  WkiUier. 

33§1.  VATUBE,  Study  of: 

Up  I  up,  my  friend !  and  quit  your  books, 

Or  surely  you'll  grow  double ; 
Up  I  up,  my  friend !  and  clear  your  looks; 

Why  all  this  toil  and  trouble  ? 
One  impulse  from  a  vernal  wood 

May  teach  you  more  of  man. 
Of  moral  evil  and  of  good. 

Than  all  the  sages  can. 
Sweet  is  the  lore  which  nature  brings ; 

Our  meddling  intellect 
Misshapes  the  beauteous  forms  of  things — 

We  murder  to  dissect 
Enough  of  sdence  and  of  art ; 

Close  up  those  barren  leaves ; 
Come  iorthj  and  bring  with  you  a  heart 

That  watches  and  recdves. 

WiUictm  WordetDorth, 

S3§3«  VATUBE,  ToMhiogs  of. 

The  seasons  came  and  went,  and  went  and 
came, 
To  teach  men  gratitude ;  and,  as  they  passed. 
Gave  warning  of  the  lapse  of  time,  that  else 
fiad  stolen  unheeded  by :  the  gentle  flowers 
Retired,  and,  stooping  o*er  the  wilderness. 
Talked  of  humility,  and  peace,  and  love. 
The  dews  came  down  unseen  at  evening-tide, 
And  silently  their  bounties  shed,  to  teach 
Mankind  unostentatious  charity. 

With  arm  in  arm  the  forest  rose  on  high. 
And  lesson  gave  of  brotherly  regard. 
And  on  the  rugged  mountain  brow  exposed. 
Bearing  the  blast  alone,  the  andent  oak 
Stood,  lifting  high  his  mighty  arm,  and  still 
To  courage  in  distress  exhorted  loud. 
The  flodu,  the  herds,  the  birds,  the  streams, 

the  breeze, 
Attuned'the  heart  to  melody  and  love. 
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stood  in  the  cloud,  with  eye  that  wept 
I  love ;  and,  from  her  glorious  bow, 
to  kiss  the  earth  in  token  of  peace, 
r  own  lips,  her  gracious  lips,  which 
od 

jest  accent  made,  she  whispered  still, 
pored  to  Revenge :  Forgive,  forgive  I 
iun,  rejoicing  round  the  earth,  an- 
)unc8d 

B  wisdom,  power,  and  love  of  Gk>d. 
n  awok«,  and  from  her  maiden  face 
a^  her  cloudy  locks,  looked  meekly 
►rth,  [vens, 

ti  her  virgin  stars  walked  in  the  hea- 
nightly  there,  conversing  as  she 
y,  and  holiness,  and  God.  [walked 
uns  and  visions  sleep  instructed  much, 
red  speech  to  day,  and  night  to  night 
knowledge:  silence  had  a  tongue: 
le  grave, 

ness,  and  the  lonely  waste,  had  each 
;,that  ever  said,  Man!  think  of  Godl 
'  thyself  I  think  of  eternity  I  [waves ; 
od,  the  thunders  said ;  fear  God,  the 
I,  the  lightning  of  the  storm  replied ; 
1,  deep  loudly  answered  back  to  deep. 
:he  temples  of  the  Holy  One, 
I  messengers,  the  faithful  few, 
'mong  many  false,  the  Bible  opened, 
d,  Repent  1  repent,  ye  Sons  of  Men ! 
be  saved*  Robert  IbUok, 

VATUSE,  Voioe  o£ 

il,  genuine  wisdom  learn. 
[>nder  see  that  bush  of  roses : 
r  before  thee  it  doth  bum, 
ke  the  burning  bush  of  Moses  I 
-ken,  and  thou  shalt  hear, 
thy  souVs  not  deaf  or  flighty, 
f  from  out  it,  soft  and  clear, 
leaks  to  tbee  the  Lord  Almighty  I 
Orimtcdf  tr,  Ifjf  W.  B,  Alger. 

HATUSEi  Wonhipping. 

is  a  solemn  hymn  goes  up 
n  nature  to  the  Lord  above ; 
Serings  from  her  incense-cup 
pour'd  in  gratitude  and  love ; 
"om  each  flower  that  lifts  its  eye 
lodcst  silence  in  the  shade, 
strong  woods  that  kiss  the  sky, 
lankf  ul  song  of  praise  is  made. 

is  no  solitude  on  earth, 
every  leaf  there  is  a  tongue," 
ry  glen  the  voice  of  mirth, 
n  every  hill  a  hymn  is  sung, 
rery  wild  and  hidden  dell, 
ire  human  footsteps  never  trod, 
ting  songs  of  joy  which  tell 
praises  of  their  Maker — GkxL 

Qonntain  gives  an  altar  birth, 
.  has  a  shrine  to  worship  given ; 
>Tceze  that  rises  from  the  earth 
•aded  with  a  song  of  heaven ; 


Each  wave  that  leaps  along  the  main 
Sends  solemn  music  on  the  air ; 

And  winds  that  swept  o^er  ocean^s  plain 
Bear  off  their  voice  of  grateful  prayer. 

33M.  lEaLEOT,  Fenaltjoi: 

What  is  the  good  man  and  the  wise  ? 
Ofttimes  a  pearl  which  none  doth  priie ; 

Or  jewel  rare,  which  men  account 
A  common  pebble,  and  despise. 

Set  forth  upon  the  world^s  bazaar, 
It  mildly  gleams,  but  no  one  buys, 

Till  it  in  anger  Heaven  withdraws 
From  the  world^s  undisceming  eyes : 

And  in  its  shell  the  pearl  again, 
And  in  its  mine  the  jewel,  lies.    Oriental. 

93§6.  VEaiiEOT,  The  Sisner's, 

The  husbandman,  who  sluggishly  forgot 
In  spring  to  plough  and  sow,  could  censure 

none,  [bams. 

Though  winter   clamored  round  his  empty 
But  he  who  having  thus  neglected,  did 
Refuse,   when  autumn    came,   and    famine 

threatened. 
To  reap  the  golden  field  that  charity    [blind. 
Bestowed — ^nay,  more  obdurate,  proud,  and 
And  stupid  still,  refused,  though  much  be- 

seeched. 
And  long  entreated,  even  with  Mercy's  tears. 
To  eat  idiat  to  his  very  lips  was  held, 
Cooked  temptingly — ^he  certainly,  at  least, 
Deserved  to  die  of  hunger,  unbemoaned. 
So  did  the  wicked  spurn  the  grace  of  God, 
And  so  were  punished  with  the  second  death. 

Hobert  IbUok. 

SI387.  HEIOHBOB,  Difinition  ot 

Thy  neighbor  ?    It  is  he  whom  thou 

Hast  power  to  aid  and  bless ; 
Whose  aching  heart  and  burning  brow 

Thy  soothing  heart  may  press. 
Thy  neighbor  ?    'Tis  the  fainting  poor. 

Whose  eye  with  wants  is  dim ; 
Whom  hunger  sends  from  door  to  door. 

Go  thou  and  succor  him. 
Thy  neighbor  t    'Tis  that  wearied  man 

Whose  years  are  at  their  brim, 
Bent  low  with  sickness,  cares,  and  pain  I 

Gk>  thou  and  comfort  him. 
Thy  neighbor  ?    'Tis  the  heart  bereft 

Of  every  earthly  gem ; 
Widow  and  orplum,  helpless  left ; 

Go  thou  and  shelter  them. 
Thy  neighbor  ?    Yonder  toiling  slave, 

Fettered  in  thought  and  limb. 
Whose  hopes  are  all  beyond  the  gravel 

Go  thou  and  ransom  him. 
Whene'er  thou.mect'st  a  human  form 

With  any  need  or  grief, 
Remember  'tis  thy  brother  worm ; 

O  I  give  thou  quick  relief. 

33§8.  HEW  TEAB,  Improyement  with  the. 

Ring  out,  wild  bells,  to  the  wild  sky, 
The  flying  cloud,  the  frosty  light ; 
The  year  is  dying  in  the  night ; 

Ring  out,  wild  bells,  and  let  him  die. 
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Bin^  out  the  old,  ring  in  the  new ; 

Ring,  happy  bells,  acroes  the  enow ; 

The  year  is  going,  let  him  go ; 
Rmg  out  the  false,  ring  in  the  true. 

Ring  out  the  grief  that  saps  the  mind. 
For  those  that  here  we  see  no  more ; 
fting  out  the  feud  of  rich  and  poor, 

Ring  in  redress  to  all  mankind. 

Ring  out  a  slowly  dying  cause, 
An4  ancient  forms  of  party  strife ; 
Ring  in  the  nobler  modes  of  life, 

With  sweeter  manners,  purer  laws. 

Ring  out  false  pride  in  place  and  blood. 
The  civic  slander  and  the  spite ; 
Rin^  in  the  love  of  truth  and  right, 

Ring  m  the  common  love  of  good. 

Ring  out  old  shapes  of  foul  disease. 
Ring  out  the  narrowing  lust  of  gold ; 
Ring  out  the  thousand  wars  of  md, 

Ring  in  the  thousand  years  of  peace.  " 

Ring  in  the  valiant  man  and  free, 
The  lai^ger  heart,  the  kindlier  hand ; 
Ring  out  the  darkness  of  the  land. 

Ring  in  the  Christ  that  is  to  be. 

Alfred  Tmnysan, 

3389.  HEW  TEAB,  Threshold  of  the. 

We  are  standing  on  the  threshold,  we  are  in 

the  opened  door. 
We  are  treading  on  a  border  land  we  have 

never  trod  before :  [gone. 

Another  year  is  opening,  and  another  year  is 
We  have  passed  the  darkness  of  the  night ; 

we  are  in  the  early  mom ; 
We  have  left  the  fields  behind  us  o^er  which 

we  scattered  seed ;  [read. 

We  pass  into  the  future  which  none  of  us  can 
The  com  among  the  weeds,  the  stones,  the 

surface  mould,  [fold. 

May  yield  a  partial  harvest ;  we  hope  for  sixty- 
Then  hasten  to  fresh  labor,  to  thrash,  and 

reap,  and  sow, 
Then  bid  the  new  year  welcome,  and  let  the 

old  year  go —  [the  fight. 

Then  gather  all  your  vigor,  press  forward  in 
And  let  this  be  vour  motto,  "For  God^  and 

for  the  Right." 

3390.  HEW  YEAB,  Unoertalnty  of  tho, 

Oould  I,  from  heaven  inspired,  as  sure  presage 
To  whom  the  rising  year  shall  prove  ms 

As  I  can  number  in  my  punctual  page  [last, 
And  item  down  the  victims  of  the  past ; 

How  each  would  trembling  wait  the  mourn- 
ful sheet  [to  die ; 
On  which  the  press  might  stamp  him  next 
And,  reading  here  his  sentence,  how  replete 
With  anxious  meaning,  heavenwara  turn 
his  eyel 

Then  doubtless  many  a  trifler,  on  the  brink 
Of  tWs  world's  hazaidous  and  headlong 
shore, 


Forced  to  a  pause,  would  feel  it  good  to  think. 
Told  that  his  setting  sun  must  rise  no  mora 

Ah,  self-deceived  I  could  I  prophetic  say 
Who  next  is  fated,  and  wqo  next  to  talL, 

The  rest  misht  then  seem  privileged  to  play ; 
But,  nanung  none,  the  Voice  now  speaks  to 
alL  WilUam  Cowper. 

9391.  HiaHT,  Ohanns  of. 

But  see  where,  in  the  clear,  unclouded  sky, 
The  crescent  moon,  with  calm  and  sweet  re- 
buke. 
Doth  charm  away  the  spirit  of  complaint. 
Her  tender  light  falls  on  the  snow-clad  hills, 
Like  the  pure  thoughts  that  angels  might  be- 
TJpon  this  world  of  beauty  and  of  sin,   [stow 
That  mingle  not  with  that  wherein  they  rest ; 
So  should  immortal  spirits  dwell  below. 
There  is  a  holy  influence  in  the  moon. 
And  in  the  countless  hosts  of  silent  stare. 
The  heart  cannot  resist:  its  passions  sleep. 
And  all  is  still :  save  that  which  shall  awake 
When  all  the  vast  and  fair  creation  sleeps. 

Mrs.  Eliza  L.  BWsn. 

3399.  HiaET,  Eveuta  o£ 

Night  is  the  time  for  rest ; 

How  sweet,  when  labors  close, 
To  gather  round  an  aching  heart 

The  curtain  of  repose. 
Stretdi  the  tired  limbs,  and  lay  the  head 
Upon  our  own  delightful  bed. 

Night  is  the  time  for  dreams. 

The  gay  romance  of  life ; 
When  truth  that  is,  and  truth  that  seems, 

Blend  in  fantastic  strife ; 
Ah  I  visions  less  beguiling  far 
Than  waking  dreams  by  daylight  are. 

Night  is  the  time  for  toil, 

To  plough  the  classic  field. 
Intent  to  find  the  buried  spoil 

Its  wealthy  furrows  jrield : 
Till  all  is  ours  that  sages  taught, 
That  poets  sang,  or  heroes  wrought 

Night  is  the  time  to  weep. 

To  wet  with  unseen  tears 
Those  graves  of  memory,  where  sleep 

The  joys  of  other  years — 
Hopes  that  were  angels  in  their  birth. 
But  perished  young,  like  things  of  eaith. 

Night  is  the  time  to  watch, 

On  ocean^s  dark  expanse; 
To  hail  the  Pleiades,  or  catch 

The  fuU  moon^s  earliest  g:lance: 
That  brings  into  the  hom&«ick  mind 
All  we  have  loved  and  left  behind. 

Night  is  the  time  for  care. 

Brooding  on  hours  misspent ; 
To  see  the  spectre  of  despair 

Come  to  our  lonely  tent ; 
Like  Brutus  'midst  his  slumbering  host, 
Startled  by  Ctesar's  stalwart  ghost. 
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Night  is  the  time  to  muse ; 

Then  from  the  eye  the  soul 
Takes  flight,  imd  with  expanding  views, 

Beyond  the  starry  pole, 
Descries,  athwart  the  abyss  of  night. 
The  dawn  of  uncreated  light 

Night  is  the  time  to  pray ; 

The  Saviour  oft  withdrew 
To  desert  mountains  far  away, 

So  wiU  His  followers  do — 
Steal  from  the  throng  to  haunts  untrod, 
And  hold  communion  there  with  God. 

t 

Night  is  the  time  for  death ; 

When  all  around  is  peace, 
Calmly  to  yield  the  weary  breath. 

From  sin  and  suffering  cease : 
Think  of  heaven^s  bliss,  and  give  the  sign 
To  parting  friends^— such  death  be  mine. 

James  MontgoTMry, 

3393.  SiaHT,  EneU  o£ 

Solemnly,  mournfully. 

Dealing  its  dole, 

The  Curfew  Bell 

Is  beginning  to  tolL 

Cover  the  embera. 

And  put  out  the  light : 

Toil  comes  with  the  morning, 

And  rest  with  the  night 

Dark  grow  the  windows, 

And  quenched  is  the  fire ; 

Sound  fades  into  silence^ 

All  footsteps  retire. 

No  voice  in  the  cbambeis, 

No  sound  in  the  hall  1 

Sleep  And  oblivion 

Reign  over  all !     H.  W.  LoT^dUno. 

3304.  HIOHTi  Moral  oH 

Behold  the  world 
Rests,  and  her  tired  inhabitants  have  paused 
From  trouble  and  tunnoiL     The  widow^  now 
Has  ceased  to  weep,  and  her  twin  orphans  lie 
Locked  in  each  arm,  partakers  of  her  rest 
The  man  of  sorrow  has  forgot  his  woes ; 
The  outcast  that  his  head  is  shelterless, 
His  griefs  unshared.    The  mother  tends  no 

more 
Her  daaghter*s  dying  slumbers,  but  surprised 
With  heaviness,  and  sunk  upon  her  couch. 
Dreams  of  her  bridals.     Even  the  hectic, 
lulled  [ped, 

On  Death^s  lean  arm  to  rest,  in  visions  wrap- 
Crowning  with  Hope^s  bland  wreath  his  shud- 
dering nurse, 
Poor  victim  I  smiles.    Silence  and  deep  repose 
Reign  o'er  the  nations ;  and  the  warning  voice 
Of  nature  utters  audibly  within 
The  general  moitil-^tclls  us  that  repose. 
Death-like  as  this,  but  of  far  longer  span, 
Is  coming  on  us — ^that  the  weary  crowds, 
"Who  now  enjoy  a  temporary  ctdm. 
Shall  soon  taste  lasting  quiet,  wrapped  around 
With  grave-cloths :  and  their  achingj  restless 
heads 


Moaldering  in  holes  and  comers  unobserved. 
Till  the  Ifwt  tramp  shall  break  their  sullen 
sleep.  Emry  KirJce  White, 

93M.  SiaHT,  Temple  ot 

And  how  I  bless  night's  consecrating  shades, 
Which  to  a  temple  turn  a  universe ; 
Fill  us  with  great  ideas  full  of  heaven, 
And  antidote  the  pestilential  earth  I 
In  every  storm  that  either  frowns  or  falls, 
What  an  asylum  has  the  soul  in  prayer  I 
And  what  a  fane  is  this,  in  which  to  pray  I 
And  what  a  God  must  dwell  in  such  a  fane  1 
O,  what  a  genius  must  inform  the  skies ! 

Edward  Young, 
9396.  VOBnJTT,  Tme. 

Tis  not  the  wealth  that  makes  a  king. 
Nor  tiie  purple  coloring. 
Nor  a  brow  that's  bound  with  gold. 
Nor  gate  on  mighty  hinges  rolled. 

The  king  is  he,  who,  void  of  fear, 
Looks  aoroad  with  bosom  clear ; 
Who  can  tread  ambition  down. 
Nor  be  swayed  by  smile  or  frown : 
Nor  for  all  the  treasure  cares 
That  mine  conceals,  or  harvest  wears. 
Or  that  golden  sands  deliver. 
Bosomed  in  a  glassy  river. 
What  shall  move  his  placid  might  9 
Not  the  headlong  thunder-light. 
Nor  all  the  shapes  of  slaughter's  trade, 
With  onward  lance,  or  fiery  blade. 
Safe,  with  wisdom  for  his  crown, 
He  looks  on  all  things  calmly  down ; 
He  welcomes  Fate,  when  Fate  is  near 
Nor  taints  his  dying  breath  with  fear. 

No — ^to  fear  not  earthly  thing. 
This  it  is  that  makes  the  king ; 
And  idl  of  us,  whoe'er  we  be. 
May  carve  us  out  that  royalty. 

Seneca,  tr.  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

9397«  HOVELS,  Satnit  o£ 

A  Novel  was  a  book 
Three-volumed,    and   once   read,    and    oft 

crammed  full 
Of  poisonous  error,  blackening  every  page ; 
And  oftener  still  of  trifling,  second-hand 
Remark,  and  old,  diseased,  putrid  thought; 
And  miserable  inddent,  at  war 
With  nature,  with  itself  and  truth  at  war : 
Yet  charming  still  the  greedy  reader  on, 
Till,  done,  he  tried  to  recollect  his  thoughts. 
And  nothing  found  but  di'caming  cmptiuess. 
These,  like  ephemera,  sprung  in  a  day. 
From  lean  and  shaUow-soilcd  brains  of  sand. 
And  in  a  day  expired :  yet  while  they  lived. 
Tremendous  ofttimes  was  the  popular  roar ; 
And   cries   of  Live   for  ever!    struck    the 
skies.  Robert  PoUolc. 

9399.  FOVELS,  YidoaB. 

Te  writers  of  what  none  with  safety  reads. 
Footing  it  in  the  dance  that  fancy  leads ; 
Ye  novelists,  who  mar  what  ye  would  mend. 
Snivelling  and  drivelling  folly  without  end, 
Whose  corresponding  misses  fill  the  ream 
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With  sentimental  frippery  and  dream, 
Caught  in  a  delicate  soft  silken  net 
By  some  lewd  earl  or  rakcshcll  baronet ; 
Ye  pimps  who,  under  virtue's  fair  pretence. 
Steal  to  the  closet  of  young  innocence, 
And  teach  her,  unexperienced  yet  and  green. 
To  scribble  as  you  scribble  at  fifteen ; 
Who,  kindling  a  combustion  of  desire,  [fire. 
With  some  ccnd  moral  think  to  quench  the 
Though  all  your  engineering  proves  in  vain^ 
Tlie  dribble  stream  ne^er  puts  it  out  again  : 
Oh  that  a  verse  had  power,  and  could  com- 
mand 
Far,  far  away,  these  flesh-flies  of  the  land. 
Who  fasten  without  mercy  on  the  fair, 
And  sack,  and  leave  a  craving  maggot  there  I 

Wmiam  Cowper, 
9399.  HOW,  Then  and. 

Not  tuno,  my  child — a  little  more  rough  toss- 
A  little  longer  on  the  billows'  foam ;  [inff, 
A  few  more  joume3rings  in  the  desert-dark- 
ness. 
And  then  the  sunshine  of  thy  Father's  home  I 
Not  now — for  I  have  wand'rers  in  the  distance. 
And  thou  must  call  them  in  with  patient 
love ;  [tains, 

Not  now — ^f  or  I  have  sheep  upon  the  moun- 
And  thou  must  follow  them  where'er  they 
rove. 
Not  rum — for  I  have  loved  ones  sad  and  weary ; 
Wilt  thou  not  cheer  them  with  a  kin<Uy 
smile  ?  [*ow ; 

Sick  ones,  who  need  thee  in  their  lonely  sor- 
Wilt  thou  not  tend  them  yet  a  little  while  ? 
Not  now — ^f  or  wounded  hearts  are  sorely  bleed- 
ing, [to  sing ; 
And  thou  must  teach  those  widowed  hearts 
Not  now — ^f or  orphans'  tears  are  thickly  fall- 
ing;                                     [ingwmg. 
They  must  be  gathered  'neath  some  shelter- 
Go  with  the  name  of  Jesus  to  the  dying, 

And  speak  that  name  in  all  its  Uvmg  power. 
Why  should  thy  fainting  heart  grow  chill  and 
weary?  [hour? 

Canst  thou  not  watch  with  Me  one  little 
One  little  hour  1  and  then  the  glorious  crown- 
ing, [palm ; 
The  golden  harp-strings,  and  the  victor's 
One  little  hour  1  and  thsn  the  Hallelujah  1 
Eternity's  long,  deep  thanksgiving  psalm  1 

3400.  OATHS,  Freqaent 

Oaths  terminate,  as  Paul  observes,  all  strife — 
Some  men  have  surely  then  a  peaceful  life. 
Whatever  subject  occupy  discourse. 
The  feats  of  Vestris,  or  the  naval  force, 
Asseveration  blustering  in  your  face 
Makes  contradiction  such  a  hopeless  case ; 
In  every  tale  they  tell,  or  false  or  true. 
Well  Imown,  or  such  as  no  man  ever  knew. 
They  fix  attention,  heedless  of  your  pain. 
With  oaths  like  rivets  forced  into  the  brain ; 
And  even  when  sober  truth  prevails  through- 
out, 
They  swear  it,  till  affirmance  breeds  a  doubt. 
A  PersLm,  humble  servant  of  the  sun. 
Who,  though  devout,  yet  bigotry  had  none, 


Hearing  a  lawyer,  grave  in  his  address. 
With  adjurations  every  word  impress, 
Supposed  the  man  a  bishop,  or,  at  least, 
God's  name  so  much  upon  his  lips,  a  priest; 
Bowed  at  the  close  with  all  his  graceful  iun, 
And  begged  an  interest  in  his  frequent  pray- 
ers. William  Cowper. 

3401.  OBEDIEVOE,  Perfeot 

I  worship  Thee,  sweet  Will  of  God ! 

And  dl  Thy  wa3rs  adore. 
And  every  day  I  live,  I  seem 

To  love  Thee  more  and  more. 

When  obstacles  and  triab  seem 

Like  prison  walls  to  be, 
I  do  the  little  I  can  do. 

And  leave  the  rest  to  Thee. 

I  know  not  what  it  is  to  doubt ; 

My  heart  is  ever  gay, 
I  run  no  risk,  for  come  what  will, 

Thou  always  hast  Thy  way  I 

I  have  no  cares,  O  blessed  Will, 
For  all  my  cares  are  Thine ; 

I  live  in  triumph,  Lord,  for  Thou 
Hast  made  Thy  triumphs  mine. 

3403.  OBUVIOH,  EmUem  oL 

Alone  I  walked  the  ocean  strand ; 
A  pearly  shell  was  in  my  hand : 
I  stooped  and  wrote  upon  the  sand 

My  name,  the  year,  the  day. 
As  onward  from  the  spot  I  passed. 
One  lingering  look  behind  I  cast : 
A  wave  came  rolling  high  and  &st, 

And  washed  my  Unes  away. 

And  so,  methought,  'twill  shortly  be 
With  every  mark  on  earth  from  me : 
A  wave  of  dark  oblivion's  sea 

Will  sweep  across  the  place 
Where  I  have  trod  the  sandy  shore 
Of  Time,  and  be«n  to  be  no  more. 
Of  me,  ,my  day,  the  name  I  bore, 

To  leave  nor  track  nor  trace. 

And  yet,  with  Him  who  counts  the  sands, 
And  holds  the  waters  in  His  hands, 
I  know  a  lasting  record  stands. 

Inscribed  against  my  name. 
Of  all  this  mortal  part  has  wrought, 
Of  all  this  thinking  soul  has  thought. 
And  from  these  fleeting  moments  caught 

For  glory  or  for  shame. 

Hannah  Flagg  Qoyld, 

3408.  0B8EBVATI01T,  XMyeni^  of. 

And  yet  the  fate  of  all  extremes  is  such. 
Men  may'  be  read,  as  well  as  books,  too  much. 
To  observations  which  ourselves  we  make. 
We  grow  more  partial  for  th'  observer's  sake ; 
To  written  wisdom,  as  another's,  less: 
Maxims  are  drawn  from  notions,  those  from 

guess; 
There's  some  peculiar  in  each  leaf  and  grain. 
Some  unmark'd  fibre,  or  some  varying  vein. 
Shall  only  man  be  taken  in  the  gross  ? 
Grant  but  as  many  sorts  of  mind  as  moss. 
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That  each  from  other  differs,  first  confess ; 
Next,  that  he  varies  from  himself  no  less ; 
Add  nature's,  custom*s,  reason's,  paasion^s, 

strife, 
And  all  opinion's  colors  cast  on  life,    [finds, 
Onr  depths  who  fathoms,  or  our  shallows 
Quick  whirls  and  shifting  eddies   of    our 

minds? 
On  human  actions  reason  though  you  can, 
It  may  be  reason,  but  it  is  not  man : 
His  principle  of  action  once  explore, 
That  instant  'tis  his  prindplo  no  more, 
like  following  life  through  creatures  you 

dissect. 
Ton  lose  it  in  the  moment  ^ou  detect 

Tet  more ;  the  difference  is  aa  great  between 
The  optics  seeing  as  the  objects  seen. 
AH  manners  take  a  tincture  from  our  own. 
Or  come    discolor  d   through  our  passions 

shown; 
Or  fancy's  beam  enlarges,  multiplies,    [dyes. 
Contracts,  inverts,  and  gives  ten  thousand 
Nor  will  life's  stream  for  observation  stay, 
It  hurries  all  too  fast  to  mark  their  way : 
In  vain  sedate  reflections  we  would  make, 
When  half  our  knowledge  we  must  snatch, 

not  take. 
Oft  in  the  passion's  wide  rotation  tost, 
Our  spring  of  action  to  ourselves  is  lost : 
Tir'd,  not  determin'd,  to  the  last  we  yield. 
And  what  comes  then  is  master  of  the  field. 

AUasarndsT  Bope. 

3404.  OBSEBVATIOir,  Pdnts  o£ 

There  are  points  from  which  we  can  command 

our  life ; 
IVlien  the  soul  sweeps  the  future  like  a  glass ; 
And  coming  things,  full  freighted  with  our 

fate. 
Jut  out,  dark,  on  the  offino:  of  the  mind. 

PhUip  James  Bailey, 

34M.  OBSTnrAOT,  Ezamplo  of: 

You  may  as  well  go  stand  upon  the  beach 
And  bid  the  main  flood  bate  his  usual  height ; 
You  may  as  well  use  question  with  the  wolf. 
Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleat  for  the  lamb ; 
You  may  as  well  bid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  tmd  to  make  no  noise, 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gusts  of 

heaven ; 
You  may  as  well  do  anything  most  hard, 
As  seek  to  soften  that  (than  which  what's 
Uifl  Jewish  heart  I  [harder  ?) — 

BhaJeespeare, 

3406.  OOOABIOHB,  Duties  and. 

!New  occasions  teach  new  duties ;  Time  makes 
ancient  good  uncouth ; 

They  must  upward  still,  and  onward,  who 
would  keep  abreast  of  Truth : 

Ix>  1  before  us  gleam  her  camp-fires  I  we  our- 
selves must  pilgrims  be, 

Xiaunch  our  Mayflower,   and    steer   boldly 
through  the  desperate  winter  sea, 

^or  attempt  the  Future's  portal  with  the 
past's  blood-rusted  key. 

James  BusseU  LoweU, 


9407*  OOEAHi  Hynji  on  tlie. 

Rock'd  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep, 
I  lay  me  down  in  peace  to  sleep ; 
Secure  I  rest  upon  the  wave. 
For  Thou,  O  Lord,  hast  power  to  save. 
I  know  Thou  would'st  not  slight  my  caU, 
Fof  Thou  dost  mark  the  sparrow's  fall ; 
And  calm  and  peaceful  is  my  sleep, 
Rock'd  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep. 

And  such  the  trust  that  still  were  mine. 
Though  stormy  winds  swept  o'er  the  brine. 
And  though  the  tempest's  fiery  breath 
Roused  me  from  sleep  to  wreck  and  death : 
In  Ocean's  cave,  still  safe  with  Thee, 
The  germ  of  immortality ; 
And  calm  and  peaceful  is  mv  sleep, 
Rock'd  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep. 

Emma  WUlard. 
9409.  OOBAH»  Hynui  to  the. 

likeness  of  heaven ! 

Agent  of  power  t 
Han  is  thy  victim. 

Shipwrecks  thy  dower  I 
Spices  and  jewels 

From  valley  and  sea, 
Annies  and  banners, 

Are  buried  in  thee  I 

What  are  the  riches 

Of  Mexico's  mines 
To  the  wealth  that  far  down 

In  thy  deep  waters  shines? 
The  proud  navies  that  cover 

The  conquering  West — 
Thou  fiing'st  them  to  death 

With  one  heave  of  thy  breast. 

Yes,  thou  art  almighty, 

Eternal,  sublime, 
TJnweakened,  unwasted. 

Twin  brother  of  Time  t 
Fleets,  tempests,  nor  nations 

Thy  glory  can  bow ; 
As  the  stars  first  beheld  thee, 

Still  chainless  art  thou  I 

But  hold  I  when  thy  surges 

No  longer  shall  roll, 
And  that  firmament's  length 

Is  drawn  back  like  a  scroll ; 
Then — ^then  shall  the  spirit 

That  sighs  by  the  now. 
Be  more  mighty,  more  lasting. 

More  chainless  than  thou  1 

John  Augustus  Shea. 

9400.  OOEAK,  Wonhipofthe. 

The  ocean  looketh  up  to  heaven  as  'twere  a 
living  tiling, 

The  homage  of  its  waves  is  given  in  ceaseless 
worshipping. 

They  kneel  upon  the  sloping  sand,  as  bends 
the  human  knee,  [of  the  sea  I 

A  beautiful  and  tireless  band,  the  priesthood 

They  pour  the  glittering  treasures  out  which 
in  the  deep  have  birth. 

And  chant  their  awful  hymns  about  the  watch- 
ing hills  of  earth.    J.  G,  WhiUier. 
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IMIO.  OFFESING^,  A  Oomplete. 

''Bavionr,  is  there  anytlung 

I  bavQ  failed  to  bring  ? 
lies  my  offering  at  Thy  feet 

Incomplete  ? 
Lord,  bethinK  Thee,  I  am  poor ; 

Slender  is  my  store ; 
Tea,  my  best  is  nothing  worth 

Even  on  earth — 
Even  to  men :  oh  I  then,  how  small 

To  the  Lord  of  all. 
Who,  creating  worlds  anew, 

As  the  dew 
Sweeps  them  lightly  from  their  place 

In  the  fields  of  space ; 
Cotmts  the  tmiverse  as  naught 

Bat  a  thought  I 
Yet,  since  Thou  hast  deigned  to  ask, 

Oh,  how  sweet  the  task 
(Though  the  gift  be  poor)  to  bring 

Everything  I 
Everything  ?    Aks,  this  fear  I 

I  may  yet  appear 
Holding  some  dear  bauble  fast 

At  the  last. 
Saviour,  is  there  anything 
I  have  failed  to  bring  ? 
lies  my  offering  incomplete 
At  Thy  feet?" 

Answered  He,  ''If  thou  hast  brought, 

Clothing  every  thought, 
Love  to  C^d,  and  love  to  man, 

As  men  can ; 
Charity  for  all  who  stray 

From  the  n^urow  way ; 
Eager  hands  to  draw  them  back 

And  point  the  track ; 
Gifts  according  tQ  thy  store 

For  the  neoSj  poor ; 
In  My  suffering  ones  dbst  see 

Even  Me; 
If  thy  tears  arc  swift  to  flow 

For  thy  brother's  woe ; 
Having  strength,  if  thou  dost  seek 

To  raise  the  weak : 
If  thou  dost  My  mercy  show 

Even  to  thy  foe ; 
Grant  the  pardon  proffered  thee 

Full  and  free ; 
Yea,  if  thou  thy  will  hast  brought, 

Crossing  Mine  in  naught ; 
Faith  that  shall  outlast  thy  breath, 

Strong  in  death ; 
Matters  not  thy  world^s  estate, 

Be  it  small  or  great : 
This  thy  offering,  thou  dost  bring 
Everything  I " 

*•  Nay,  my  Lord,  my  Lord  I  "  I  cried ; 

"  I  am  sorely  tried : 
Nothing,  nothing  have  I  brought 

That  I  ought  I 
Cold  my  love  to  Thee,  Most  High; 

Cold  my  charity ; 
Idle  hands  and  heart  of  stone 
Are  my  own ; 


Mine  an  unsubduM  will ; 

Faith  that  gropeth  still : 
Yet^  O  God  my  Bighteousness  I 

Bless,  oh  I  bless. 
This  at  least,  to  Thee  I  bring— 

Meek  petitioning ; 
Humble  penitence  and  pain : 

Is  it  vain  ? 
Strong  desire  to  serve  Thee  more 

Than  I  have  before, 
And  in  Thy  suffering  ones  to  see 

Even  Thee  I 
Now,  indeed,  my  tears  do  flow 

For  all  others'  woe ; 
Tasting  grief  that  doth  surpass 

All,  alas! 
Hear  me,  Lord  of  earth  and  sky  I 

At  Thy  feet  I  lie; 
My  confessions  all  I  bring — 

Everything. 
Pitying  Lord,  wut  Thou  despise 

This  my  sacrifice  ? 
Tell  me.  Saviour,  do  I  bring 
Anything  V^ 

Answered  He,  "  At  last,  at  lasti 

Is  thy  pride  overpast  ? 
Little  is  thy  best,  mdeed ; 

Great  thy  need. 
Yet,  belovM  of  My  heart, 

I  for  thee  did  smart ; 
On  the  cross,  in  thy  dear  stead. 

Bowed  My  head ; 
Through  Death's  sharpest,  sorest  throes 

I  triumphant  rose. 
Even  that  thou  mightest  be 

Raised  with  Me. 
Ib  My  love  for  thee  grown  less, 

That  I  should  not  bless, 
Or  the  lowliest  sacrifice 
Should  despise  ? 
Nay,  but  I  am  satisfied, 

Having  all  beside. 
Since  that  erring  heart  of  thine, 

On  My  shrine. 
Broken,  contrite,  suppliant  lies — 

Sweetest  sacrifice  I 
In  that  offering  thou  dost  bring 

EVERTTHIKO  I  " 

Harriet  McEwen  KtmbaU, 
9411.  OPFEBfEraS,  Heathen. 

Of  oil  and  cassia  one  the  ingredients  takes, 
And,  of  the  mixture,  a  rich  ointment  makes : 
Another  finds  the  way  to  dye  the  grain. 
And  make  Calabrian  wool  receive  the  Tyrian 

stain; 
Or,  from  their  golden  ore,  in  rivers  rakes ; 
Then  melts  the  mass :  aU  these  are  vanities  I 
Yet  still  some  profit  from  their  pains  may 

rise: 
But  tell  me,  priest,  If  I  may  be  so  bold. 
What  are  the  gods  the  better  for  this  gold  f 
The  wretch  that  offers  from  his  wealthy  store 
These  presents,  bribes  the  Powers  to  give  him 
As  maids  to  Venus  offer  baby-toys,       Fniore; 
To  bless  the  marriage-bed  with  girls  ana  boys. 
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But  let  US  for  the  gods  a  gift  prepare, 
Wliich  the  great  man's  great  chargers  cannot 

bear; 
A  sonl,  where  laws  both  hnman  and  diyine 
In  practice  more  than  speculation  shine : 
A  genuine  virtne,  of  a  yigorons  kind^ 
Pare  in  the  last  recesses  of  the  mind : 
When  with  such  offerings  to  the  gods  I  come, 
A  cake,  thus  given,  is  worth  a  hecatomb. 

Per  Hub,  hy  John  Drydm, 

3419.  OFFEBIHOS,  Fenoma. 

They  gayQ.to  Thee 

Myrrh,  frankincense,  and  gold ; 
But,  Lord,  with  what  shall  we 
Present  ourselyes  before  Thy  majesty,  [sold? 

Whom  Thou  redeemedst  when  we  were 
WeVe  nothing  but  ourselyes,  and  scarce  that 

Vile  dirt  and  clay ;  [neither ; 

Tet  it  is  soft,  and  may 

Impression  take.  [rather ; 

Accept  it,  Lord,  and  say,  this  Thou  hadst 
Stamp  it,  and  on  this  sordid  metal  make 

Thy  holy  image,  and  it  shall  outshine 

The  beauty  of  the  golden  mine. 

Jeremy  Taylor. 
9413.  OLD  AGhE,  OheerfiiL 

Ah !  don't  be  sorrowful,  darling, 
And  don't  be  sorrowful,  pray ; 

Taking  the  year  together,  my  dear, 
There  isn't  more  night  than  day. 

rns  rainy  weather,  my  darling, 
Time's  wayes  they  heavily  run ; 

But  taking  the  year  together,  my  dear, 
There  isn't  more  doud  than  sun. 

We  are  old  folks  now,  my  darling. 

Our  heads  are  growing  gray ; 
And  takins  the  year  toge^er,  my  dear, 

You  will  always  find  the  May. 

We  have  had  our  May,  my  darling, 

And  our  roses  long  ago ; 
And  the  time  of  year  is  coming,  my  dear, 

For  the  silent  night  and  snow. 

And  God  is  Qod,  my  darling. 

Of  night  as  well  as  day. 
And  we  feel  and  know  that  we  can  go 

Wherever  He  leads  the  way. 

Ay,  €k)d  of  the  night,  my  darling — 
Of  the  night  of  death  so  ^m ; 

The  gate  that  leads  out  of  life,  good  wife, 
Is  the  gate  that  leads  to  Him. 

3414.  OLD  AGE,  Qieen. 

I  am  not  old — I  cannot  be  old. 

Though  threescore  years  and  ten 
Have  wasted  away,  like  a  tale  that  is  told. 

The  lives  of  other  men. 
I  am  not  old  ;  though  friends  and  foes 

Alike  have  eono  to  their  graves, 
And  left  me  alone  to  my  joys  or  my  woes, 

As  a  rock  in  the  midst  of  the  '^^aves. 

I  am  not  old — ^I  cannot  be  old, 
Though  tottering,  wrinkled,  and  gray ; 


Tliough  my  eyes  are  dim,  and  my  marrow  is 
Call  me  not  old  to-day.  [cold, 

For  early  memories  round  me  throng  — 
Old  times,  and  manners,  and  men — 

As  I  look  behind  on  my  journey  so  long 
Of  threescore  miles  and  ten. 

I  look  behind,  and  am  once  more  young. 

Buoyant,  and  brave,  and  bold, 
And  my  heart  can  sing,  as  of  yore  it  sung. 

Before  they  called  me  old. 
I  do  not  see  her — ^the  old  wife  there — 

Shrivelled,  and  haggard,  and  gray,     [fair. 
But  I  look  on  her  blooming,  and  soft,  and 

As  she  was  on  her  wedding-day. 

I  do  not  see  you,  daughters  and  sons. 

In  the  likeness  of  women  and  men. 
But  I  kiss  you  now  as  I  kissed  you  once. 

My  fond  little  children  then. 
And  as  my  own  grandson  rides  on  my  knee, 

Or  plays  with  his  hoop  or  kite, 
I  can  well  recollect  I  was  merry  as  he— 

The  bright^ed  little  wight  I 

*Tis  not  long  since,  it  cannot  be  long — 

My  years  so  soon  were  spent — 
Since  I  was  a  boy,  both  straight  and  strong ; 

Yet  now  am  I  feeble  and  t^nt. 
A  dream,  a  dream — ^it  is  all  a  dream, 

A  strange,  sad  dream,  good  sooth ; 
For  old  as  I  am,  and  old  as  I  seem. 

My  heart  is  full  of  youth. 

Eye  hath  not  seen,  tongue  hath  not  told, 

And  ear  hath  not  heard  it  sung. 
How  buoyant  and  bold,  though  it  seem  to 

Is  the  heart,  forever  young ;        [grow  old. 
Forever  young — ^though  life's  old  age 

Hath  every  nerve  unstrung : 
The  heart,  the  heart  is  a  heritage 

That  keeps  the  old  man  young  I 

,M.  JR  Tajpper. 

9415.  OLD  AOE,  Happy. 

His  youth  was  innocent ;  his  riper  age  [day ; 

Marked  with  some  act  of  goodness  every 
And  watched  by  eves  that  loved  him,  calm  and 

Faded  his  late  declining  years  away,  [sage. 
Meekly  he  gave  his  being  up,  and  went 
To  share  the  holy  rest  that  waits  a  life  well- 
spent* 

That  life  was  happy ;  every  day  he  gave 
Thanks  for  the  fair  existence  that  was  his ; 

For  a  sick  fancy  made  him  not  her  slave, 
To  mock  liim  with  her  phantom  miseries. 

No  chronic  tortures  racked  his  aged  limbs. 

For  luxury  and  sloth  had  nourished  none  for 
him. 

And  I  am  glad  that  he  has  lived  thus  long, 
And  glad  that  he  has  gone  to  his  reward ; 

Nor  can  I  deem  that  Nature  did  him  wrong. 
Softly  to  disengage  the  vital  cord. 

For  when  his  hand  grew  palsied,  and  his  eye 

Dark  with  the  mists  of  age,  it  was  bis  time 
to  die.  WiUiam  Gidlen  Bryant. 
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3416.  OLD  AQE,  HopeftiL 

Though  all  our  violets,  sweet !  are  dead. 

The  primrose  lost  from  fields  we  Imew, 
Who  knows  what  harvest  may  be  spread 

For  reapers  brave  like  mo  and  you  ? 
"Who  knows  what  bright  October  suns 

May  light  up  distant  valleys  mild, 
Where,  as  our  pathway  downward  runs, 

We  see  joy  meet  us,  like  a  child. 
Who,  sudden,  by  the  roadside  stands. 

To  kiss  the  travellers'  weary  brows, 
And  lead  them  through  the  twilight  lands 

Safely  unto  their  Father's  house. 
-So  we'll  not  dream,  nor  look  back,  dear  I 

But  mai*ch  right  on,  content  and  bold, 
To  where  our  life  sets,  heavenly  clear. 

Westward  behind  the  hills  of  gold. 

Dinah  Maria  Muloch  Oraih. 

3417.  OLD  AGE,  ImllgioQfl. 

A  shipwrecked  sailor  on  a  desert  isle, 

A  lonely  bark  without  supplies  or  compass, 

Launching  upon  a  dark,  uncharted  sea, 

A  houseless  wanderer  on  an  Arctic  shore, 

A  thirsty  traveller  over  desert  sands. 

Is  wintry  age  with  piety  unblest.        [things 

And  he  who  trusts  and  loves  the  glittering 

O'er  which  corruption  and  decay  have  power. 

Prepares  the  soil,  and  sows  the  seed,  whose 

fruit 
Is  sorrow,  disappointment,  and  despair. 

Edward  Ha/ril/y  Dewwrt, 

,    341§.  OLD  AGE,  Bipe. 

Therefore  their  latter  journey  to  the  grave 
Was  like  those  days  of  later  autumn-tide. 
When  he  who  in  some  town  may  chance  to 
Opens  the  window  for  the  balmy  air,      [bide 
And  seeing  the  golden  hazy  sky  so  fair. 
And  from  some  city  garden  hearing  still 
Tlie  wheeling  rooks  the  air  with  music  fill. 
Sweet  hopeful  music,  thinketh.  Is  this  spring, 
Surely  the  year  can  scarce  be  perishing  ? 
But  then  he  leaves  the  clamor  of  the  town, 
And  sees  the  withered  scanty  leaves  fall  down. 
The  half-ploughed  field,  the  fiowerless  gar- 
den-plot, 
The  dark  full  stream  by  summer  long  forgot. 
The  tangled  hedges  where,  relaxed  and  dead. 
The  twining  plants  their  withered  berries  shed, 
And  feels  therewith  the  treachery  of  the  sun. 
And  knows  the  pleasant  time  is  well  nigh 
done.  William  Morris. 

9419.  OLD  AGE,  Signs  ofi 

My  days  pass  pleasantly  away. 

My  nights  are  blessed  with  sweetest  sleep ; 
I  feel  no  symptoms  of  decay, 

I  have  no  cause  to  mourn  or  weep ; 
My  foes  are  impotent  and  shy. 

My  friends  are  neither  false  nor  cold ; 
And  yet  of  late  I  often  sigh, 

"Tm  growing  old." 

My  growing  talk  of  olden  times. 
My  growmg  thirst  for  early  news, 

My  growing  apathy  to  rhymes. 
My  growing  love  of  easy  shoes, 


My  growing  hate  of  crowds  and  monaoj 

My  groynn^  fear  of  taking  cold : 
All  whisper,  m  the  plainest  voice, 

**  Fm  growing  oli" 

Fm  growing  fonder  of  my  staff, 
Fm  growmg  dimmer  in  the  eyes, 

Fm  growing  rainter  in  my  lau^h, 
Fm  growing  deeper  in  my  sighs, 

Fm  growing  careless  of  my  dr^ 
Fm  growing  frugal  with  my  gold, 

Fm  growing  wise,  Fm  growing — yes, 

Fm  growing  old. 

Thanks  for  the  years  whose  rapid  flight 

My  sombre  muse  too  sadly  sings  I 
Thanks  for  the  cleams  of  golden  light 

That  tint  the  darkness  of  their  wings: 
The  light  that  beams  from  out  the  sky 
Those  heavenly  mansions  to  unfold. 
Where  all  are  blest,  and  none  may  sigh 

**Fm  growing  old." 

John  Godfrey  8aa», 

9490.  OLD  AGE,  Waiting. 

A  very  aged  Cnulstlan  in  s  poor-hooM,  beftmr  Mked  vkal 
he  was  doing  now,  replied,  "  Only  waltii^." 

Only  waiting  till  the  shadows 

Are  a  little  longer  grown, 
Only  waiting  till  the  glimmer 

Of  the  day's  last  beam  is  flown ; 
Till  the  night  of  earth  is  faded 

From  tiie  heart,  once  full  of  day ; 
Till  the  stars  of  heaven  are  breaking 

Through  the  twilight  soft  and  gray. 

Only  waiting  till  the  reapers 

Have  the  last  sheaf  gathered  home, 
For  the  summer  time  is  faded. 

And  the  autumn  winds  have  oome. 
Quickly,  reapers  I  gather  quickly 

The  last  ripe  hours  of  my  heart, 
For  the  bloom  of  life  is  withered. 

And  I  hasten  to  depart. 

Only  waiting  till  the  angels 

Open  wide  the  mystic  gate. 
At  whose  feet  I  long  have  lingered. 

Weary,  poor,  and  desolate. 
Even  now  I  hear  the  footsteps. 

And  their  voices  far  away ; 
If  they  call  me  I  am  waiting, 

Only  waiting  to  obey. 

Only  waiting  till  the  shadows 

Are  a  little  longer  grown. 
Only  waiting  till  the  glimmer 

Of  the  day's  last  beam  is  flown. 
Then  from  out  the  gathered  darkness, 

Holy,  deathless  stars  shall  rise. 
By  whose  light  the  soul  shall  gladly 

Tread  its  pathway  to  the  skies. 

9491.  OLD  TEAS,  Seokomiig  with  th«i 

Close  up  the  Ledger,  Time  I 
Slowly  and  sadly,  but  let  it  be, 

Mournfully  passeth  by  the  year ; 
What  are  the  records  for  you  and  mo 

Left  by  the  failing  fingers  here  ? 
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passion,  and  what  for  loTe  t 
'or  avaricQ  and  crime  ? 

hope  and  the  heaven  aboyet 
>f  the  Ledger,  lime? 

Oloae  np  the  Ledger,  Time  I 

ame,  for  good  or  ill, 

» the  margin  your  blotted  scroll ; 

igh  and  hanghty  will, 

i  low  but  humble  soul ; 

)age  to  each  is  giren, 

ig  the  changing  path  we  dimb, 

we  balance  of  hell  or  heayen^ 

>f  the  Ledger,  Time  f 

Close  np  the  Ledger,  Time  t 
we  creditors  for  aught? 
ve  a  store  of  noble  deeds, 
a^  from  high  and  generous  thought, 
9  our  fallen  brother  needs  ? 
laid  up  for  coming  years 
to  weave  in  a  funeral  rhyme — 
At  will  call  np  grateful  tears  ? 
>f  the  Ledger,.  Time  ? 

Close  up  the  Ledger,  Time  I 
;  promises  hope  has  drawn ; 
lat  drafts  stem  truth  has  paid ; 
;  bankrupt  hopes  have  gone 
grave  with  memory  laia ; 
le  heart  has  kept  its  own, 
ing  beauty  with  lure  and  lime ; 
',  fabrics  are  overthrown — 
of  the  Ledger,  Time  ? 

Close  up  the  Ledger,  Hme  1 
B  knell  of  the  year  gone  by ! 
[  run  out  my  golden  sand  ? 
lall  I  be  when  the  next  shall  die  ? 
lall  the  soul  within  me  stand  ? 
leyond  but  ill  guilt  and  crime : 
I  I  hear  the  New  Tear's  bell? 
t  up  the  Ledger,  Time  I 

OLD  TEAB,  Worki  of  the. 

.  of  the  sadness  and  evU  Fve  wrought, 
member  the  share  of  *' good  works  " 
have  done ;  [Tve  brought, 

d  balance  the  clouds  and  the  canker 
he  grapes  I  have  sent  to  be  crushed  in 
le  BxuL  [wise  heads, 

dded  gray  threads  to  the  worldly- 
deepened  the  chestnut  of  Lifancy^s 
irl;  [worm, 

lerished  the  germ  of  the  shipwrecking 
quickened  the  growth  of  the  crown- 
iiading  pearl :  [pftll, 

engthened  the  yew  till  it  brushes  the 
bid  the  sweet  shoots  of  the  orange 
loom  swell ;  [waU, 

liickened  the  moss  on  the  ruin^s  dank 
strengthened  the  love-bower  tendrils 
(well.  Mliza  Oooh 

.  OMHIFOTElfOE,  XasifiMtatioiui  o£ 

The  Almighty  King, 
ays  in  the  splendid  scene  of  pomp 
Lous,  on  the  sounding  tempest  rides, 
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Or  sweeping  whirlwind;  nor  in  the  awful 
Of  echoing  thunder  is  Ho  always  heard,  [peal 
Or  seen  in  lightning^s  livid  flames ;  but  oft, 
When  every  turbid  clement  is  hushed. 
In  the  still  voice  of  nature  stands  confest 
The  Lord  Omnipotent.         Samud  ffayei, 

MM.  OlOriFSBSElfOE,  Oomftrt  oft 

Ever  with  Thee,  Almighty  Love,  through  all 
the  weary  night —  [Bght ; 

A  joy  above  all  other  joy,  a  light  above  all 

And  all  the  day,  wherever  I  stray,  on  path 
bestrewn  with  flowers, 

Or  dight  in  winter^s  drapery,  of  snow,  and 
sleet,  and  showers. 

Ever  with  Thee,  Almighty  Love  I  I  lean  upon 
the  breast  [being,  rest; 

On  which  the  universe  of  stars,  with  ful  their 

That  cares  for  many  a  thousand  worlds,  yet 
ever  cares  for  me. 

And  guides  my  way,  by  night  and  day, 
wherever  my  wanderings  be. 

Ever  with  Thee,  Almighty  Love  I    Thy  Son, 

the  King  of  kings, 
To  me  the  message  of  Thy  love,  writ  in  His 

heart's  blood,  brii^; 
And  when  the  blasts  that  shako  the  base  of 

earthly  hopes  overtake  me. 
He  gently  whispers  in  my  car,  ^'  I  never  will 

forsake  thee." 

Ever  with  Thee,  Almighty  Love  1  When  ly- 
ing in  the  dust,  [my  trust ; 

m  gather  all  Thy  promises,  and  lean  on  them 

Then  rise  refreshed,  and  journey  on,  assured 
the  end  will  be 

A  home  in  heaven  for  evermore,  Almi^^hty 
Love,  with  Thee  I       Owrge  Botahn. 

34»5.  OMHIFBEaEVOB,  Pttnlalmed. 

When  o'er  earth  is  breaking 

Rosy  light,  and  fair 
Mom  afar  proclaimcth 

Sweetly — Gk)d  is  there. 
When  the  spring  is  wreathing 

Flowers,  rich  and  rare. 
On  each  leaf  is  written. 

Nature's  €k>d  is  there. 
When  the  storm  is  howlinff 

Through  the  midnight  air, 
Fearfully  its  thunder 

Tells  us — Ood  is  there. 
All  the  wide  world's  treasures. 

Rich,  or  g^rand,  or  fair. 
In  each  feature  beareth 

Graven — ^God  is  there. 

3496.  OMHIBOIEHOB,  Ho  ObMoration  of. 

Soul  of  the  world.  All-seeing  Eye, 
Where,  where  shall  man  Thy  presence  fly? 
Say,  would  he  climb  ttie  starry  height  ? 
All  Heaven  is  instinct  with  Thy  Light : 
Dwell  in  the  darkness  of  the  grave  ? 
Yea,  thou  art  there  to  judge  and  save. 
In  vain  on  vrings  of  mom  we  soar. 
In  vain  the  realms  of  space  explore. 
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In  rain  retreat  to  shades  of  night : 
For  what  can  veil  us  from  Thy  sight  f 
Distance  dissolves  before  Thy  ray, 
And  darkness  kindles  into  day. 

WiUiam  lister. 

M97.  OHWABD,  Etw. 

Tell  me  the  song  of  the  beautiful  Btars, 
Afl  grandly  they  glide  on  their  blue  way 
above  us, 
Looking,  despite  of  our  spirit*s  sin-scars, 

Down  on  us  tenderly,  yearning  to  love  us ! 
This  is  the  song  in  their  workshop  sung, 
Down  thro'  the  world-jewelled  umverse  rang : 
"Onward  forever,  foravermore  onward," 
And  ever  they  open  their  loving  eyes  Sunward. 

"Onward,"  shouts  Earth  with  her  myriad 
voices 

Of  music,  aye  answering  the  song  of  the 

Seven,  frejoices, 

Ab  like  a  winged  child  of  Ood's  love  she 

Swinging  her  censer  of  fflory  in  heaven. 
And  lo  I  it  is  writ  by  the  finger  of  God, 
In  sunbeams  and  flowers  on  the  smiling  green 
Onvnird  forever,  f orevermore  onward,    [sod : 
And  ever  she  tumeth  all  trustfully  Sunward. 

The  mightiest  soufs  of  all  time  hover  o'er  ns. 

Who  labored  like  gods  among  men,  and 

have  gone  [fore  us : 

Like  great  bursts  of  sun  on  the  dark  way  bo- 

They're  with  us,  still  with  us,  our  battle 

fight  on,  [crowned  hill, 

Looking  down  victor-brow'd,  from  the  glory- 

They  b^kon,  and  beckon  us,  on,  onward  still : 

And  the  true  heart's  aspirings  are  onward, 

still  onward ; 
It  turns  to  the  Future,  as  earth  tumeth  Sun- 
ward. Gerald  Ma$9ey, 

MM«  OHWASD^  Hnrryiflg. 

Hurrying  on,  hurrying  on  \  [God ; 

Says  a  voice  that  speaks  from  the  works  of 

And  the  rolling  spheres,  as  they  flame  along 
O'er  the  glorious  paths  of  the  great  untrod. 

Take  up  the  sound  and  the  strain  prolong ; 

Nor  cease  they  from  chanting  the  mighty 
We  are  hurrying,  hurrying  on !  [song, 

Hunying  on,  hunying  on  t 
Bays  the  voice  of  Time ;  and  his  stealing  feet 
Are  crossing  the  threshold,  unhid,  unseen. 
And  urging  us  on  at  each  pulse's  beat 
From  the  past  to  the  future — ^the  pause  be- 
tween 
Is  the  fleetin^^  now — ^the  feverish  dream 
Of  the  life  that  is  hurrying  on. 

Hurrying  on,  hurrying  on ! 
The  busy  uirong  of  city  and  town. 

The  peaceful  tiller  of  rural  fflades, 
The  warrior  thirsting  for  bloody  renown. 

The  prince  and  the  beggar,  however  array'd, 

Together  approaching  the  solemn  shade, 
Are  hurrying  on,  hurrying  on  I 

Hurrying  on,  hurrying  on  I 
The  myriaos  that  wfJk  on  this  busy  stage, 


With  youth's  gay  trip,  with  man^s  firm 
And  the  trembling  steps  of  hoary  age,  [tread, 
In  untroubled  ^eep  to  lay  their  head 
With  the  ghostly  tribes,  the  slumbering 
dead. 
They  are  hurrying,  hurrying  on  I 

3499.  OFFOBTDVITT,  Altenfttivs  oC 

There  is  a  tide  in  the  aflfdrs  of  men,  | 

Which,  taken  at  the  fiood,  leads  on  to  for- 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life     [tune; 
Is  bound  in  shallows,  and  in  miseries. 
On  such  a  full  sea  are  we  now  afloat ; 
And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it 'serves^ 
Or  lose  our  ventures.  Bhaketpeare. 

9490.  OFPOETUBIIT,  MdBiL 

The  golden  opportunity 
Is  never  offered  twice ;  seize  ^hen  me  hour 
When  fortune  smiles  and  duty  points  the  way ; 
Nor  shrink  aside  to  'scape  the  spectre  fear. 
Nor  pause,  though  pleasure  becKon  from  her 

bower ; 
But  bravely  bear  thee  onward  to  the  goaL 

9431.  OFFOBTUHITY,  Chdlt  oft 

O  Opportunity  I  thy  guilt  is  great : 
'Tis  Uiou  that  ezecut'st  the  traitor's  Treason ; 

Thou  sett'st  tiie  Wolf  where  he  the  Iamb 
may  get;  [son; 

Whoever  plots  the  sin.  thou  point'st  the  sei- 
'Tis  thou  that  spnm'st  at  right,  at  law,  at 
reason;  [lidm. 

And  in  thy  shady  oeU,  where  none  may  q)7 
Sits  sin,  to  seize  the  souls  that  wander  by  him. 

Thou  mak'st  the  vestal  violate  her  oath; 
Thou  blow'st  the  fire  when  temperance  is 
thaw'd;  [troth; 

Thou  smother'st  honesty,  thou  murdei'st 
Thou  foul  abettor  I  thou  notorious  bawdt 
Thou  plantest  scandal,  and  displacest  laud : 
Thou  ravisher,  thou  traitor,  thou  false  thie( 
Thy  honey  turns  to  gall,  thy  joy  to  grief ! 

Thy  secret  pleasure  turns  to  open  shame, 
Thy  private  feasting  to  a  public  fast ; 

Thy  smoothing  titles  to  a  ragged  name; 
Thy  sugar'd  ton^e  to  bitter  wormwood  tasle ; 
Thy  violent  vamties  can  never  last 
How  comes  it  then,  vile  Opportunity, 
Being  so  bad,  such  numbers  seek  for  theef 

When  wilt  thou  be  the  humble  snpplianfs 

friend,  [tained  ? 

And  bring[  him  where  his  suit  may  be  oh- 

When  wilt  thou  sort  an  hour  great  strifes 
to  end,  [chained? 

Or  free  that  soul  which  wretchedness  bath 
Give  physic  to  the  sick,  ease  to  the  pain'd  f 
Thcpoor,  lame,  blind,  halt,  creep,  ciy  out  for 
But  they  ne'er  meet  with  Opportunity,  [thee; 
The  patient  dies  while  the  phymdan  sleeps; 

The  orphan  pines  while  the  oppressor  feeds ; 
Justice  is  feasting  while  the  wiaow  weeps; 
Advice  is  sporting  while  infection  breeds; 

Thou  grant'st  no  time  for  charitable  deeds; 
Wrath,  envy,  treason,  rape,  and  murder  rages, 
Thy  heinous  hours  wait  on  them  as  their  pagea 
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3.  -tzratlx  and  riiiae  hare  to  do  with  thee, 
aaxid  croeses  keep  them  from  thy  aid ; 
'  \y\iy  tby  help ;  bat  sin  ne*er  ffivee  a  fee, 
t;is  comes ;  •  and  thou  art  weu  appay^d, 
\  ±o  hear  as  grant  what  he  hath  said. 

Umou  art  of  mnrder  and  of  theft ; 
^y  of  perjury  and  subornation; 

of  treason,  forgery,  and  shift ; 
i^f  of  incest,  that  abomination : 
acoessory  by  thme  inclination 
mil  fiiiis  past,  and  all  that  are  to  come, 
Ok  ^the' creation  to  the  general  dooip. 

Shakmpeare, 

Sd«    OFPO^TtnnTT,  PradeuM  with. 

•  Ib  a  thing  that  no  man  may  resyst ; 
me  is  trancytory  and  ineaocable. 
aayeth  the  contrary,  tyme  passeth  as 
l&ymlyst; 
nie  must  be  taken  in  season  conenable ; 
ke  tvme  when  tyme  is,  for  tyme  is  aymu- 

taole; 
hyn^ bath  tyme,  who  can  forit  pronyde ; 
d  for  tyme  who  wyll,  for  tym6  wyU  no 

manbyde. 
ie  "wonld  be  Tied  when  tyme  is  best; 
yme  to  begyn,  and  tyme  for  to  cease; 
nd  when  tyme  is,  to  pnt  thyself e  in  prease, 
i  when  tyme  is,  to  hold  thyself e  abacke ; 
tyme  well  spent  can  nener  haue  lacke. 
;  rolys  take  l^eyr  sap  in  time  of  yere ; 
n  tyme  of  somer  flowres  fresh  and  grene ; 
tyme  of  hamest  men  their  com  shere ; 
in  tyme  of  wynter  the  north  wynde  waxeth 

kene, 
Sobytterly  bylinge  the  flowres  be  not  sene ; 
te  kalendis  of  Janns,  with  his  frostes  hore, 
lat  tyme  is  when  people  must  lyue  ypon  the 
stoxe. 

(a.  d.  1568.)    John  SkeUon. 

MM.  OPPOBTUUTT,  Um  Iks. 

rho,  when  the  pilot  warns,  would  lose  the 

tide 
By  casting  pebbles  on  the  glassy  sea? 
Who  to  weare  garlands  in  the  flowery  lea 
FTouldf ar  from  home  the  waning  hours  abide  ? 
WYat  racer  from  his  course  would  turn  aside 
To  pick  up  apples  from  Hesperian  tree  ? 
"What  solder,  striving  for  the  mastery, 
Waste  in  Ounpanian  sloth  his  manhood's 

pride  f 
CHBiBTUKjbewise!  The  tide  is  at  its  height, 
Which  now  may  waft  thee  to  the  wished- 
f or  shore:  [flight: 

Hiy  homers  away,  and  swift  the  moments* 
The  goal,  the  crown's  right  on,  thine  eyes 
Mfore: 
Hie  tnimpet  calls  to  gird  thee  for  the  fight ; 
Hark  I  now  it  sounds,  but  soon  shall  sound 
no  more  I  Bishop  Mant. 

9484.  OPPOEIUUTT,  Waioh  yonr. 

J^thoiuand  years  a  poor  man  watched 

Before  the  gate  of  Paradise : 
Bat  while  one  litde  nap  he  snatched. 

It  oped  and  shut    iJi  I  was  he  wise  ? 
(HenUd,  tr.hyW.R,  Alger. 


3435.  OBSEB,  Divbe. 

'Tis  first  the  true  and  then  the  beautiful. 
Not  first  the  beautiful  and  then  the  trae ; 

First  the  wild  moor,  with  rock  and  reed  and 
pool, 
Then  the  gay  g^arden,  rich  in  scent  and  hue. 

'Tis  first  the  good  and  then  the  beautiful — 
Not  first  the  beautiful  and  then  the  good ; 

First  the  rough  seed,  sown  in  the  rougher 

soil,  [wood. 

Then  the  flower-blossom,  or  the  branching 

Not  first  the  glad  and  then  the  sorrowful-^ . 

But  first  the  sorrowful  and  then  the  glad ; 
Tears  for  a  day — for  earth  of  tears  is  f uU, 

Then  we  forget  that  we  were  eyer  sad. 

Not  first  the  bright,  and  after  that  the  dark — 
But  first  the  dark,  and  after  that  the  bright ; 

First  the  thick  dond,  and  then  the  rainbow^s 
arc, 
First  the  dark  grave,  then  resurrection-light. 

'Tis  first  the  night — stem  night  of  storm  and 

war —  '        [skies; 

Lonff  nights  of  heavy  clouds  and  veiled 

Then  me  far  sparkle  of  the  Morning-star, 

That  bida  the  saints  awake  and  dawn  arise. 

BbratMu  Bfmar, 

MM.  ORDEB,  Law  «£ 

Order  is  Heaven's  first  law — a  glorious  law. 
Seen  in  those  pure  and  beauteous  isles  of  light 
That  come  and  go,  as  circling  months  fufil 
Their  high  behest  Nor  less  on  earth  dis- 
cerned, [sand, 
'Mid  rocks  snow-clad,  or  wastes  of  herbless 
Throughout  ril  dimes,  beneath  all  varying 


fixing  for  e'en  the  smallest  flower  that  blooms 
Its  place  of  growth.  John  Milton, 

9437.  oBianrAL  anr,  Eftets  of. 

A  mystic  cup  was  mixed  of  Adam's  guilt. 
And  o'er  the  world  and  through  Uie  ages 

spilt. 
It  ev'ry  brightness  with  a  darkness  tinged. 
The  earth  from  out  its  orbit  it  unhinged, 
It  burst  discordant  through  volcanic  vents, 
It  wrenched  all  nature^s  breast  in  earthquake 

rents. 
It  woke  in  wasp  and  brute  aU  hatred's  brood. 
It  stirred  in  each  fierce  breast  the  thirst  for 
And  when  in  course  terrific  it  had  run  [blood ; 
Through  every  lower  grade  beneath  the>sun. 
Its  drops  on  human  generations  dripped. 
And  all  their  worth  and  virtue  from  them 

stripped.  [fiows 

Out  from  that  cup  the  direful  stream  still 
Of  poison,  blackness,  blasting  fire,  and  woes, 
O'erspreads  creation  with  a  paU  of  gloom, 
And  rises  slowly  toward  the  brim  of  doom. 
Some  sprinkling  from  that  cup  has  spotted  all. 
And  plunged  them  in  a  hopeless  common 
fall,  [fell, 

Ck>ndemned  past  hope  to  writhe  in  tortures 


548 


Which  ne'er  can  cleanse  the  destined  hosts  of 
One  little  sin  that  mystic  cnp  did  fill,    [heU. 
And  yet  it  poured  on,  and  poureth  still 
The  tainting  horrors  of  all  pain  and  ill ; 
Kor  will  its  dreadful  pouring  stop  at  last 
Until  the  final  fiame  the  world  shall  blast, 
And  the  everlasting  sentence  hath  been  passed. 
When  man's  poor  race  exists  on  earth  no  more, 
The  frightful  flood  shall  cease  its  issuing 

roar.  [cup 

But  then  the  boundless  dregs  of  that  small 
In  horrid  hell  shall  all  be  gathered  up, 
To  seethe  and  howl  in  encUess  anguish  dire, 
The  food  of  deathless  worm  and  quenchless 

fire, 
Whose  wails  and  dashing  waves^  eternal  din 
Proclaim  in  glee  the  victory  of  sin. 

Oriental^  tr,  by  W.  J?.  Alffer* 

M3S.  ORFHAHAaE,  SpbitnaL 

An  orphan,  through  the  world 

Unfriended  did  I  roam, 
I  knew  not  that  my  Father  lived, 

Kor  that  I  had  a  home. 
No  kindred  might  I  claim. 

No  lover  sought  for  me ; 
IGne  was  a  solitary  life, 

Set  in  no  family. 
I  yielded  to  despair, 

I  sorrowed  night  and  mom— ^ 
I  cried.  Ah  t  good  it  were  for  me 

If  I  had  not  been  bom  I 
At  midnight  came  a  Man — 

He  knocked  upon  my  door : 
He  spake  such  tender  words  as  man 

Ne'er  spake  to  me  before. 
I  rose  to  let  Him  in, 

I  shook  with  fear  and  dread ; 
A  lamp  was  shining  in  His  himd, 

A  brightness  round  His  head. 
And  who  art  Thou  9  I  cried ; 

I  scarce  for  awe  might  speak ; 
And  why  for  such  a  wretch  as  I 

Dost  Thou  at  midnight  seekl 
Though  thou  hast  stayed,  He  said. 

From  Me  thou  couldst  not  flee; 
I  am  thy  Brother  and  thy  Friend, 

And  thou  shalt  share  with  Me ! 
For  Me  thou  hast  not  sought^ 

I  sought  thee  everywhere ; 
Thou  hast  a  Father  and  a  home, 

With  mansions  grand  and  fair. 
To  thine  inheritance 

I  came  thy  soul  to  bring ; 
Thou  art  the  royal  heir  of  heaven — 

The  daughter  of  the  Eingl 

FiMe  Gary, 

9439.  0SFEAI8,  Faiber  of: 

Is  there  a  little  orphan  child, 

Father  and  mother  gone. 
Who  deems  himself  quite  desolate, 

Left  in  the  world  alone  f 
It  is  not  so — ^while  ChrUf9  own  words 

On  every  lip  are  laid. 
While  each  a  FatJter  hath  in  heaven 

To  cheer  him  and  to  aid. 


0 1  let  him  seek  the  churchyard  grocmd, 

Some  quiet  summer  even, 
When  calmly  on  his  father's  grave 

Looks  down  the  sunset  heaven ; 
And  let  him  gaze  on  the  blue  sky. 

And  dry  the  tears  that  gather, 
In  his  dim  eyes,  and  breathe  a  prayer, 

Unto  lus  other  FiUher^ 

C.  F.  Alexander. 

51440.  FAIH,  Hynm  to. 

Pain,  my  old  companion,  pain, 

Seldom  parted  nom  my  side, 
Welcome  to  thy  seat  i^in; 

Here,  if  Qod  permits,  abi&e. 
Pledge  of  sure  approaching  ease, 

Haste  to  stop  my  wretched  breafli; 
Rugged  messenger  of  peace. 

Joyful  harbinger  of  death. 

Foe  to  nature  as  thou  art, 

I  embrace  thee  as  my  ^end : 
Thou  shalt  bid  my  griefs  depart, 

Bring  me  to  my  journey's  end. 
Yes,  I  joyfully  decay. 

Homeward  through  thy  help  I  haste: 
Thou  hast  shook  the  house  of  day ; 

Surely  it  will  fall  at  last 

Kind  remembrancer,  to  thee, 

Many  a  cheerful  thought  I  owe  : 
Witness  of  mortality. 

Wise  through  thee,  my  end  I  know. 
Warned  by  every  pain  I  feel 

Of  my  dissolution  near, 
Pleased  the  lessening  hours  I  tell ; 

Quickly  shall  the  last  be  here. 

Sacred,  salutary  ill. 

Thee  though  foolish  man  miscall. 
Mingled  by  my  Father's  skill, 

Sweet  as  honey  is  the  gall. 
Who  beneath  thy  pressure  groan. 

Chief  of  ills  who  reckon  thee, 
Sin,  alas !  they  ne'er  have  known ; 

Sin  is  perfect  misery. 

Free  from  sin  I  soon  shall  livo. 

Free  from  sin  while  here  below ; 
Only  thou  may'st  still  survive 

Till  the  joys  of  heaven  I  know. 
Of  my  starry  crown  poesest ; 

All  thy  office  then  is  o'er. 
When  I  gain  the  glorious  Rest, 

Pain  and  suffering  are  no  more. 

Charlee  Wedey. 

M41.  PA£B8TIHE|  Bedtmptlai  d. 

Oh,  happy  once  in  Heaven's  peculiar  love. 
Delight  of  men  below,  and  saints  above  I 
Though,  Salem,  now  the  spoiler's    ruffian 

hand  [land: 

Has  loosed  his  hell-hounds  o'erthj  wasted 
Though  weak,  and  whelmed  beneath  the 

storms  of  fate, 
Thy  house  is  left  unto  thee  desolate ; 
Yet  shalt  thou  rise ;  but  not  by  war  restored. 
Not  built  in  murder,  planted  by  the  sword 
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Yes,  Salem,  thon  shalt  rise :  thy  Father^s  aid 
Shall  heal  the  wound  His  chastening  hand  has 

made ;  [sway, 

Shall  judge  the  proud  oppressor's  ruthless 
And  burst  his  brazen  bonds,  and   cast  his 

cords  away.  [sp™^ — 

Then  on  your  tops  shall  deathless  verdure 
Break  forth,  ye  mountains,  and  ye  valleys, 

sing  I  [lorn. 

No  more  your  thirsty  rocks  shall  frown  f or^ 
The  unbeliever's  jest,  the  heathen's  scorn ; 
The  sultry  sands  shall  tenfold  harvests  yiald. 
And  a  new  Eden  deck  the  thorny  field. 
Even  now,  perchance,  wide-waving  o'er  the 

land 
That  mighty  angel  lifts  his  golden  wand, 
Ck>urt8   the   bright    visions  of    descending 

power, 
Tells  eveiy  g^te,  and  measures  every  tower ; 
And  chides  the  tardy  seals  that  yet  detain 
Thy  Lion,  Judah,  from  His  destined  reign. 

fUAQL  PAliADIBE,  01m  to. 

O  there  are  gardens  of  the  immortal  kind, 
That  crown  the  heavenly  Eden's  rising  hills 
With  beauty  and  with  sweets;  no  lurking 

mischief  [boughs ; 

Dwells  in  the  fruit,  nor  serpent  twines  the 
The  branches  bend  laden  with  life  and  bliss 
Bipe  for  the  taste,  but  'tis  a  steep  ascent. 
Hold  fast  the  golden  chain  let  down  from 

heaven : 
'Twill  help  your  feet  and  wings.  I  feel  its  force 
Drawn  upwards :  fastened  to  the  pearly  gate. 
It  guides  the  way  unerring  :  happy  clue 
Thro'    this   dark   wildl     'Twas   Wisdom's 

noblest  work. 
All  join'd  by  power  divine,  and  ev'ry  link  is 

love.  Isaae  Watts. 

9443.  PA&IDIBE,  EartUy. 

The  Paradise  below,  well  named 
A  paradise,  for  never  earth  has  worn 
Such  close  similitude  to  heaven  as  there. 
The  breezes  laden  with  a  thousand  sweets, 
Kot  luscious,  but  invigorating,  breathed 
Ambrosial  odors.     Roses  of  all  scents 
Embower'd  the  walks ;  and  flowers  of  every 

hue  [Trees 

Ohecker'd  the  green   sward   with   mosaia 
Hung  vnth  ripe  dustering  fruit,  or  blossoming 
With  promise,  on  all  sides  solicited 
Befreshment  and  repose.    Perpetual  springs 
Flowed,  feeding  with  their  countless  rivulets 
Eden's  majestic  river.    By  its  banks 
The  birds  warbled  in  concert ;  and  the  beasts 
Boam'd  harmless  and  unharm'd  from  dell  te 

dell. 
Or  leap'd  for  glee,  or  slept  beneath  the  shade, 
TbQ  kid  and  Son  nestlii:^  side  by  side. 

Edward  Henry  Biekertteth, 

S444.  PARADISE,  Longing  &r. 

O  Paradise  I  O  Paradise ! 

Who  doth  not  crave  for  rest  ? 
Who  would  not  seek  the  happy  land. 

Where  they  that  loved  are  blest ; 


I  Cho.     Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 
Stand  ever  in  the  light, 
All  rapture  through  and  through. 
In  Qod's  most  holy  sight  t 

O  Paradise  I  O  Paradise  I 
The  world  is  growing  old : 

Who  would  not  oe  at  rest  and  free 
Where  love  is  never  cold  t 

0  Paradise  I  O  Paradise  I 
'Tis  weary  waiting  here : 

1  long  to  be  where  ^us  is, 
To  feel,  to  see  Him  near. 

0  Paradise  I  O  Paradise  I 
I  want  to  sin  no  more ; 

1  want  to  be  as  pure  on  earth 
As  on  thy  spotless  shore. 

O  Paradise  I  O  Paradise  I 
Wherefore  doth  death  delay  ? 

Bright  death,  that  is  the  welcome  dawn 
Of  our  eternal  day.       F.  W.Faber. 

9446.  PABADI8E,  Prayer  qI 

O  glorious  Paradise !  O  lovely  dime ! 
O  Qod-built  mansions  1  Joy  of  ev'ry  saint ! 
Happy  remembrance  to  all  coming  time  1 
Whisper,  with  all  thy  leaves,  in  cadence  faint, 
One  prayer  to  Him  who  made  them  all. 
One  prayer  for  Adam  in  his  fall  I — 
That  He,  who  formed  thy  gates  of  yore. 
Would  bid  those  gates  unfold  once  more. 
That  I  had  dosed  by  sin ; 
And  let  me  taste  that  holy  tree 
That  giveth  immortality 
To  them  that  dwell  therein  I 
Or  have  I  fallen  so  far  from  grace. 
That  mercy  hath  for  me  no  place  ? 

Theophariet, 

9446.  PAAADIBE,  Batisfaotion  in. 

Oh,  Paradise  must  fairer  be 

Than  any  spot  below  1 
Hy  spirit  pines  for  liberty ; 

Now  let  me  thither  go ! 

In  Paradise,  forever  clear 
The  stream  of  love  is  flowing ; 

For  every  tear  that  Pve  shed  here 
A  pearl  therein  is  glowing. 

In  Paradise  alone  is  rest; 

Joy  breathing,  woe  dispelling ; 
A  heavenly  wind  fans  every  breast 

Within  that  happy  dwelling. 

For  every  wounding  thorn  below 

A  rose  shall  blossom  there ; 
And  sweeter  flowers  than  earth  can  show 

Shall  twine  around  my  hair. 

And  every  joy,  that,  budding,  died, 

Shall  open  there  in  bloom ; 
And  Spring,  in  all  her  flowery  pride, 

Shall  w&en  from  the  tomb. 

And  all  the  joys  shall  meet  me  there 
For  which  my  heart  was  pining, 
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like  ffolden  fruit  in  gardens  fair, 
Ana  flowers  f  oreyer  shining. 

Mj  youth,  that  fled  so  soon  away, 

And  left  me  sad,  decaying, 
Shall  there  be  with  me  efery.day 

With  bright  wings  ronnd  me  playing. 

All  hopes,  all  wishes,  all  the  loTe 

I  sighed  for,  pined  for  ever, 
Shall  bloom  around  me  there  aboye 

And  last  with  me  f oreyer. 

JPHedru^  Mekert 

9447.  PABDOF,  Ezperienoe  ot 

Thus  far  did  I  come  laden  with  my  sin, 
Kor  could  aught  ease  the  grief  that  I  was  in. 
Till  I  came  hither.     What  a  place  is  this  I 
Must  here  be  the  beginning  of  my  bliss  9 
Must  here  the  burden  fall  from  off  my  back  ? 
Must  here  the  strings  that  bound  it  to  me 

crack? 
Blest  cross !  blest  sepulchre';  blest  rather  be 
The  Man  that  there  was  put  to  shame  for  me. 

John  Bunytm» 
M4§.  PASDOV,  Joy  oft 

Oh  happy  they  who  reach  that  place 

Where  sorrow  cometh  neyer ; 
Who  rest  within  His  loying  arms 

Forever  and  forever  I 
Since  I  have  found  a  Saviour^s  love, 

To  Him  my  hopes  are  clinging ; 
I  feel  so  happy  all  the  time, 

My  heart  is  always  singing. 
A  light  I  never  knew  before 

Around  my  path  is  breaking, 
And  cheerful  songs  of  gratefiH  praise 

My  raptured  soul  is  waking. 
I  fed  like  singing  all  the  time, 

I  have  no  thought  of  sadness ; 
When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away 

He  turned  my  heart  to  gladness. 

9449.  FABE5T8,  Gntitnde  to. 

Who  that  has  feelings  would  not  wish  to  be 
A  Mend  to  parents,  such  as  mine  to  me  ? 
Who,  in  distress,  broke  their  last  crust  in 

twain,  [again ; 

And,  though  want  pinched,  the  remnant  broke 
And  still,  if  craving  of  their  scanty  bread, 
Qave  their  last  mouthful,  that  I  might  be  fed  I 
Kor  for  their  own  wants  tear-drops  followed 

free;-  [me. 

Worse  anguish  stung — ^they  had  no  more  for 
And  now  hope^s  sun  is  looking  brighter  out. 
And  spreading  thin  the  clouas  of  fear  and 

doubt. 
That  long,  in  gloomy  sad  suspense  to  me. 
Hid  the  long- waited  smiles  I  wished  to  see ; 
And  now,  my  parents,  helping  you  is  sweet— 
The  rudest  havoc  fortune  could  complete, 
A  piteous  couple,  little  blest  with  fnends, 
Where  pain  and  poverty  have  had  their  ends, 
m  be  thy  crutch,  my  father  i  lean  on  me ; 
Weakness  knits  stubborn  while  it^s  bearing 

thee :  [frown 

And  hard  shall  fiJl  the  shock  of  fortune^s 
To  eke  thy  sonows,  ere  it  breaks  me  down. 


My  mother,  too,  thy  kindness  shall  be  met, 
And  ere  Fm  able  yAll  I  pay  the  debt ; 
For  what  thou^st  done  and  what  gone  through 
for  me  [thee ; 

My  last-earned  sixpence  will  I  break  with 
And  when  my  dwindled  stun  wont  more  di- 
vide. 
Then  take  it  all— to  fate  Fll  leave  the  rest: 
In  helping  thee  Fll  always  feel  a  pride, 
Kor  think  Fm  happy,  tiU  we  both  are  blest 

Clare. 

9400.  FABEHTSf  Indnlgtnt 

By  Satan^s  subtlety  beguiled. 

To  Satan's  school  they  send, 
And  each  delights  the  favorite  cluld 

To  humor  and  commend. 
The  proud  with  ranker  pride  tiiey  fill. 

Heighten  their  worst  disease. 
And  fondly  soothe  the  stubborn  will 

To  tenfold  stubbornness. 

With  lust  of  pleasure,  wealth,  and  fame^ 

Their  children  they  inspire, 
And  every  vain  desire  inflame, 

And  every  passion  fire. 
They  wish  &em  good,  but  rather  gieat| 

Religious,  but  genteel ; 
Pious,  yet  fond  of  pomp  and  state ; 

As  heaven  would  mix  with  helL 

Adorned  in  pearl  and  rich  array 

Tou  see  the  murderer's  prize  I 
As,  crowned  with  flowers,  the  yictims  gay 

Are  led  to  sacriflqe. 
Down  a  broad,  easy  way  they  glide 

To  endless  misery ; 
And  curse  their  doting  parents^  pride 

To  all  eternity.  Charle$  WMey. 

9451.  PA&EHT8,  Cteiatod. 

Yet  O,  the  thought  that  thou  art  safe,  and 

he! 
That  thought  is  joy,  arrive  what  may  to  me. 
My  boast  is  not  that  I  deduce  my  birth 
From  loins  enthroned,  and  rulers  of  the  earth ; 
But  higher  far  my  proud  pretensions  riae — 
The  son  of  parents  passed  into  the  skies. 

WiUiam  C<noper, 

9459.  PABEHTS,  Tjrnimia 

With  notions  fraught,  the  Stoica  aour 

Pursue  their  rigid  plan ; 
In  weakness  look  for  perfect  power. 

In  babes  the  strength  of  man. 
The  wisdom  ripe  of  hoary  hairs 

From  children  they  require ; 
Till  time  their  scheme  in  pieces  tesn, 

And  all  in  smoke  expire. 

Harassed  by  long  domestic  war, 

With  scarce  a  trace  between, 
The  children's  tender  minds  abhor 

Tlic  E^^tian  discipline. 
They  quite  throw  off  the  yoke  severe^ 

O'er  nature's  wilds  to  rove. 
And  hate  the  objects  of  their  fear, 

Whom  they  could  never  love. 

CharleM  We&Ujf. 
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B.     PAATZBO,  Oouolatioa  in. 
it;  one  of  onr  housebold  number 
311:8  not  by  tbo  heartb-fire^s  lipht, 
icL  right  on  her  patbway  beating 
Xa  t;lie  rain  of  tlids  sntomn  nigbE 
Eld  t^beref  ore'my  beart  is  beavy 
^^^itb  a  sense  of  unquiet  pain, 
OT,  lont  Heaven  can  tell  if  tbe  paited 

Sliall  meet  in  the  earth  again. 
►n't  loiowipg  God's  love  extendetb 

MW  nerever  His  children  are, 
Lnd  tenderly  round  about  them 

Ajre  tbe  arms  of  His  watchful  care ; 
9^itli  Him  bo  the  time  and  the  season 

Of  our  meeting  again  with  thee, 
Wlietber  here  on  these  earthly  bonders, 
Or  tbe  sbore  of  the  world  to  be. 

Phaibe  Carey. 
i&4L.  PABTING,  Death*!. 
x  1   wbat  can  tears  avail  I 
lies  all  dumb  and  pale, 
.nd  from  her  eye 
t  spirit  of  lovely  life  is  fading — 
.na  sbe  mnst  die !  [bnddingt 

ly  looks  the  lover  wroth — ^the  friend  up- 
teply,  reply! 

tb  sbe  not  dwelt  too  long 

dst  pain,  and  grief,  and  wrong  ? 

rben  why  not  die  ? 

by  suffer  again  her  doom  of  sorrow, 

And  bopeless  lie  t  [morrow  ? 

by  nurse  the  trembling  dream  until  to- 

Reply,  reply  1 

eath  1     Take  her  to  thine  arms, 
1  all  her  stainless  charms  1 

And  with  her  fly  ^        [ness, 

!o  heavenly  haunts,  where,  dad  in  bright- 

The  angels  he  1  [whiteness  ? 

Wilt  bear  her  there,  O  death!    in  all  her 

"Reply,  reply !  B.  W.  Procter. 

3455.  FA88I0H,  LuiguAge  of. 
P«Bsion,  when  deep,  is  still— the  glaring  eye 
lliat  reads  its  enemy  with  glance  of  fire, 
The  lip  that  curls  and  writhes  in  bittcmess, 
TUebrow  contracted,  tijl  its  wrinkles  hide 
The  keen,  fixed  orbs  that  bum  and  flash  be- 
low, [the  foot 
The  hand  firm  clenched  and  quivering,  and 
Planted  in  attitude  to  spring,  and  dart 
Its  vengeance,  are  the  language  it  employs. 

Jamei  Gates  P^dvaL 

3456*  PASSION,  The  Bnling. 
In  this  one  passion  man  can  strength  enjoy. 
As  fits  give  vigor  just  when  they  destroy. 
Time,  that  on  all  things  lays  his  lenient  hand, 
.  Yet  tames  not  this ;  it  sticks  to  our  last  sand 
Consistent  in  our  follies  and  our  sins, 
Hero  honest  Nature  ends  as  she  begins. 

Old  politicians  chew  on  wisdom  past,     • 
And  totter  on  in  business  to  the  last ; 
l^^eak,  as  earnest ;  and  as  gravely  out, 
As  sober  Lanesb'row  dancing  in  the  gout. 
The  frugal  crone,  whom  praying  priests 
attend, 
Still  tries  to  saye  the  hallowed  taper^s  end. 


Collects  her  breath,  as  ebbing  life  retires, . 
For  one  puff  more,  and  in  that  pufE  expires. 
**  Odious  1  in    woollen  I  'twould    a  saint 

provoke, "  [spoke ; ) 

(Were  the  last  words  that  poor  [Narcissa 
*'  No,  let  a  charming  chintz  and  Brussels  lace 
Wrap  my  cold  limbs,  and  shade  my  lifeless 

face :  [dead ; 

One  would  not,  sure,  be  frightful  when  one^s 
And,  Betty,  give  this  cheek  a  little  red.*' 
The  courtier  smooth,  who  forty  years  bad 

shined 
An  humble  servant  to  all  human-kind, 
Just  brought  out  this,  when  scarce  his  tongue 

ooifldstir, 
*'If,  where  Tm  going,  I  could  serve  yon, 

sir  9  *'  Alexander  Pipe. 

9457.  PA88I0I8»  Qcvemhig  the. 

Thou  must  chain  thy  passions  down : 
Well  to  serve,  but  iU  to  sway. 
Like  the  fire,  they  must  obey. 
They  are  good,  in  subject  state, 
To  strengthen,  warm,  and  animate ; 
But  if  once  we  let  them  reign. 
They  sweep  wiih.  desolating  train, 
^Till  they  but  leave  a  hatea  name, 
A  ruined  soul,  and  blackened  fame. 

Bliea  Oooh, 

9459.  PA88I0V8,  Trial  of  the. 

When  Music,  heav^y  maid,  was  young, 
While  yet  in  early  Greece  she  sung. 
The  Passions  oft,  to  hear  her  shell, 
Throng^  around  her  magic  cell. 
Exulting,  trembling,  raging,  ffdnting. 
Possessed  beyond  the  Muse's  painting ; 
By  turns  they  felt  the  glowing  mind 
Disturbed,  delighted,  raised,  refined : 
Till  once,  'tis  said,  when  all  were  fired, 
Filled  with  fury,  rapt,  insnired, 
From  the  supporting  myrtles  round. 
They  snatched  her  instruments  of  sound ; 
And,  as  they  oft  had  heard  apart. 
Sweet  lessons  of  her  forceful  art, 
Each,  for  madness  ruled  the  hour. 
Would  prove  his  own  expressive  power. 

First  Fear,  his  hand,  its  skill  to  try. 
Amid  the  chords  bewildered  laid ; 

And  back  recoiled,  he  knew  not  why, 
E'en  at  the  sound  himself  had  made. 

Kext  Anger  rushed ;  his  eyes  on  fire. 
In  lightnings  owned  his  secret  stings. 

In  one  rude  clash  he  struck  the  lyre, 
And  swept  with  hurried  hand  the  strings.  . 

With  woful  measures  wan  Despair, 
Low  sullen  sounds  his  grief  beguiled ; 

A  solenm,  strange,  and  niggled  air ; 
'Twas  sad  by  fits,  by  starts  'twas  wild 

But  thou,  O  Hope  I  with  eyes  so  fair, 
What  was  thy  delighted  measure  9 
Still  it  whispered  promised  pleasure, 
And  bade  the  lovely  scenes  at  distance  hail ! 
Still  would  her  touch  the  strain  prolong ; 
And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale. 
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She  called  on  Echo  still  through  all  her  Bong : 
And  where  her  sweeteet  theme  she  chose, 
A  soft  responsive  voice  was  heard  at  every 
dose,  [golden  hair. 

And  Hope,  enchanted^  smiled,  and  waved  her 
And  longer  had  she  sung — but,  with  a  frown, 
Revenge  impatient  rose.  [down ; 

He  threw  his  blood-stained  sword  in  tiiunder 
And,  with  a  withering  look, 
The  war-denouncing  trampet  took. 
And  blew  a  blast  so  loud  and  dread, 
Were  ne^er  prophetic  sounds  so  full  of  woe ; 
And,  ever  and  anon  he  beat 
The  doubling  drum  with  furious  heat : 
And  though,  sometimes,  each  dreary  pause 
Dejected  Pity  at  his  side,  [between. 

Her  soul-subduing  voice  ^pUed, 
Yet  still  he  kept  his  wild,  unaltered  mien, 
While  each  strained  ball  of  sight  seemed 
bursting  from  his  head. 

Thy  numbers,  Jealousy,  to  naught  were  fixed ; 

Sad  proof  of  thy  distressful  state ;  [mixed, 
Of  differing  themes  the  veering  song  was 

And,  now  it  courted  Love;  now»  raving, 
called  on  Hate. 

With  eyes  upraised,  as  one  inspired, 
Pale  Melancholy  sat  retired ; 
And,  from  her  wild  sequestered  seat, 
In  notes,  by  distance  made  more  sweet. 

Poured  through  the  mellow  horn  her  pen- 
sive soul : 
And,  dashing  soft  from  rocks  around. 
Bubbling  runnels  joined  the  sound : 

Through  glades  and  glooms,  the  mingled 
measure  stole,  [lay 

Or  o^er  some  haunted  streams  with  fond  de- 
(Round  a  holy  calm  diffusing, 
Love  of  peace,  and  lonely  musing) 

In  hollow  murmurs  died  away. 

But,  01  how  altered  was  its  sprightUer 

tone,  [hue. 

When  Cheerfulness,  a  nymph  of  healthiest 

Her  bow  across  her  shoulder  flung, 
Her  buskins  gemmed  with  morning  dew. 
Blew  an  inspiring  air,  tliat  dale  and  thicket 
rung  I  [known. 

The  hunter's    call   to  Faun   and  Dryad 
The  oak-crowned  Sisters,  and  their  chaste- 
eyed  Queen, 
Satyrs  and  sylvan  boys  were  seen. 
Peeping  from  forth  their  alleys  green : 
Brown  Exercise  rejoiced  to  hear,  [spear. 

And  Sport  leaped  up,  and  seized  his  beechen 

Last  came  Joy*s  ecstatic  trial : 
He,  with  viny  crown  advancing, 
First  to  the  lively  pipe  his  hands  addressed. 
But  soon  he  saw  the  brisk  awakening  viol, 
YHiose  sweet  entrancing  voice  he  loved  the 
best  [strain, 

They  would  have  thought  who  heard  the 
They  saw  in  Temp6*s  vale,  her  native  maids. 

Amidst  the  festal-sounding  shades. 
To  some  unwearied  minstrel  dancing : 


While,  as  his  fiying[  fingers  kissed  the  strings, 

Love  framed  with  Mirth  a  gay  fantastic 

round,  [bound ;) 

(Loose  were  her  tresses  seen,  her  zone  un- 

And  he,  amidst  his  frolic  play. 
As  if  he  would  the  charminpf  air  repay. 
Shook  thousand  odors  from  his  dewy  wings. 

WiUiam  OoUins, 

9459.  FA8SIOV8,  TonthfoL 

Alas !  our  young  affections  run  to  waste, 
Or  water  but  the  desert ;  whence  arise 
But  weeds,  of  dark  luxuriance,  tares  of  haste, 
Rank  at  the  core,  though  tempting  to  the 
eyes,  [agonies, 

Flowers  whose  wild    odors  breathe  but 
And  trees  whose  gums  are  poison ;  such  the 
plants  [flies, 

Whidi  spring  beneath  her  steps  as  pasnon 
O^er  the  world^s  wilderness,  and  vainly  pants 
For  some  celestial  fruit,  forbidden  to  our 
wants.  Lord  Byron, 

M60.  PAST,  Pragnas  in  IIm. 

O  sometimes  gleains  upon  our  sight. 
Through  present  wrong,  the  Eternal  Bi^tl 
And  step  by  step,  since  time  began. 
We  see  the  steady  gain  of  man ; 

That  all  of  good  the  past  hath  had 
Remains  to  make  our  own  time  glad. 
Our  common  daily  life  divine, 
And  every  land  a  Palestine. 

We  lack  but  open  eye  and  ear 
To  find  the  Onenf  s  marvels  here — 
The  still  small  voice  in  autumn's  hush. 
Yon  maple  wood  the  burning  bush. 

For  still  the  new  transcends  the  old. 
In  signs  and  tokens  manifold : 
Slaves  rise  up  men ;  the  olive  waves 
With  roots  deep  set  in  battle  gravca. 

Through  the  harsh  noises  of  our  day 
A  low,  sweet  prelude  finds  its  way ; 
Tlirough  douos  of  doubt  and  creeds  of  fear 
A  light  is  breaking,  oalm  and  clear. 

Henceforth  my  heart  shall  sigh  no  more 
For  olden  time  and  holier  shore ; 
Ood's  love  and  blessing,  then  and  there. 
Are  now,  and  here,  and  everywhere. 

J.  G.  WhitUer. 

9461.  PAST,  Trivmpha  of  thsi 

Thou  mirelenting  Past  1  [main. 

Strong  are  the  barriers  round  thy  dark  do- 
And  fetters  sure  and  fast 
Hold  all  tiiiat  enter  thy  unbreathing  reign. 

Far  in  thy  realm  withdrawn. 
Old  empires  sit  in  snllenness  and  gloom. 
And  glorious  ages  gone 
Lie  deep  within  the  shadow  of  thy  womb, 

ChilcUioOd,  with  all  its  mirth,        [ground. 
Youth,  manhood,  age,  that  draws  us  to  the 
And  last,  man^s  life  on  earth. 
Glide  to  tby  dim  dominions,  and  arc  bound. 

Thou  hast  my  better  years, 
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Thou  hast  my  earlier  friends ;  the  good,  the 
Tifilded  to  thee  with  tears;  [kind, 

The  venerable  f  omi,  the  exalted  mind. 

My  spirit  yearns  to  bring 
The  lost  ones  back;  yearns  with  desire  intense, 
And  straggles  hard  to  wring 
Thy  bolts  apart,  andplackthy  captives  thence. 

In  vain ;  thy  gates  deny 
All  passage,  save  to  those  who  hence  depart ; 
Nor  to  the  streaming  eye  [heart 

Thou  giv*8t  them  l^ick ;  nor  to  the  broken 

In  mj  abysses  hide 
Beauty  and  excellence  unknown ;  to  thee 
Earth's  wonder  and  her  pride 
Are  gathered,  as  the  waters  to  the  sea ; 

Labors  of  good  to  man, 
Unpublished  charity,  unbroken  faith, 
Love,  that  'midst  grief  bc^n. 
And  grew  with  years  and  faltca^ed  not  in  death. 

Full  many  a  mighty  name 
Lurks  in  thy  dqpths,  unutt^red,  unrevered ; 
With  thee  are  silent  fame, 
Forgotten  arts,  and  wisdom  disappeared. 

Thine  for  a  space  are  they, 
Yet  shalt  thou  yield  thy  treasures  up  at  last ; 
Thy  gates  shall  yet  give  way. 
Thy  bolts  shall  fall,  inexorable  Past  I 

All  that  of  good  and  fair 
lias  gone  into  thy  womb  from  earliest  time 
Shall  then  come  forth  to  wear  • 
The  glory  and  the  beauty  of  its  prime. 

They  have  not  perished ;  no! 
Ejnd  words,  remembered  voices,  once  so  sweety 
Smiles,  radiant  long  ago. 
And  features,  the  great  souPs  apparent  seat. 

All  diall  come  back ;  each  tie 
Of  pure  affection  shall  be  knit  again ; 
Alone  shall  £vil  die, 
And  Sorrow  dwell  a  prisoner,  in  thy  reign. 

And  then  shall  I  behold 
Him  by  whose  kind  paternal  side  I  sprung. 
And  her,  who,  still  and  cold, 
Fills  the  next  grave ;  the  beautiful  and  young. 

William  CuUen  Bryant, 

9409.  PA8T0B,  Ezempkiy. 

A  true  good  man  there  was  of  religion. 
Pious  and  poor,  the  parson  of  a  town. 
But  rich  ho  was  in  holy  thought  and  work, 
And  thereto  a  right  learned  man ;  a  clerk 
That  Chrises  pure  ffospel  would  sincerely 
And  his  parishioners  devoutly  teach,  [preadi. 
This  noble  ensample  to  his  flock  he  gave. 
That  first  he  wrought,  and  afterward  he 

taught 
The  word  of  life  he  from  the  gospel  caught ; 
And  well  this  comment  added  be  thereto. 
If  that  gold  rusteth  what  should  iron  do  ? 
Not  of  reproach  imperious  or  malign. 
But  in  his  teaching  soothing  and  benign ; 
To  draw  them  on  to  heaven,  by  reason  fair 
And  good  example,  was  his  daily  care. 

Oeoffrey  KJhaueer. 

3M3.  VhffSOR,  Inoonaifltent 

Do  not,  as  some  ungracious  pastors  do. 
Show  me  the  st^cp  and  thorny  way  to  heaven. 
Whilst,  like  a  pufTd  and  reckless  libertine. 


Himself  the  primrose  path  of  dalliance  treads. 
And  recks  not  his  own  road.    Shaheapeare. 

M64«  PATrarOE,  Angel  of: 

To  cheer,  to  help  us,  children  of  the  dust. 
More  than  one  angel  has  Our  Father  given ; 

But  one  alone  is  faithful  to  her  trust. 
The  best,  the  brightest  exile  out  of  heaven. 

Her  ways  are  not  the  ways  of  pleasantness ; 

Her  paths  are  not  the  lightsome  paths  of  joy ; 
She  walks  with  wrongs  that  cannot  find  re- 
dress, [destroy. 

And  dwells  in  mansions  Time  and  Death 

She  waits  until  her  stem  precursor.  Care, 
Has  lodged  on  foreheads,  open  as  the  mom, 

Toplough  lus  deep,  besieging  trenches  there — 
The  signs  of  straggles  wMch  the  heart  has 
borne. 

But  when  the  first  doud  darkens  in  our  sky. 
And  face  to  face  with  Life  we  stand  alone. 

Silent  and  swift,  behold  I  she  drawcth  nigh, 
And  mutely  niakes  our  sufferings  her  own. 

Unto  rebellious  souls,  that,  mad  with  Fate, 
To  question  God's  eternal  justice  dare, 

J3he  points  above  with  looks  that  whisper, 
"Wait— 
What  seems  confusion  here  is  wisdom  there.  *' 

Daughter  of  Gk)d  1  who  walkest  with  us  here. 

Who  mak'st  our  every  tribulation  thine. 
Such  light  hast  thou  in  Earth's  dim  atmos- 
phere. 
How  must  thy  seat  in  heaven  exalted  shine  I 

Bayard  Taylor. 

MM.  PATIEICQ3,  Ezsmple  of.  * 

O  ye,  whose  hearts  in  secret  bleed 

O'er  transient  hope,  like  morning  dew, 
O'er  friendship  faithless  in  your  need, 

Or  love  to  lul  its  vows  untrue, 
Who  shrink  from  persecution's  rod, 

.  Or  slander's  fang,  or  treachery's  tone. 
Look  meekly  to  the  Son  of  Qod, 

And  in  His  gpiejb  forget  your  own. 
Forsaken  are  ye  ? — so  was  He ; 

Reviled  ? — ^yet  check  the  'vengeful  word ; 
Rejected  ? — should  the  servant  be 

Exalted  o'er  his  suffering  Lord? 
Nor  deem  that  Heaven's  omniscient  eye 

Is  e'er  regardless  of  your  lot  : 
Deluded  man  from  Qod  may  fly. 

But  when  was  man  by  God  forgot  ? 

Mr».  L.  H.  Bigoumey, 

3466,  PATIEKOE,  Xnflnenoe  ot 

To  weary  hearts,  to  mourning  homes, 
God's  meekest  Angel  gently  comes : 
No  power  has  he  to  banish  pain, 
Or  give  us  back  our  lost  again ; 
And  yet  in  tenderost  love  our  dear 
And  heavenly  Father  sends  him  here. 
There's  quiet  in  that  Angel's  glance  I 
There's  rest  in  his  still  countenance  t 
He  mocks  no  grief  "with  idle  cheer. 
Nor  wounds  witii  words  the  moumer*s 
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Bat  ills  and  woes  he  may  not  core 
He  kindly  trains  us  to  endure. 
Angel  of  Patience  I  sent  to  calm 
Our  feverish  brows  with  cooling  palm ; 
To  lay  the  storms  of  hope  and  fear, 
And  reconcile  lifers  smile  and  tear ; 
The  throbs  of  wounded  pride  to  still. 
And  make  our  own  our  Father^s  will  I 
O  thou  who  momnest  on  thy  way, 
With  longings  for  the  close  of  day ; 
He  walks  with  thee,  that  Angel  kind, 
And  gently  whispers,  '*  Be  resigned : 
Bear  up,  bear  on,  the  end  shall  tell 
The  dear  Lord  ordereth  all  things  well  I  " 

John  Qreenleaf  WhiUisr. 

3467.  PATIEHOE,  Leisoni  oil 

Be  patient  1  oh,  be  patient!  Put  your  ear 
against  the  earth ;        [seed  has  birth ; 

Listen  there  how  noiselessly  the  germ  o*  the 

How  noiselessly  and  gently  it  upheayes  its 
little  way. 

Till  it  parts  the  scarcely  broken  ground,  and 
tiie  blade  stands  up  in  day. 

Be  patient!   oh,  be  patient!   the  germs  of 

mighty  thought 
Must  have  their  silent  undergrowth,  must 

underground  be  wrought ; 
But  as  sure  as  there^s  a  power  that  makes  the 

grass  appear. 
Our  land  shall  be  green  with  liberty,  the 

blade-time  shall  be  here. 

Be  patient!  oh,  be  patient!  go  and  watch 

the  wheat  ears  grow — 
So   imperceptibly  that   ye   can   mark   nor 

change  nor  throe —  [fully  grown. 
Day  after  day,  day  after  day,  till  the  ear  is 
And  then  again  day  after  day,  till  the  ripened 

field  is  brown. 

Be  patient  I  oh,  be  patient !  though  yet  our 
hopes  are  green,      [with  sunny  sheen. 

The  harv^  fields  of  freedom  shall  be  crowned 

Be  ripening!  be  ripening!  mature  your 
silent  way. 

Till  the  whole  broad  land  is  tongued  with 
fire  on  freedom^s  harvest  day ! . 

9468.  FATIBHOE,  Sooomi  of. 

Haste  not :  the  flying  courser^  over-heated, 
dies. 

While  step  by  step  the  patient  camel  goal- 
warn  plies.  Oriental. 

9460.  PATBI0TI81I,  Female. 

"Up  from  the  meadows  rich  with  com, 
Clear  in  the  cool  September  mom, 
The  clustered  spires  of  Frederick  stand 
Green- walled  by  the  hills  of  Maryland. 
Bound  about  them  orchards  sweep, 
Apple  and  peach  tree  f  mited  deep, 
Fair  as  a  garden  of  the  Lord 
To  the  eyes  of  the  famished  rebel  horde ; 
On  that  pleasant  mom  of  the  early  fall 
When  Lee  marched  over  the  mountain  wall — 
Over  the  mountains,  winding  down. 
Horse  and  foot  into  Frederi^  town. 


Forty  flags  with  their  silver  stars, 
Forty  fla^  with  their  crimson  bars. 
Flapped  m  the  morning  wind;  the  sun 
Of  noon  looked  down,  and  saw  not  one. 
Up  rose  old  Barbara  Fiietchie  then. 
Bowed  with  her  fourscore  years  and  ten ; 
Bravest  of  all  in  Frederick  town. 
She  took  up  the  flag  the  men  hauled  down; 
In  her  attic-window  the  staff  she  set, 
To  ^ow  that  one  heart  was  loyal  yet 
Up  the  street  came  the  rebel  tread, 
Stonewall  Jackson  riding  ahead. 
Under  his  slouched  hat  left  and  tight 
He  glanced :  the  old  flag  met  his  sight 
''Halt !  " — the  dust-brown  ranks  stood  fiist; 
"  Fire !  "—out  blazed  the  rifle-blast 
It  shivered  the  window,  pane  and  sash ; 
It  rent  the  banner  with  seam  and  gash. 
Quick,  as  it  fell,  from  the  broken  staff 
Dame  Barbara  snatched  the  silken  scarf ; 
She  leaned  far  out  on  the  window-sill, 
And  shook  it  forth  with  a  royal  will. 
''  Shoot,  if  you  must,  this  old  gray  head. 
But  spare  your  country ^s  flag,"  she  said. 
A  shade  of  sadness,  a  blush  of  shame, 
Over  the  face  of  the  leader  came ; 
The  nobler  nature  within  him  stirred 
To  life  at  that  woman^s  deed  and  word: 
"  Who  touches  a  hair  of  yon  gray  bead 
Dies  like  a  dog\    March  on  I  "  he  said. 
All- day  long  through  Frederick  street 
Sounded  the  tread  of  marohing  feet ; 
All  day  long  that  free  flag  tost 
Over  the  heads  of  the  rebel  host 
Ever  its  torn  folds  rose  and  fell 
On  the  loyal  winds  that  loved  it  well ; 
And  through  the  hill-gaps  sunset  light 
Shone  over  it  with  a  warm  good-night 
Barbara  Frietchie^s  work  is  o^er. 
And  the  rebel  rides  on  his  raids  no  more. 
Honor  to  her  I  and  let  a  tear 
Fall,  for  her  sake,  on  StonewalVs  bier. 
Over  Barbara  Frietchie^s  grave, 
Flag  of  freedom  and  union,  wave  I 
Peace  and  order  and  beauty  draw 
Round  thy  symbol  of  light  and  law ; 
And  ever  the  stars  above  look  down 
On  thy  stars  below  in  Frederick  town  1 

John  Oremleqf  WhUtier. 

9470.  FATBIOIISM,  Iimate. 

But  where  to  find  the  'happiest  spot  below, 
Who  can  direct,  when  all  pretend  to  know  f 
The  shuddMng  tenant  of  the  frigid  zone 
Boldly  proclaims  the  happiest  spot  his  own ; 
Extols  the  treasures  of  his  sd>rmy  seas, 
And  his  long  nights  of  revelry  and  ease : 
The  naked  negro,  panting  at  the  line. 
Boasts  of  his  golden  sands  and  palmy  wine, 
Basks  in  the  glare,  or  stems  the  tepid  wave, 
And  thanks  ms  gods  for  all  the  good  they 

gave. 
Such  is  the  patriots  boast,  wherever  we  roam. 
His  first,  b»t  country,  ever  is  at  home. 
And  yet,  perhaps,  if  countries  wc  compare. 
And  estimate  the  blessings  which  thay  share 
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ngli  patriotB  flatter,  Btfll  shall  wisdom  find 
equal  portion  dealt  to  all  mankind ; 
SU^erent  good,  by  art  or  nature  given, 
different  nations  makes  their  blessing  eren. 

Olioer  €Md$mith. 

I4Y1.   F  ATBIOnSX;  Isok  of: 

ireatlies  tbere  the  man  with  soul  so  dead 
?Vlio  never  to  himself  hath  said, 

Tliis  is  my  own,  my  native  land  I 
V?lio8e  lieart  hath  ne*er  within  him  bnmed, 
As  liome  bis  footsteps  he  hath  tamed 

Prom  -wandering  on  a  foreign  strand  I 
Lf  sach  tbere  breathe,  go^  mark  him  well ; 
For  bim  no  minstrel  raptures  swell ; 
Higb  though  his  titles,  proud  his  name, 
Boandleasnis  wealth  as  wish  can  claims 
I>espite  those  titles,  power,  and  pelf, 
The  wretch,  concentred  all  in  self, 
liiving,  shall  forfeit  fair  renown. 
And,  doubly  dying,  shall  go  down 
To  the  yile  dust  from  whence  he  sprung. 
Unwept,  unhonoied,  and  unsung. 

Sir  Walter  Seott. 

9479,  PATSIOnBH,  Sbiiaai  ot 

How  nleep  the  brave,  who  sink  to  rest 
By  all  their  country's  wishes  blessed  I 
When  Spring,  with  dewy  fingers  cold, 
Betums  to  deck  their  hallowed  mould, 
She  there  shall  dress  a  sweeter  sod 
Than  Fancy's  feet  have  ever  trod. 
By  fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung; 
By  forms  unseen  their  dirge  is  sung ; 
There  Honor  oomee,  a  pilgrim  gray. 
To  bless  the  turf  that  wraps  their  day ; 
And  Freedom  shall  awhile^pair. 
To  dwell  a  weeping  hermit  there  1 

WiUiam  OoUiru. 

9473.  PATSIOTIStf,  TlnlTQmL 

There  is  a  land,  of  every  land  the  pride. 
Beloved  by  Heaven  o'er  all  the  world  beside. 
Where  brighter  suns  dispense  serener  light. 
And  milder  moons  imparadise  the  night ; 
A  land  of  beauty,  virtue,  valor,  trut^ 
'Hme-tutored  age,  and  love-exalted  youth : 
The  wandering  mariner,  whose  eye  explores 
The  wealthiest  isles,  the  most  enchanting 

shores. 
Views  not  a  realm  so  bountiful  and  fair, 
Nor  breathes  the  spirit  of  a  purer  air. 
In  every  dime,  the  magnet  of  his  soul, 
Toacbed  by  remembrance,  trembles  to  that 

pole; 
For  in  this  land  of  Heaven's  peculiar  race, 
The  heritage  of  nature's  noblest  grace,' 
There  is  a  spot  of  earth  supremely  blest, 
A  dearer,  sweeter  spot  than  all  the  rest. 
Where  ouui,  creation's  tyrant,  casts  aside 
Hisswoid  and  sceptre,  pageantry  and  pride. 
While  in  his  softened  looks  benignly  blend 
The  sire,  the  son,  the  husband,  broUier,  friend. 
Here  woman  reigns ;  the  mother,  daughter, 
wife,  [life : 

Strew  with  fresh  flowers  the  narrow  way  of 
In  the  clear  heaven  of  her  delightful  eye, 
An  angel-guard  of  love  and  graces  lie ; 


Around  her  knees  domestic  duties  meet. 
And  fireside  pleasures  gambol  at  her  feet 
"  Where  shaU.  that  land,  that  spot  of  earth  be 

found  ? " 
Art  thou  a  man  ? — e  patriot  f — ^look  around ; 
O,  thoushalt  find,  howe'cr  thy  footsteps  roam. 
That  land  thy  country,  and  that  spot  thy  homel 
Man,  through  all  ases  of  revolving  time. 
Unchanging  man,  m  every  varying  dime, 
Deems  ms  own  land  of  every  bmd  the  pride, 
Beloved  by  Heaven  o'er  all  the  world  beside ; 
His  home  the  spot  of  earth  supremely  blest, 
A  dearer,  sweeter  spot  than  all  the  rest 

JamM  Montgomery, 

9474.  PITTJSSV,  Hegleotbig  ths. 

A  weaver  sat  one  day  at  his  loom. 

Among  the  colors  bright,   . 
With  the  pattern  for  his  copying 

Hung  f£ir  and  plain  in  sight 

But  the  weaver's  thoughts  were  wandering 

Away  on  a  distant  track. 
As  he  threw  the  shuttle  in  his  hand 

Wearily  forward  and  back. 

And  he  turned  his  dim  eyes  to  the  ground, 

And  tears  fell  on  the  woof. 
For  his  thoughts, '  alas  I   were  not  with  his 

Nor  ibe  mte  beneath  its  roof ;  piome. 

When  her  voice  recalled  him  suddenly 

To  himself,  as  she  sadly  said : 
"  Ah,  woe  is  me !  for  your  work  is  spoiled. 

And  what  will  we  do  for  bread  f " 

And  then  the  weaver  looked,  and  saw 
His  work  must  be  undone ;  [dimmed. 

For  the  threads  were  wrong,  and  the  colovs 
Where  the  bitter  tears  had  run. 

*'  Alack,  alack  1 "  said  the  weaver, 

**  And  this  had  all  been  right 
If  I  had  not  looked  at  my  work,  but  kept 

The  pattern  in  my  sight  I  " 

Ah !  sad  it  was  for  the  weaver. 

And  sad  for  his  luckless  wife ; 
And  sad  it  will  be  for  us  if  we  say, 

At  the  end  of  our  task  of  life, 

"  The  colors  that  we  had  to  weave 

Were  bright  in  our  early  years ; 
But  we  wove  the  tissue  wrong,  and  stained 

The  woof  with  bitter  tears. 

*'*  We  wove  a  web  of  doubt  and  fear — 
Not  faith,  and  hope,  and  love — 

Because  we  looked  at  our  work,  and  not 
At  our  Pattern  up  above  I  " 

Phaibe  Carey. 

S476«  7AUPEB,  Death  of  a. 

Tread  softly — ^bow  the  head — 

In  reverent  silence  bow — 
No  passing  bell  doth  toH, 
Yet  an  immortal  soul 

Is  passing  now. 
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Stranger !  howerer  great, 
With  lowly  reverence  bow ; 

There's  onn  in  that  poor  shed — 

One  by  that  paltry  bed — 
Greater  than  thoa 

Beneath  that  begsar's  roof, 
Lo  I  Death  do£  keep  hia  state. 

Enter,  no  crowds  attend ; 

Enter,  no  guards  defend 
Thu  palace  gate. 

That  pavement,  damp  and  cold. 

No  smiling  courtiers  tread ; 
One  silent  woman  stands, 
Lifting  with  meagre  hands 
A  dying  head. 

No  mingling  voices  sound — 

An  infant  wail  alone ; 
A  sob  suppressed — again 
That  short  deep  gasp,  and  then — 

The  parting  groan. 

O  diange !  O  wondrous  change  I 
Burst  are  the  prison  bad»— 

This  moment  there  so  low, 

So  agonized,  and  now 
Beyond  the  stars. 

O  change  I  stupendous  chanse  t 
There  lies  the  soulless  doa ; 
The  sun  eternal  breaks. 
The  new  immortal  wakes — 
Wakes  with  his  God. 

CarcUne  BowUi. 

t476.  PAUPEB,  FusAna  of  a. 

There's  a  grim  one-horse  hearse  in  a  Jolly 

round  trot — 
To  the  churchyard  a  pauper  is  going,  I  wot ; 
The  road  it  is  rough,  and  the  hearse  has  no 
springs ;  [sings : 

And  hark  to  the  dirge  which  the  mad  driver 
Battle  his  bones  over  the  stones  I 
His  only  a  pauper  wham  nobody  oums  ! 

O,  where  are  the  moumem  t    Alas  I  there  are 

none ;  [g^ne— 

He  has  left  not  a  gap  in  the  world,  now  he's 

Not  a  tear  in  the  eye  of  child,  woman,  or 

man ;  [can : 

To  the  grave  with  his  carcass  as  fast  as  you 

Battle  his  bones  over  the  stones  ! 

His  only  a  pauper  whom  nobody  owns  I 

What  a  Jolting,  and  creaking,  and  splashing, 

and  din  t  [they  spin  I 

The  whip,  how  it  cracks  I  and  the  wheels,  how 

How  the  dirt,  right  and  left,  o'er  the  hedges 

is  hurled  I  [world  I 

The  pauper  at  length  makes  a  noise  in  the 

Battle  his  bones  over  the  stones  / 

BIfs  only  a  pauper  whom  nobody  owns! 

Poor  pauper  defunct  1  he  has  made  some  ap- 
proach [coach  I 
To  gentility,  now  that  he's  stretched  in  a 


He's  taking  a  drive  in  his  carriage  at  last ; 
But  it  willmot  be  long,  if  he  goes  on  so  fast: 

BatHe  his  bones  over  the  stories  ! 

Bi^s  only  a  pauper  whom  nobody  owns  ! 

Tou  bumpkins  1  who  stare  at  your  brother 

conveyed, 
Behold  what  respect  to  a  cloddy  is  paid  1 
And  be  Joyful  to  think,  when  by  death  you're 
laid  low,  [to  go ! 

You've  a  chance  to  the  grave  like  a  geomian 
Battle  Ikis  bones  over  uie  stones  f 
Bfs  only  a  pauper  whom  nobody  owns/ 

But  a  truce  to  this  strain ;  for  my  soul  it  is 

sad. 
To  think  that  a  heart  in  humanity  dad 
Should  make,  like  the  brutes,  sudi  a  desolate 
end,  [friend! 

And  depart  from  the  light  without  leaving  a 
Bear  s^  his  bones  over  the  stones  / 
TTuntyn  a  pauper ,  Jie^s  one  whom  his  Maker 
yet  owns  f  Thomcu  NoeL 

9477.  FEAOE,  Qhrist'i. 

Fierce  was  the  wild  billow. 

Bark  was  the  night. 
Oars  labored  heavily, . 

Foam  fflittered  white, 
Trembled  the  mariners, 

Peril  was  high ; 
Then  said  the  God  of  God — 

"Peace I  ItisL" 

Ridge  of  the  mountain  waye, 

Lower  thy  crest  t 
Wail  of  Buroclydon, 

Be  thou  at  r^  I 
Sorrow  can  never  be, 

Darkness  must  fly, 
Where  saith  the  Light  of  Light, 

••Peace!    ItisL" 

Jbsu,  Deliverer, 

Come  Thou  to  me : 
^othe  Thou  my  voyaging 

Over  life's  sea : 
Thou,  when  the  storm  of  death 

Roars,  sweeping  by. 
Whisper,  Thou  Truth  of  Truth— 

••Peace I  ItisL*' 

AnatoliuSf  tr.byJ.M,  IfeaXe, 

M78.  PEAOEi  OoBdog. 

Drums  and  battle  cries 
Go  out  in  music  of  the  morning  star ; 
And  soon  we  shall  have  thinkers  in  the  place 
Of  fighters ;  each  found  able  as  a  man 
To  strike  electric  influence  through  a  race, 
Unstayed  by  dty-wall  and  barbican. 

Elisabeth  Barrett  Browniny. 

9479.  PEAOE,  BiTiae. 

Peace  upon  peace,  like  wave  on  wave, 

This  is  tiie  portion  that  I  crave ; 

Tlie  peace  of  God  which  passeth  thought, 
Tlie  peace  of  Clirist  which  changelh  not 
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Peace  like  the  riyer*8  gentle  flow, 
Peace  like  the  mornmg^s  silent  glow, 
From  day  to  day,  in  love  supplied. 
An  endless  and  unebbing  tiae. 

Peace  flowing  on,  without  decrease, 
From  Him  who  is  our  joy  and  peace, 
Who,  by  His  reconciling  blood. 
Hath  made  the  sinnar^s  peace  with  Qod. 

Peace  through  the  night  and  through  the  day, 
Peace  through  all  windings  of  our  way, 
In  pain,  and  toil,  and  weariness, 
A  cieep  and  everlasting  peace. 

0  King  of  peace,  this  peace  bestow 
Upon  a  stranger  here  below ; 

0  God  of  peace.  Thy  peace  impart 
To  eyeiy  troubled,  trembling  heart 

Peace  from  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
Peace  from  the  Spirit,  all  His  own ; 
Peace  that  shall  nevermore  be  lost. 
Of  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost 

ff(Mratius  Bcnuvr. 

9480.  FEAOE,  Lof«  and. 

There  is  a  story  told         [cold. 
In  Eastern  tents,  when  autumn  nights  grow 
And  round  the  fire  the  Mongol  shepherds  sit 
With  grave  responsds  listenmg  unto  it : 
Once,  on  the  errands  of  his  mercy  bent, 
Buddha,  the  holy  and  benevolent, 
Met  a  fell  monster,  huoe  and  fierce  of  look. 
Whose  awful  voice  the  nills  and  forests  shook. 
•«0  son  of  peace  I  *' the  giant  cried,  **thy 

fate  Plate." 

Is  sealed  at  last,  and  love  shall  yield  to 
The  unarmed  Buddha  looking,  with  no  trace 
Of  fear  or  anger,  in  the  monster^s  face, 
With  pity  said:  ''Poor  fiend,  even  thee  I 

love." 
Lo  t  as  he  spake,  the  sky-tall  terror  sank 
To  hand  breadth  size;   the  huge  abhorrence 

shrank 
Into  the  form  and  fashion  of  a  dove ; 
And  where  the  thunder  of  its  rage  was  heard. 
Brooding  above  him  sweetly  sang  the  bird : 
'*  Hate  hath  no  harm  for  love,"  so  ran  the 

song, 
''And  peace   unweaponed   conquers   every 

wrong  1 "  John  G.  Whittier, 

94§1.  FBAOB,  Beekiiig. 

Sweet  Peace,  where  dost  thou  dwell  ?  I  hum- 
Let  me  once  know.  [bly  crave, 
I  sought  thee  in  a  secret  cave. 
And  asked  if  Peace  were  there. 
A  hollow  wind  did  seem  to  answer,  ''  No : 
Go  seek  elsewhere." 

1  did,  and,  going,  did  a  rainbow  note : 

'•Surely,"  thought  I, 
"  This  is  the  lace  of  Peace^s  coat ; 

1  will  search  out  the  matter :  " 

But,  while  I  looked,  the  clouds  immediately 
Did  break  and  scatter. 
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Then  went  I  to  a  garden,  and  did  spy 
A  gallant  flower — 
The  crown  imperiaL     **  Sure,"  said  I, 
"Peace  at  the  root  must  dwell ;  " 
But,  when  I  digged,  I  saw  a  worm  devour 
What  showed  so  wcU. 

At  length  I  met  a  reverend  good  old  man, 
Whom  when  for  Peace 
I  did  demand,  ho  thus  bepan : 
"There  was  a  Prince  of  old 
At  Salem  dwelt,  who  lived  with  good  increase 
Of  flock  and  fold. 

' '  He  sweetly  lived :  yet  sweetness  did  not  save 
His  Hf e  from  foes ; 
But,  after  death,  out  of  Hia  grave 
liiere  sprang  twelve  stalks  of  wheat ; 
Which  many,   wondering  at,   got  some  of 
To  plant  and  set  [those 

"  It  prospered  strangely,  and  did  soon  dis- 
Tluough  nil  the  earth ;  [perse 

For  they  that  taste  it  do  rehearse 
That  virtues  lie  therein — 
A  secret  virtue,  brinj^ing  peace  and  mirth 
By  flight  of  sm. 

"Take  of  this  grain,  whidi  in  my  garden 
And  grows  for  you ;  [grows. 

Make  brei^  of  it,  and  then  repose ; 
And  Peace,  which  everywhere 
With  so  much  earnestness  you  do  pursue. 
Is  only  there."  George  Serhert. 

€k>,  let  me  weep — ^there's  bliss  in  tears. 
When  he  who  sheds  them  inly  feels 
%  Some  lingering  stain  of  earthly  yean 
EfEaced  by  every  drop  that  steala. 
The  fruitless  showers  of  worldly  woe 
Fall  dark  to  earth  and  never  rise ; 
While  tears  that  from  repentance  flow 
In  bright  exhalement  reach  the  skies. 
Gk>,  let  me  weep. 

Leave  me  to  sigh  o^er  hours  that  flew 

More  idly  than  the  summer^s  wind. 
And  while  they  pass'd,  a  fragrance  threw, 

But  left  no  trace  of  sweets  behind. 
The  warmest  sigh  that  pleasure  heaves 

Is  cold,  is  f amt  to  those  tha1>  swell 
The  heart,  where  pure  repentance  grieves 

O^er  hours  of  pleasure,  loved  too  welL 
Leave  me  to  sigh. 

Thanuu  Moore, 

9488.  FEJiTiiliT,  Pmjer  of  the. 

Softly  the  penitent 

Offers  his  prajrer ; 
Now  doth  his  yielding  soul 

Heavenward  repair. 
Saying,  "  From  all  my  heart 

Sin  I  dethrone ; 
Saviour-Lord  I  Saviour-Lord  I 

Be  Thou  mine  own  I  " 

Hark  t  ^tis  the  Saviour-Lord  t 
Calls  from  above ; 


658 


I>ERFTDOTION'. 


PERSEVKRANCTB. 


Gently  He  speaketh  wotcIb 

Flowing  with  love, 
^yingi  "For  thee  have  I 

Died  to  atone ; 
Penitent!  Penitent!  ' 

Thou  art  My  own." 

Henceforth,  the  penitent 

Liyeth  to  God ; 
Walks  he  with  gladsome  feet 

Where  Jesus  trod. 
Baying,  '*  From  all  my  heart 

Sin  I  dethrone ; 
SftTiom'-Lordl  Savionr-Lordl 

Thou  art  mine  own  I  " 

M84.  FBEFEOnOV,  Degree  ofi 

Press  to  the  mark  (the  Spirit  cries, 

And  cannot  cry  to  saints  in  vain) ; 
Ambitious  of  your  calling^s  prize, 
The  height  of  holiness  attain. 
^   Let  down  from  hearen  the  ladder  see, 
And  mount,  till  all  the  steps  are  past 
Perfection  is  the  last  degree, 
Perfection  is  attained  the  last 

CharlM  Wedey. 

M85.  rESPEOnOV,  VitonL 

To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily, 
To  throw  a  pcrrome  on  the  Tiolet, 
To  smooth  me  ice,  or  add  another  hne 
Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper-light   [nish. 
To  seek  the  beauteous  eye  of  Heayen  to  gar- 
Is  wasteful,  and  ridiculous  excess. 

BhaheBpeare* 

d4M.  TERFEOnOV,  Way  oft 

Oh,  how  the  thought  of  God  attraots 

And  dntWB  the  heart  from  earth, 
And  sickens  it  of  passing  shows 

And  dissipating  mirth ! 
God  only  is  the  creature^s  home. 

Though  long  and  rough  the  road; 
Yet  nouing  less  can  satisfy 

The  lore  that  longs  for  God. 

Oh  1  utter  but  the  name  of  Gk)d 

Down  in  your  heart  of  hearts. 
And  see  how  from  the  world  at  once 

All  tempting  light  departs.' 
A  trusting  heart,  a  yearning  eye. 

Can  win  their  way  above ; 
If  mountains  can  be  moved  by  faith, 

Is  there  less  power  in  love  f 

How  little  of  that  road,  my  soul, 

How  little  hast  thou  gone ! 
Take  heart,  and  let  the  thought  of  €k>d 

Allure  thee  farther  on. 
The  freedom  from  all  wilful  sin. 

The  Christian's  daily  task — 
Oh !  thete  are  graces  far  below 

What  longing  love  would  ask. 

Dole  not  thy  duties  out  to  God ; 

But  let  thy  hand  be  free : 
Look  long  at  Jesus :  His  sweet  blood — 

How  was  it  dealt  to  thee  ? 


The  perfect  way  is  hard  to  flesh : 

It  is  not  hard  to  love. 
If  thou  wert  sick  for  want  of  Gk)d, 

How  swiftly  wouldflt  thou  move  t 

Oh !  keep  thy  conscience  sensitive; 

No  inward  token  miss ; 
And  go  where  grace  entices  thee : 

Perfection  lies  in  this. 
Be  docile  to  thine  unseen  Guide ; 

Love  Him  as  He  loves  thee : 
Faith  and  obedience  are  enough. 

And  thou  a  saint  shalt  be. 

F.  W.  Father. 

948r.  PBB8EVERAE0E,  OaU  to. 

Come,  labor  on: 
Who  dares  stand  idle  on  the  harvest  plain. 
While  all  around  him  waves  the  golden  graiii. 
And  every  servant  hears  the  Ma^er  say, 

"Go,  work  to-day*'? 

Come,  labor  on : 
The  laborers  are  few,  the  field  is  wide, 
New  stations  must  be  filled,  and  blanks  sup- 
plied ; 
From  voices  distant  far,  or  near  at  home, 

ThecaUis  **Come." 

Come,  labor  on: 
The  enemy  is  watching,  night  and  day, 
To  sow  the  tares,  to  snatch  the  seed  away : 
While  we  in  sleep  our  duty  have  forgot, 

He  slumbered  not 

Come,  labor  on : 
No  time  for  rest,  till  glows  the  western  sky. 
While  the  long  shadows  o'er  our  pathway  lie^ 
And  a  glad  sound  comes  with  the  setting  sun, 

"  Servants,  well  done  I '' 

Come,  labor  on: 
The  toil  is  pleasant,  the  reward  is  sore; 
Bkssdd  are  those  who  to  the  end  endure ; 
How  full  their  joy,  how  deep  their  rest  shall 

O  Lord,  with  Thee !  [be, 

9488.  FEESEVElUEaE,  GbriitisiL 

Toil  on,  faint  not,  keep  watch  and  pray; 

Be  wise  the  erring  soul  to  win ; 
Go  forth  into  the  worid's  highway. 

Compel  the  wanderer  to  come  in. 
Toil  on,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice; 

For  toil  comes  rest,  for  exile  home ; 
Soon  shalt  thou  hear  the  Bridegroom's  vdce, 

The  midnight  peal,  Behold  I  come ! 

Ebratitis  Bonar. 

9489.  FEBBEVEEAIOEv  Bawsxd  nL 

He  who  files, 
In  war  or  peace,  who  his  gp^t  purpose  yields, 
He  is  the  only  villain  of  this  world : 
But  he  who  labors  firm  and  gains  his  point, 
Be  what  it  will,  winch  crowns  him  with  success, 
He  is  the  son  of  fortune  and  of  fame ; 
By  those  admir'd,  those  specious  villains  most, 
That  else  had  bellowed  out  reproach  against 
him.  Jame$  Thommm, 


Hast  thon  attempted  greatneflsf    Then  go  on; 
Back-tcinung  slackeiis  leBolution. 

Bobert  HarrUik. 


Peneredbice  is  a  virtue         [< 
thai  wins  each  god-like  act,  and  plucks  rac- 
E^en  from  the  spear-proof  crest  of  rngged 
danger.  WUliam  JIatar£ 

9490.  PEILAHTHBOFT,  Pow«r  oL 

She  stood  outside  the  gate  of  heaven  and  saw 

'  them  entering  in,    [in  blood  from  sin. 

A  world-long  train  of  shining  ones,  all  washed 

The  hero-martyr  in  that  blaze  uplifted  his 

strcmg  eye,  [nativity  I 

And  trod  firm  the  reconquered  soil  of  his 
And  he  who  had  despised  his  life,  and  laid 

it  down  in  pain,  [up  again. 

Now  triumphed  in  its  worthiness,  ana  took  it 
The  holy  one,  who  had  met  Qod  in  desert 

cave  alone,  [Father*s  throne. 

Feared  not  to  stand  with  brethren  around  the 
They  who  had  done,  in  darkest  niffht,  the 

deeds  of  light  and  flame,  {hslo  came. 
Circled  with  them  about  as  with  a  glowing 
And  humble  souls,  who  held  themselves  too 

dear  for  earth  to  buy,  [eternally. 

Now  passdd  through  the  golden  gate,  to  live 
And  when  into  the  gloiy  the  last  of  all  did  go, 
<*  Thank  God  1  there  is  a  heaven,'^  she  cried, 

*  *  though  mine  is  endless  woe. " 
Hie  angel  of  the  golden  gate  said :  *'  Where, 

then,  dost  thou  dwell  ? 
And  who  art  thou  that  enterest  not  ?  *'    "A 

soul  escaped  from  hell.^* 
"  Who  knows  to  bless  with  prayer  like  thine, 

in  hell  can  never  be ; 
God^s  angel  could  not,  if  he  would,  bar  up 

this  door  from  thee.''  [entered  there, 
She  left  her  sin  outside  the  gate,  she  meekly 
Breathed  free  the  blessed  air  of  heaven,  ana 

knew  her  native  air. 

9491.  FHILAHTHBOFTi  Bewwd  o£ 

Abou  Ben  Adhem  (may  his  tribe  increase  I) 
Awoke  one  ni^ht  from  a  deep  dream  of  peace, 
And  saw  withm  the  moonlieht  in  liis  room. 
Making  it  rich  and  like  a  lily  in  bloom, 
An  angel  writing  in  a  book  of  gold :      * 
iSxceecung  peace  had  made  Ben  Adhem  bold, 
And  to  the  presence  in  the  room  he  said, 
' '  What  writest  thou  t "    The  vision  raised  its 

head. 
And,  with  a  look  made  of  all  sweet  accord, 
Answered,  ''The  names  of  those  who  love 

the  Lord."  [not  so," 

"Ai^d  is  mine  one?'*  said  Abou.     '*Nay, 
Bqplied  the  an^eL    Abou  spoke  more  low. 
But  cheerily  still ;  and  said,  "I  pray  thee, 

then, 
Write  me  as  one  that  loves  his  fellow-men." 

The  an^l  wrote,  and  vanished.    The  next 

mght 
It  came  again,  with  a  great  wakening  light. 
And  showed  the  names  whom  love  of  God 

had  blessed, 
Andy  lo !  Ben  Adhem's  name  led  all  the  rest  I 

Lsigh  HunL 
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MM.  FHIUITHBOPT,  Worki  oil 

From  realm  to  realm,  with  cross  or  crescent 

crowned. 

Where'er  mankind  and  misery  are  found. 
O'er  burning  sands,  deep  waves,  or  wilds  of 
snow,  [woe. 

Mild  Howard  journeying  seeks  the  house  of 
Down  many  a  winding  step  to  dungeons 

Where  anguish  wails  aloud  and  fetters  clank. 
To  caves  bestrewed  with  many  a  mouldering 

bone. 
And  cells  whose  echoes  only  learn  to  groan. 
Where  no  kind  bars  a  whispering  friend  dis- 
close, 
No  sunbeam  enters,  and  no  zephyr  blows ; 
He  treads,  inemulous  of  fame  or  wealth. 
Profuse  of  toil  and  prodigid  of  health ; 
Leads  stem-eyed  Justice  to  the  dark  domains. 
If  not  to  sever,  to  relax  the  chains ; 
Gives  to  her  babes  the  self-devoted  wife. 
To  her  fond  husband  liberty  and  life — 
Onward  he  moves  t  disease  and  death  retire ; 
And  murmuring  demons  hate  him  and  admire. 

E.  Darwin. 

M93.  PHILOfiOFHT,  Baffled. 

Survey  the  magnet's  sympathetic  love, 
That  woos  the  yielding  needle ;  contemplate 
The  attractive  amber's  power,  invisible 
Even  to  the  mental  eye ;  or  when  the  blow 
Sent  from  the  electric  sphere  assaults  thy 

frame. 
Show  me  the  hand  that  dealt  it  I    Bat&od  here 
By  His  Omnipotence,  Philosophy 
Slowly  her  thoughts  inadequate  revolves. 
And  stands  witn  all  His  cirding  wo'nders 

round  her, 
Like  heavy  Saturn,  in  th'  ethereal  space, 
Begirt  witii  an  inexplicable  ring. 

Christopher  Smart, 

MM,  FHIL080FS7,  lottliiotiTe. 

Behold 
Wbere  yon  j^ucid,  oopulous  hive  presents 
A  yet  uncopied  model  to  the  world  I 
There  Machiavel,  in  the  reflectins  glass. 
May  read  himself  a  fool.    The  dhemlBt  there 
May,  with  astonishment  invidious,  view 
His  toils  out-done  by  each  plebeian  bee. 
Who,  at  the  royal  mandate,  on  the  wing. 
From  various  herbs,  and  from  discordant 

flowers, 
A  perfect  harmony  of  sweete  compounds. 

Christopher  Smart* 

94M.  PHZL0B0FH7,  ToiU  of. 

Philosophy 
Didmmch.refliuiigimdeMltiBgman;   . 
But  could  not  nurse  a  single  plant  that  bore 
True  happiness.     From  ago  to  ago  she  toiled ; 
Shed  fn>m  her  eyes  the  mist  that  dimmed 
them  still,  [tame. 

Looked  forth  on  man ;  explored  tho  wild  and 
The  savage  and  polite,  the  sea  and  land, 
And  starry  heavens ;  and  then  retired  far  back 
To  meditation's  silent  shady  seat ;    [weighed 
And  there  sat  pale,  and  thoughtfully,  and 
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With  wary,  most  exact  and  scrapulons  care, 
^fan^s' nature,  passions,  hopes,  propensities, 
Relations,  and  pursuits,  in  rcason^s  scale ; 
And  searched  and  weighed,  and  weighed  and 

searched  again. 
And  many  a  fair  and  goodly  yolume  wrote, 
That  seemed  well  wonled  too,  wherein  were 

found 
Uncountable  receipts,  pretending  each. 
If  carefully  attended  to,  to  cure 
Mankind  of  folly ;  to  root  out  the  briars, 
And  thorns,  and  weeds  that  choked  the  growth 

of  joy : 
And  showing,  too,  in  plain  and  decent  phrase, 
Which  sounded  much  like  wisdom^s,  how  to 

plant. 
To  shelter,  water,  culture,  prune,  and  rear 
The  tree  of  happiness ;  and  oft  their  plans 
Were  tried ;  but  still  the  fruit  was  green  and 

sour.  Robert  IhUok, 

34M.  PIET7,  BqiuOitj  o£ 

I  do  confess  that  I  abhor  and  shrink 
From  schemes,  with  a  religious  willy-nilly. 
That  frown  upon  St.  Gileses  sins,  but  blink 
The  peccadilloes  of  all  Piccadilly ; 
My  soul  reyolts  at  such  bare  hypocrisy, 
And  will  not,  dare  not,  fancy  in  accord 
The  Lord  of  Hosts  with  an  exclusiye  lord 

Of  this  world^s  aristocracy. 
It  will  not  own  a  notion  so  unholy 
As  thinking  that  the  rich  by  easy  trips  [lowly 
May  go  to  heaven,  whereas  the  poor  and 
Must  work  their  passage,  as  they  do  in  ships. 

One  place  there  is — ^beneath  the  burial-sod. 
Where  all  mankind  are  equalized  by  death ; 
Another  place  there  is — ^the  fane  of  God, 
Where  aU  are  equal  who  draw  living  breath ; 
Juggle  who  will  eUevohere  with  his  own  soul, 
Playing  the  Judas  with  a  temporal  dole, 
He  who  can  come  beneath  that  awful  cope, 
In  the  dread  presence  of  a  Maker  just, 
Who  metes  to  every  pinch  of  human  dust 
One  even  measure  of  immortal  hope  : 
He  who  can  stand  within  that  holy  door. 
With  soul  unbowed  by  that  pure  spirit-level, 
And  frame  unequal  laws  for  rich  and  poor. 
Might  sit  for  Hell,  and  represent  the  Devil ! 

Thomas  Hood, 

9497.  FIETYi  ImportaiUM  of! 

'*Are  virtue,  then,  and  piety  the  same?'* 
No — piety  is  more ;  'tis  virtue's  source — 
Mother  of  every  worth,  as  that  of  joy. 
Men  of  the  world  this  doctrine  ill  digest ; 
They  smile  at  piety,  yet  boast  aloud        [part 
Gk)od  will  to  men ;  nor  know  they  strive  to 
What  nature  joins,  and  thus  confute  them- 
With  piety  begins  all  good  on  earth ;  [selves. 
'Tis  the  first-bom  of  rationality.  [lies — 

Conscience,  her  first  law  broken,  wounded 
Enfeebled,  lifeless,  impotent  to  good : 
A  feigned  affection  bounds  her  utmost  power. 
Some  we  can't  love,  but  for  th*  Almighty's 

sake. 
A  foe  to  God  was  ne'er  true  Mend  to  man : 


Some  sinister  intent  taints  all  he  does, 
And  in  his  kindest  actions,  he's  nnkhid. 

On  piety,  humanity  is  built ; 
And  on  humanity,  much  happiness; 
And  yet  stiU  more  on  piety  itself. 
A  soul  in  commerce  with  her  God,  is  heaven; 
Feels  not  the  tumults  and  the  shocks  of  life^ 
The  whirls  of  passion,  and  the  strokes  of 
heart.  Edward  Tovng. 

3498.  PIETT,  Intalllgaioe  and.  « 

Is  sparkling  wit  the  world's  exclusive  right  ? 
The  fibc'd  fee-simple  of  the  vain  and  li^t  ? 
Can  hopes  of  heaven,  bright  prospects  of  an 

hour. 
That  come  to  waft  us  out  of  sonow^'s  power, 
Obscure  or  quench  a  faculty  that  finds 
Its  happiest  soil  in  the  serenest  minds  ? 
Religion  curbs  indeed  its  wanton  play, 
And  brings  the  trifler  under  rigorous  sway. 
But  gives  it  usefulness  unknown  before, 
And  purifying,  makes  it  shine  the  more. 
A  Christian's  wit  is  inoffensive  light, 
A  beam  that  aids,  but  never  grieves  the  sight ; 
Vigorous  in  age  as  in  the  fiush  of  youth, 
'Tis  always  active  on  the  side  of  truth ;  [stste, 
Temperance  and  peace  insure  its  healthful 
And  make  it  brightest  at  its  latest  date. 

WiUiam  Cowptr. 

9499.  PIETT,  Beont  fl£ 
A  pining  scgptio  towards  a  raptured  saint  ia- 

(£ned,  [God,  to  flad. 

And  asked  him  how  the  Boundless  Lover, 
A  smile  divine  across  the  saint's  pale  features 

stole,  fsunl: 

As  thus  in  wise  and  pitying  love  he  poured  his 
**Ah,  hapless  wanderer  I    long  £tnn  life's 

true  bliss  shut  out,  [doaU, 

In  night  of  sin  forlorn  and  wilderness  of 
Prepared  am  I  with  thy  sad  lot  to  sympathise, 
For  o'er  my  own  dim  tracks  thy  dark  experi- 
ence lies.  [tell 
Now  list  and  ponder  deep,  the  secret  while  I 
Of  all  the  lore  with  which  angelic  bosoms 

swelL  [crawls  the  sod. 

Whoso  would  careless  tread  one  worm  that 
That  cruel  man  is  darkly  alienate  from  God ; 
But  he  that  lives,  embracing  all  that  is,  in 

love. 
To  dwell  with  him  (}od  bursts  all  bounds, 

below,  above."  OrienlaL 

9M0.  nBTT,  Womaaly. 

Right  from  the  hand  of  God  her  spirit  came 
Unstained,   and  she   hath   ne'er  forgotten 

whence 
It  came,  nor  wandered  far  from  thence, 
But  laboreth  to  keep  her  still  the  same, 
Near  to  her  place  of  birth,  that  she  may  not 
Soil  her  white  raiment  with  an  earthly  spot 
Yet  sets  she  not  her  soul  so  steadily 
Above,  that  she  forgets  her  ties  to  earth,  [b? 
But  her  whole  thought  would  almost  seem  to 
How  to  make  glad  one  lowly  human  hearth ; 
For  with  a  gentle  courage  she  doth  strive 
In  thought,  and  word,  and  feeling  so  to  live 
As  to  make  earth  next  heaven ;  and  her  heart 
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Hereiii  doth  show  its  most  exceeding  worthy 
That,  beeuing  in  our  frailty  her  just  part, 
Bhe  hath  not  shrnnk  from  ctIIs  of  this  life. 
But  hath  gone  calmly  forth  into  the  strife, 
And  all  its  sins  and  sorrows  hath  withstood 
With  lofty  strength  of  patient  womanhood : 
For  this  I  loye  her  ffieat  soul  more  than  all, 
That,  being  bounc^  like  ns,  with  earthly 
/  thrall. 

She  walks  so  bright  and  heaven-like  therein — 
Too  wise,  too  meek,  too  womanly,  to  sin. 

JavMB  Buitm  LauteU. 

9ft01.  FILaBIV,  Enoonngsment  of  the. 

Cheerftd,  O  Lord !  at  Thy  command 

I  bind  my  sandals  on ; 
I  take  my  pilsrim^s  staff  in  hand. 
And  go  to  seek  the  better  land. 

The  way  Tliy  feet  have  gon& 

I  oft  shall  tliink,  when  on  my  way, 

Some  bitter  grief  I  meet ; 
''This  path  hath  echoed  with  His  moan, 
And  every  rude  and  flinty  stone 

Hath  bruised  His  blessed  feet" 

Fainting  and  sad  along  the  road, 

Thou  laycst  on  my  head 
The  hands  they  fastened  to  the  tree, 
The  hands  that  paid  the  price  for  me, 

The  hands  that  brake  the  bread. 

Thou  whisperest  some  pleasant  word, 

I  catch  the  mach-loved  tone ; 
I  feel  Thee  near,  my  gracious  Lord  I 
I  know  Thou  keepest  watch  and  ward, 
And  all  my  grief  is  gone. 

From  every  mountain's  rugged  peak 

The  far-off  land  I  view ; 
And  from  its  fields  of  fadeless  bloom 
Gome  breezes  laden  with  perfume, 

And  fan  my  weary  brow. 

There  peaceful  hills  and  holy  vales 

Sleep  in  eternal  day ; 
While  rivers,  deep  and  silent,  glide 
'Twixt  meads  and  groves  on  either  side, 

Through  which  the  blessed  stray. 

There  He  abides  who  is  of  heaven 
The  loveliest  and  the  best ; 

St  face,  when  shall  I  gaze  upon  I 
share  with  the  beloved  John 
The  pillow  of  His  breast ! 

SMSi.  FHiGKIMf  Joamoy  ^  the. 
Give  me  my  scallop-shell  of  quiet, 

My  staff  of  faith  to  walk  upon ; 
Ify  scrip  of  joy,  immortal  diet ; 

My  bottle  of  salvation ; 
My  gown  of  ^lory,  h6pe*s  true  gauge, 
And  thus  Til  take  my  pilgrimage  t 
Blood  must  be  my  body's  ^balmer. 
No  other  balm  will  there  be  given ; 
Whilst  my  soul,  like  quiet  palmer, 
IVaveUeth  towards  the  land  of  Heaven ; 
Over  the  silver  mountains, 
Wlifire  spring  the  nectar  fountains. 
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There  will  I  kiss  the  bowl  of  bliss, 
And  drink  mine  everlasting  fill 
Upon  every  milken  hilL 
My  soul  will  be  a-dry  before, 
But  after,  it  will  thirst  no  more. 
Then  by  that  happy,  blissful  day, 
More  peaceful  pilgrims  I  shall  see. 
That  have  cast  off  their  rags  of  clay. 
And  walk  apparelled  fresh  like  me. 
ril  take  them  first  to  quench  their  thirst, 
And  taste  of  nectar's  suckets 
At  those  dear  wells  where  sweetness  dwells, 
Drawn  up  by  saints  in  crystal  buckets. 
And  when  our  bottles  and  all  we 
Are  filled  with  immortality, 
Then  the  blest  paths  we'll  travel. 
Strewed  with  rubies  thick  as  gravel — 
Ceilings  of  diamonds,  sapphire  floors. 
High  walls  of  coral,  and  pearly  bowers. 
From  thence  to  Heaven's  bribeless  hall. 
Where  no  corrupted  voices  brawl; 
No  conscience  molten  into  gold, 
No  forged  accuser,  bought  or  sold. 
No  cause  deferred,  no  vain-spent  journey. 
For  there  Christ  is  the  King's  Attorney ; 
Who  pleads  for  all  without  degrees. 
And  he  hath  angels,  but  no  fees ; 
And  when  the  gsand  twelve-million  jury 
Of  our  sins,  with  direful  fury, 
'Gainst  our  souls  black  verdicts  give, 
Christ  pleads  His  death,  and  then  we  live. 
Be  thou  my  speaker,  taintless  pleader, 
Unblotted  lawyer,  true  proceeaer  I 
Thou  giv'st  salvation  even  for  alms — 
Not  with  a  bribdd  lawyer^s  palms. 
And  this  is  mine  eternal  plea 
To  Him  that  made  heaven,  earth,  and  sea, 
That  since  my  flesh  must  die  so  soon. 
And  want  a  head  to  dine  next  noon,  [spread, 
Just  at  the  stroke  when  my  veins  start  and 
Set  on  my  soul  an  everlasting  head : 
Then  am  I,  like  a  palmer,  fit  [writ. 

To  tread  tiiose  blest  paths  which  before  I 
Of  death  and  judgment,  heaven  and  heU, 
Who  oft  doth  think,  must  needs  die  welL 

Sir  Walter  Maleigh. 

9503.  FUGSIK,  Jajn  of  tha. 

PUgrim,  burdened  with  thy  sin, 

Come  the  way  to  Zion's  gate. 
There,  till  mercy  speaks  within, 

Knock,  and  weep,  and  watch,  and  wait. 
Knock,  He  knows  the  sinner's  cry ; 

Weep,  He  loves  the  mourner's  tears ; 
Watch,  for  saving  grace  is  nigh ; 

Wait,  till  heaven^  grace  appears. 

Hark  I  it  is  the  Saviour's  voice, 

"Welcome,  pilgrim,  to  thy  rcstl  " 
Now  within  the  g^te  rejoice, 

Safe,  and  owned,  and  bought,  and  blest. 
Safe,  from  all  the  lures  of  vice ; 

Owned,  by  joys  the  contrite  know ; 
Bought,  by  love,  and  life  the  price ; 

Blest,  the  mighty  debt  to  owe. 

Holy  pilgrim,  what  for  thee 
In  a  world  like  this  remains  t 
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From  thy  gnarded  breast  sball  flee 
Fear,  and  shame,  and  doubts,  and  pains ; 

Fear,  the  hope  of  heaven  shall  fly, 
Shame,  from  glory's  view  retire ; 

Doubt,  in  full  belief  shall  die, 
Pain,  in  endless  bliss  expire. 

MM.  FIIX^BIM,  Path  of  the.      - 

Ctotle  pilgrim,  tell  me  why 
Dost  thou  fold  thine  arms  and  sigh, 
And  wistful  cast  thine  eyes  around  ? 
Whither,  pilgrim,  art  thou  bound? 
The  road  to  Zion's  gates  I  seek  ; 
If  thou  canst  inform  me,  speak,'' 
Keep  yon  right-hand  path  with  care, 
Though  crags  obstruct,  and  brambles  tear ; 
Tou  just  discern  a  narrow  track — 
Enter  there,  and  turn  not  back. 
Say,  where  that  pleasant  pathway  leads, 
Winding  down  yon  flowery  meads  ? 
Song  or  dance  the  way  beguiles, 
Every  face  is  drest  in  smiles." 
Shun  with  care  that  flowery  way ; 
'Twill  lead  thee,  pilgrim,  far  asiray. 
Guide  or  counsel  do  I  need  ?  " 
Pilgrim,  he  who  runs  may  read. 
Is  the  way  that  I  must  keep. 
Crossed  by  waters  wide  and  deep  ?  " 
Did  it  lead  through  flood  or  fire. 
Thou  must  not  stop — thou  must  not  tire. 
Till  I  have  my  journey  past. 
Tell  me,  will  the  daylight  last  ? 
Will  the  sky  be  bright  and  clear 
rnil  the  evening  shades  appear  ?  " 
Though  the  sun  now  rides  so  high, 
Clou£  may  veil  the  evening  sky ; 
Fast  sinks  the  sun,  fast  wears  the  day. 
Thou  must  not  stop — ^thou  must  not  stay — 
God  speed  thee,  i$ilgrim,  on  thy  way  I 

Mrs,  A.  X.  Barbauld. 

9MS.  FILaBIMB,  'Luidiag  of  the. 
The  breaking  waves  dashed  high 

On  a  stem  and  rock-bound  coast, 
And  the  woods  against  a  stormy  sky 

Their  giant  branches  toss'd ; 

And  the  heavy  night  hung  dark 

The  hills  and  waters  o'er, 
When  a  band  of  exiles  moor'd  their  bark 

On  the  wild  New  England  shore. 

Not  as  the  conqueror  comes. 

They,  the  true-hearted  came ; 
Not  with  the  roll  of  the  stirring  drums, 

And  the  trumpet  that  sings  of  fame  : 

Not  as  the  flying  come. 

In  silence  and  in  fear ; 
They  shook  the  depths  of  the  desert's  gloom 

With  their  hymns  of  lofty  cheer. 

Amidst  the  storm  they  sang ; 

And  the  stars  heard,  and  the  sea  I 
And  the  sounding  aisles  of  the  dim  woods 

To  the  Anthem  of  the  Free !  [rang 

The  ocean  eagle  soar'd 
From  his  nest  by  the  white  waves'  foam, 


And  the  roc^ng  pines  by  the  forest  roai'd 
This  was  their  welcome  home  I 

There  were  men  with  hoary  hair 

Amidst  that  Pilgrim  band — 
Why  had  they  come  to  wither  ther€y 

Away  from  their  childhood's  land  f 

There  was  woman's  fearless  eye. 

Lit  by  her  deep  love's  truth ; 
There  was  manhood's  brow  serenely  fai^; 

And  the  fiery  heart  of  youth. 

What  sought  they  thus  afar  I 

Bright  jewels  of  the  mine  ? 
The  wealth  of  seas,  l^e  spoils  of  war  t 

They  sought  a  Pith's  pure  shime  t 

Aye,  call  it  holy  ground. 

The  soil  where  first  they  trod  I 
They  have  left  unstain'd  what  there   thej 

Freedom  to  worship  God !  [found, 

Mrs,  F.  D.  Eenuma, 

9506.  FITT,  Abeenoe  of. 

"Pity"  thee!  Soldo! 
I  pity  the  dumb  victim  at  the  altar ; 
But  does  the  robed  priest  for  his  pity  falter  ? 

I'd  rack  thee  though  I  knew 
A  thousand  lives  were  perishing  in  thine ; 
What  were  ten  thousand  to  a  fame  like  mine  ? 

WiUU'  BirrhuiuL 

9507.  FITT,  Lav  of. 

Can  I  see  another's  woe. 
And  not  be  in  sorrow  too  ? 
Can  I  see  another's  grief. 
And  not  seek  for  kind  relief? 
,Can  I  see  a  falling  tear. 
And  not  feel  my  sorrow's  share? 
Can  a  father  see  his  child 
Weep,  nor  be  with  sorrow  filled  ? 
Can  a  mother  sit  and  hear 
An  infant  groan,  an  infant  fear  f 
No,  no  I  never  can  it  be ! 
Never,  never  can  it  be  I 
And  can  He  who  smiles  on  all. 
Hear  the  wren,  with  sorrows  small. 
Hear  the  small  bird's  grief  and  care, 
Hear  the  woes  that  infants  bear  t 
And  not  sit  beside  the  nest, 
Pouring  pity  in  their  breast  ? 
And  not  sit  the  cradle  near,         # 
Weeping  tear  on  infant's  tear  ? 
And  not  sit  both  night  and  day. 
Wiping  all  our  tears  away  ? 
Oh,  no  1  never  can  it  be  I 
Never,  never  can  it  be ! 
He  doth  give  His  joy  to  all : 
He  becomes  an  infant  small. 
He  becomes  a  man  of  woe, 
He  doth  feel  the  sorrow  too. 
Think  not  thou  canst  sigh  a  sigh. 
And  thy  Maker  is  not  by  : 
Think  not  thou  canst  weep  a  tear, 
And  thy  Maker  is  not  near. 
Oh  I  He  gives  to  us  His  joy, 
That  our  grie£9  He  may  destroy: 
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im  our  grief  ib  fled  sncL  gone 
Ho  doth  Bit  by  us  and  moan. 

WUli4m  Blake. 

9M8.  FLIiASUBB,  Olo^ofi 

Who   after  wiadom   flies  mnst  guard  both 

foot  and  wing 
From   pleasure's    honey,    or   therein    he'll 

stick  and  ding.  OrientciU 

9509.  FIiEASUSEi  Empire  ofi    ' 

Pleasure's  the  mistress  of  ethereal  powers. .  . 
For  her  contend  the  rival  gods  above. 
Pleasure's  the  mistress  of  the  world  below ; 
And  well  it  is  for  man  that  pleasure  diarms. 
How  would  all  stagnate  but  for  Pleasure's  ray ! 
How  would  the  frozen  stream  of  action  cease  I 
What  is  the  pulse  of  this  so  busy  world  ? 
The  love  of  pleasure :  that,  thi'ough  every  vein, 
Throws  motion,  warmth ;  and  shuts  out  death 
from  life. 
Though  various  are  the  tempers  of  mankind, 
Pleasure's  gay  family  holds  all  in  chains. 
Some  most  affect  the  black,  and  some  the  f  a!r ; 
Some  honest  pleasure  courts  and  some  obscene. 
Whate'er  the  motive,  pleasure  is  the  mark.  .  . 
For  her,  the  black  assassm  draws  his  sword ; 
For  her,  dark  statesmen  trim  their  midnight 
To  which  no  single  sacrifice  may  fall ;  [lamp. 
For  her,  the  saint  abstains ;  the  miser  starves ; 
The  Stoic  proud,/ar  pleasure  pleasure  scorns ; 
For  her,  Affliction's  daughters  grief  indulge, 
And  find,  or  hope,  a  luxury  in  tears ; 
For  her,  guilt,  shame,  toil,  danger,  we  defy ; 
And,  with  an  aim  voluptuous,  rush  on  death. 
Thus  univerBal  her  despotic  power  I 

Edward  Young, 

9510.  FLBASTTBB,  Ezmm  ofi 

But  not  even  pleasure  to  excess  is  good : 
What  most  elates,  then  sinks  the  soul  as  low : 
When  springtide  joy  pours  in  with  copious 

flood, 
The  higher  still  the  exulting  biQows  flow, 
The  further  back  again  they  flagging  go, 
And  leave  us  grovelling  on  the  o&eary  shore. 

James  Thomson, 

3511.  PLEASUSE,  Inmginary. 

Howe'er,  'tis  well,  that  while  mankind 
Through  Fate's  perverse  meander  errs, 

He  can  imagin'd  pleasures  find 
To  combat  against  real  cares. 

Fancies  and  notions  he  pursues. 

Which  ne'er  had  being  but  in  thought : 

Each,  like  the  Gredan  artist,  woos 
The  image  he  himself  has  wrought. 

Against  experience  he  believes ; 

He  argues  agamst  demonstration ; 
Pleas'd  when  his  reason  he  deceives ; 

And  sets  his  judgment  by  his  passiom 

The  hoary  fool,  who  many  days  , 
Has  struggled  with  continued  sorrow, 

Benews  his  hope,  and  blindly  lays 
The  de^erate  bet  upon  to-morrow. 


To-morrow  comes ;  'tis  noon,  'tis  night ; 

This  day  like  all  the  fonner  flies: 
Tet  on  he  rtms,  to  seek  delight 

To-morrow,  till  to-night  he  dies. 

Sir  Thomas  WyaU. 

M19.  FLEASUSE,  Ftowuiified. 

Of  comely  form  she  was,  and  fair  of  face ; 
And  underneath  her  eyelids  sat  a  kind 
Of  witching  sorcery  that  nearer  drew 
Whoever  with  unguarded  look  beheld ; 
A  dress  of  gaudy  hue  loosely  attired 
Her  loveliness ;  her  air  and  manner  frank. 
And  seeming  ftee  of  all  disguise ;  her  song 
Enchanting;  and  her  words,  which  sweetly 

dropt,  [ise. 

As  honey  from  the  comb,  most  large  of  prom- 
Still  prophesying  days  of  new  delight, 
And  rapturous  nighto  of  undecaying  joy ; 
And  in  her  hand,  where'er  she  went,  she  held 
A  radiant  cup  that  seemed  of  nectar  full ; 
And  by  her  side  danced  fair,  delusive  Hope. 
The  fool  pursued, 'enamored;  and  the  wise. 
Experienced  man,  who  reasoned  mudi,  and 

thought. 
Was  sometimes  seen  laying  his  wisdom  do^vn,* 
And  vying  with  the  striphng  in  the  chase. 

Nor  wonder  thou :  for  she  was  really  fair; 
Decked  to  the  very  taste  of  flesh  and  blood, 
And  many  thought  her  sound  within,  and  gay 
And  healthy  at  the  heart ;  but  thought  amiss : 
For  she  was  full  of  all  disease :  her  bones 
Were  rotten ;  consumption  licked  her  blood, 

and  drank 
Her  marrow  up ;  her  breath  smelled  mortally ; 
And  in  her  bowels  plague  and  fever  lurked; 
And  in  her  very  heart,  and  reins,  and  life, 
Corruption's  wonn  gnawed  greedily  unseen. 
Many  her  haunts.     Thou  might'st   have 

seen  her  now 
With  Indolence,  lolling  on  the  mid-day  couch, 
And  whispering  drowsy  words ;  and  now  at 

dawn,     • 
Loudly  and  rough,  joining  the  sylvan  horn ; 
Or  sauntering  in  the  park,  and  to  the  tale 
Of  slander  giving  ear ;  or  sitting  fierce, 
Hude,  blasphemous,  malidous,  raving,  mad. 
Where  fortune  to  the  fickle  die  was  bound. 
But  diief  she  loved  the  scene  of  deep  de- 
bauch, 
Where  reveliy,  and  dance,  and  frantic  song 
Disturbed  the  sleep  of  honest  men.    A^d 

where 
The  drunkard  sat,  she  entered  in,  well  pleased,  - 
With  eye  brimful  of  wanton  mirthfulness. 
And  urged  him  still  to  fill  another  cup. 

And  at  the  shadowy  twilight — in  the  dark 
And  gloomy  night,  I  looked  and  saw  her  come 
Abroad,  arrayed  in  harlot's  soft  attire ; 
And  walk  without  in  every  street,  and  lie 
In  wait  at  every  comer,  full  of  guile : 
And,  as  the  unwary  youth  of  simple  heart. 
And  void  of  understanding,  passed,  she  caught 
And  kissed  him,  and,  with  lips  of  lying,  said : 
I  have  peace-offerings  with  me ;  I  have  paid 
My  vows  this  day :  and  therefore  came  I  forth 
To  meet  thee,  and  to  seek  thee  diligently. 
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To  seek  thy  face,  and  I  have  f onnd  thee  here. 
My  bed  is  decked  with  robes  of  tapestry, 
With  carved  work,  and  sheets  of  bnen  fine ; 
Perfumed  with  aloes,  myrrh,  and  cinnamon. 
Bweet  are  stolen  waters  I  pleasant  is  the  bread 
In  secret  eaten !  the  good  man  is  from  home. 
Come  let  us  take  cur  fill  of  love  till  mom 
Awake ;  let  us  delight  ourselves  with  loves. 
With  much  fair  speech  she  caused  the  youth 
to  yield ;  [tongue. 

And  forced  him  with  the  fiattering  of  her 
I  looked,  and  saw  him  follow  to  her  house, 
As  goes  the  ox  to  slaughter ;  as  the  fool 
To  the  correction  of  the  stocks ;  or  bird 
That  hastes  into  the  subtle  fowler*s  snare. 
And  knows  not,  simple  thing,  'tis  for  its  life. 
I  saw  him  enter  in,  and  hcara  the  door 
Behind  them  shut ;  and  in  the  dark,  still  night. 
When  God*8  unsleeping  eye  alone  can  see, 
He  went  to  her  adulterous  bed.     At  mom 
I  looked,  and  saw  him  not  among  the  youths. 
I  heard  his  father  mourn,  his  mother  weep : 
For  none  returned  that  went  with  her.     The 
dead  [hell : 

« Were  in  her  house;  her  guests  in  depths  of 
She  wove  the  winding-sheet  of  souls,  and  laid 
Them  in  the  urn  of  everlasting  death,  [earth, 
8uch  was  the  Shadow  fools  pursued  on 
Under  the  name  of  pleasure — fair  outside, 
Within  corrapted,  and  corrupting  still : 
Ruined,  and  ruinous :  her  sure  reward. 
Her  total  recompense,  was  still,  as  he, 
The  bai*d,  recorder  of  Earth's  Seasons,  sung, 
"Vexation,  disappointment,  and  remorse.*' 
Tet  at  her  door  the  young  and  old,  and  some 
Who  held  high  character  among  the  wise. 
Together  stood — and   strove  among  them- 
selves 
Who  first  should  enter,  and  be  ruined  first. 
Strange  competition  of  immortal  souls ! 
To  sweat  for  death  I  to  strive  for  miseiy  I 
But  think  not  Pleasure  told  her  end  was  death. 
Even  human  folly  then  had  paused  at  least, 
And  given  some  signs  of  hesitation ;  nor 
Arrived  so  hot,  and  out  of  breath  at  woe. 
Though  contradicted  every  day  by  facts, 
That  sopliistry  itself  would  stumble  o'er, 
And  to  the  very  teeth  a  liar  prove 
Ten  thousand  times,  as  if  unconscious  still 
Of  inward  blame,  she  stood,  and  waved  her 

hand. 
And  pointed  to  her  bower,  and  said  to  all 
Who  passed:  Take  yonder  flowery  path;  my 

^teps 
Attend ;  I  lead  the  smoothest  way  to  heaven ; 
This  world  receive  as  surety  for  the  next 
And  many  simple  men,  most  simple,  though 
Renowned  for  learning  much,  ana  wary  skill, 
Believed,  and  turned  aside,  and  were  undone. 

Bobert  Bfllok. 

MI3.  FLEASUBE,  Fowv  oft 

Of  pleasure  next  the  final  cause  explore ; 
Its  mighty  purpose,  its  important  end. 
Not  to  turn  human  bratal,  but  to  build 
Divine  on  human.  Pleasure  came  from  heaven. 
In  aid  to  reason  was  the  goddess  sent, 


To  call  up  all  its  strength  by  such  a  charm. 
Pleasure  first  succors  virtue ;  in  return, 
Virtue  gives  pleasure  an  eternal  reign,  [faith. 
What  but  the  pleasure  of  food,  friendship. 
Supports  life  natural,  civil,  and  divine  ? 
'Tis  from  the  pleasure  of  repast  we  live ; 
'Tis  from  the  pleasure  of  applause  we  please ; 
'Tis  from  the  pleasure  of  belief  we  pray, 
(All  prayer  would  oease,  if  unbelicvod  the 

prize). 
It  serves  ourselves,  our  species,  and  our  Ood  ; 
And  to  serve  more  is  past  the  sphere  of  man. 
Glide,  then,  forever,  pleasure's  sacred  stream! 
Through  Eden  as  Euphrates  ran,  it  runs, 
And  fosters  every  growth  of  happy  life; 
Makes  a  new  Eden  where  it  flowa. 

EitoardYcunff. 

3514.  FLEASUEE,  Pride  and. 

We  wear  the  chains  of  pleasure  and  of  pride: 
These  share  the  man,  and  these  distract  him 
too ;  [mands. 

Draw  different  ways,  and  clash  in  their  com- 
Pride,  like  an  eagle,  builds  among  the  stars; 
But  pleasure,  lark-like,  nests  upon  the  ground. 
Joys  shared  by  brate  creation,  pride  resents, 
Pleasure  embiuces ;  man  would  both  enjoy ; 
And  both  at  once  a  point  how  hard  to  gain! 
But  what  can't  wit,  when  stung  by  strong  de- 
sire? 
Wit  dares  attempt  this  arduous  enterprise. 
Since  joys  of  sense  can't  rise  to  reason's  taste, 
In  subtle  sophistry's  laborious  forge, 
Wit  hammers  out  a  reason  new,  that  stoops 
To  sordid  scenes,  and  meets  them  with  ap- 

J)lause. 
is  the  graces  the  chaste  zone  to  loose; 
Kor  less  than  a  plump  god  to  fill  the  bowl ; 
A  thousand  phantoms,  and  a  thousand  speUs, 
A  thousand  opiates,  scatters  to  delude, 
To  fascinate,  inebriate,  lay  asleep. 
And  the  fooPd  mind  delightfully  confound 
Thus,   that  which   shock'd   the    judgment, 

shocks  no  more :  [offends. 

That  which  gave   Pride  offence,  no  more 
Pleasure  and  Pride,  by  nature  mortal  foes, 
At  war  eternal  which  in  man  shall  reign. 
By  wit's  address  patch  up  a  fatal  peace, 
And  hand  in  hana  lead  on  the  rank  dcbaudi— 
From  rank,  refined  to  delicate  and  gay. 
Art,  cursed  art !  wipes  off  the  indebted  blnafa 
From   Nature^s   cheek,   and  bronzes  every 

shame. 
Man  smiles  in  ruin,  glories  in  hts  guilty 
And  infamy  stands  candidate  for  praise. 

Edward  Tounff. 
MM.  FLEASUBE,  SeBsums. 

One  said,  "  Better  a  single  drop  of  pleasure^ 
Than  to  possess  a  hogshead  full  of  wisdom.** 
Such  thought  it  fitteth  a  hog's  head  to  treas- 
ure. 
In  filthy  dregs  of  sense  appointing  his  doom; 
But  sooth,  one  drop  of  wisdom  is  far  better 
Than  pleasure  in  whole  bottomless  abysses: 
For  sense's  fool  must  wear  remotse^s  fetter. 
When  duty's  servant  reigns  where  endkM 
blissis.    Orientalytr.l^ifW.B. Alger. 
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9516.  POBT,  Prieitboad  of  the. 

A  priest  by  HeaTen  ordained, 
The  Poet^seer  at  Nature's  altar  stands 
To  offer  reverent  worship  for  his  race ; 
To  coin  in  bnming  language  golden  truths. 
Bodied  in  nature's  hieroglyphic  forms; 
And  word  the  grateful  joy,  and  trusting  love 
And  hope,  which  thousands  feel  but  cannot 
speak.         Edward  Hartley  Dewart, 

3517.  FOETSTi  Eflbot  of: 

Hearken  unto  a  verser,  who  may  chance    • 
Rhyme  thee  to  good,  and  make  a  bait  of 

pleasure : 
A  verse  may  tind  him  who  a  sermon  flies, 
And  turn  delight  into  a  sacrifice. 

George  Herbert. 

3518.  POETRTi  Inttiaot  of: 

There  breathes  no  being  but  has  some  pre- 
tence 
To  that  fine  instinct  called  poetic  sense ; 
The  rudest  savage  roaming  through  the  wild, 
The  simplest  rustic,  bending  o'er  his  child. 
The  in&nt  listening  to  the  warbling  bird, 
The  mother  smiling  at  its  half -formed  word : 
The  boy  uncaged,  who  tracks  the  field  at 
large,  [charge ; 

The  girl,  turned  matron  to  her  babe-like 
The  freeman,  casting  with  unpurchased  hand 
The  vote  that  shakes  the  turrets  of  the  land ; 
The  slave  who,  slumbering  on  his  rusted  chain. 
Dreams  of  the  palm-trees  on  his  burning  plain ; 
The  hot-diedoed  reveller,  tossing  down  the 
wine,  [syne ; " 

To   join  the  chorus   pealing  '^Auld   lang 
The  gentle  maid,  whose  azure  eye  grows  dim, 
While  Heaven  is  listening  to  her  evening 
hymn ;  [near 

The  jewelled  beauty,  when  her  steps  draw 
The  drcling  dance  and  dazzling  chandelier; 
E'en  trembling  age,  when  spring's  renewing 

air 
Waves  the  thin  ringlets  of  his  silvered  hair — 
All,  all  arc  glowing  with  the  inward  flame, 
Whose  wider  halo  wreathes  the  poet's  name. 

Oliver  WendeU  Holmee, 

2510.  POETBY,  Hstiiie's. 

The  world  is  full  of  poetry ;  the  air 
Is  Uving  with  its  spirit ;  and  the  waves 
Dance  to  the  music  of  its  melodies, 
And  sparkle  in  its  brightness.    Earth  is  veiled 
And  mantled  with  its  beauty ;  and  the  walls 
That  dose  the  universe  with  crystal  in. 
Are  eloquent  with  voices,  that  prodaim 
The  unseen  glories  of  immensity, 
In  harmonics,  too  perfect,  and  too  high. 
For  aught  but  beings  of  celestial  mould. 
And  speak  to  man  in  one  eternal  hymn. 
Unfading  beauty,  and  unyidding  power. 

/.  U\  BercivaL 

3590.  FOSXnOir,  Judging  by. 

'TIS  from  high  life  high  characters  are  drawn : 
A  saint  in  crape  istwice  a  saint  in  lawn ; 
A  judge  is  just,  a  chancellor  juster  still ; 
A  gownman  learn'd ;  a  bishop  what  you  wiU ; 


Wise  if  a  minister;  bat  if  a 

More  wise,  more  learned,  more  just,  more 
everything.  Alexander  B^pe. 

M91.  F0S8B88I0V,  Lsw  of. 

What  men  gain  fairly — ^that  they  should  pos> 
And  children  may  inherit  idleness,         [sess. 
From  him  who  earns  it — ^thii  is  understood ; 
Private  injustice  may  be  general  good. 
But  he  who  gains  bv  base  and  armed  wrong, 
Or  guilty  fraud,  or  base  compliances, 
May  be  despoiled ;  even  as  a  stolen  dress 
Is  stript  from  a  convicted  thief,  and  he 
Left  in  the  nakedness  of  infamy. 

Bsr^  Byuhe  Shellep, 

3533«  POeSIBILITT,  Oo&tompkting. 

O  the  burdens  of  the  dreams  that  have  Ions 

been  dead,  [that  clung ! 

And  the  brightness  of  the  hopes  to  my  soul 

O  the  sadness  of  the  tears  that  never  were 

shed, 

And  the  sweetness  of  the  songs  that  never 

were  sung  I  [sin,. 

There  is  nothing  a  man  knows,  in  grief  or  in 

Half  so  bitter  as  to  think,  Whiu  I  might  Tiave 

"been  !       WiUiam  EotmeemUe  Alger. 

3593.  fOSSIBILITT,  Lost. 

Look  in  my  face;  my  name  is  Might-have- 
been  ;  [well ; 
I  am  also  called  No-more,  Too-late,  Fare- 
Unto  thine  ear  I  hold  the  dead-sea  shell ; 
Cast  up  thy  life's  foam-fretted  feet  between ; 
Unto  thine  eyes  the  glass  where  that  is  seen 
Which  had  Lifers  form  and  Love's,  but  by 

my  spell 
Is  now  a  shaken  shadow  intolerable, 
Of  ultimate  things  unuttered,the  frail  screen. 

Dante  Gabriel  liossetti. 

3534.  POVEETT,  Burden  of. 

To  moi*tal  men  great  loads  allotted  be ; 
But  of  all  packs^  no  pack  like  poverty. 

Bobert  Merrick. 

3d35.  POVEBTT,  Oontentod. 

Cleon  hath  a  million  acres — ^ne'er  a  one  have  I ; 
Cleon  dwelleth  in  a  palace — ^in  a  cottage,  I ;  , 
Cleon  hath  a  dozen  fortunes — ^not  a  penny,  I ; 
But  the  poorer  of  the  twain  is  Cleon,  and  not  I. 

Cleon,  true,  possesseth  acres — but  the  land- 
scape, I ;  [not  buy ; 

Half  the  charms  to  mtf  it  yieldeth,  money  can- 

deon  harbors  sloth  and  dulness — freshening 
vigor,  I ; 

He  in  velvet,  I  in  fustian ;  richer  man  am  I, 

Cleon  is  a  slave  to  grandeur — ^free  as  thought 
ami;  [have  I. 

Cleon  fees  a  score  of  doctors — ^need  of  none 

Wealth-surrounded,  care-environed,  Cleon 
fears  to  die ; 

Death  may  come — ^he'll  find  me  ready — ^hap- 
pier man  am  L 

Cleon  sees  no  charm  in  Kature~-in  a  daisy,  I ; 
Cleon  hears  no  anthem  ringing  in  the  sea  and 
sky. 
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Nature  sings  to  me  forever    eamert  listeneiC 

I; 
State  for  state,  with  all  attendants,  who  would 

change  ?    Not  L      Charlea  lidckay, 

3596.  POYEBTT,  HappioeM  with. 

Think  yon,  indeed,  Fate  is  unkind. 

In  poverty's  dull  chains  to  bind 

Or  fetter  my  aspiring  mind  f 

Ah  I  think  again : 

Lady,  my  Father  is  a  King : 

Around  His  throne  immortals  sing, 

Their  faces  veil  1 

This  beauteous  world,  this  air-hung  ball. 

Bun,  moon,  and  stars,  both  great  and  small, 

My  Father  made,  and  owns  them  all : 

I  am  not  poor. 

And,  when  I  read  His  Legacy,  I  find 

That  He  has  willed  to  me  a  kii^dom, 

And  I  shall  be  of  it  possessed. 

I  would  not  change  my  happy  state 

For  all  the  honors  of  the  ^reat, 

Or  pleiasures  which  around  them  wait : 

They  are  vanity. 

Poverty  never  was  designed 

To  chain  and  fetter  down  the  mind ; 

There  are  boundless  fields  to  range,  I  find. 

In  Jesus'  grace. 

I  have  no  idolized  gold. 

To  canker  or  corrode  my  soul. 

Or  in  this  world  my  heart  to  hold: 

PraiBcd  be  God  I 

d537.  POVEBTTi  EonoraUe. 

Be  thou  dad  in  russet  weed, 
Be  thou  decked  in  silken  stole. 
Grave  these  counsels  on  thy  soul : 
Say  man's  true,  genuine  estimate, 
The  grand  criterion  of  his  fate. 
Is  not,  art  thou  high  or  low  t 
Did  thy  fortune  ebb  or  flow  ? 
Did  many  talents  gild  tiie  span  % 
Or  frugal  nature  grudge  thee  one  % 
Tell  them,  and  press  it  on  their  mind. 
As  thou  thyself  must  shortly  find. 
The  smile  or  frown  of  awful  Httiv'n 
To  virtue  or  to  vice  is  giv'n. 
Say,  to  the  just^  and  kind,  and  wise, 
There  solid  self-enjoyment  lies ; 
That  foolish,  selfish,  faithless  Wlays, 
Lead  to  the  wretched,  vile,  and  base. 

9538.  pOVEBTT,  BiohM  A 
Why  art  thou  cast  down,  my  heart  t 
Why  trouble,  why  dost  mourn  apart, 

O'er  naught  but  earthly  wealth? 
Trust  in  thy  God,  be  not  afraid. 
He  is  thy  Friend,  who  all  things  made  I 

Dost  think  thy  prayers  He  doth  not  heed  ? 
He  knows  full  well  what  thou  dost  need; 

And  heaven  and  earth  are  His  I 
My  Father  and  my  Gk)d,  who  still 
Is  with  my  soul  in  every  ilL 

The  rich  man  in  his  wealth  ocmfides ; 
But  in  my  €k>d  my  trust  abideSi 
Laugh  as  ye  will,  I  hold 


This  one  thing  fast,  that  He  hath  taught: 
Who  trusts  in  Ck>d  shall  want  for  naught 

Tes,  Lord :  Thou  art  as  rich  to-day 
As  Thou  hast  been,  and  shall  be  aye : 

I  rest  on  Thee  alone ; 
Thy  riches  to  my  soul  be  given, 
And  'tis  enough  for  earth  and  heaven ! 

n<ui9  8aeh$. 

3530.  POYEBTT,  Tjiamnj  at 

Oh,  I  am  Queen  with  a  deqK>t  rule 

That  crushes  to  the  dust ; 
The  laws  I  deal  bear  no  appeal. 

Though  ruthless  and  unjust 
I  deaden  the  bosom  and  darken  the  brain 

With  the  might  of  the  demon's  skill ; 
The  heart  may  struggle,  but  struggle  in  vain, 

As  I  grapple  it  harder  still. 
Oh,  come  with  me  and  ye  shall  see 

How  well  I  begin  the  day. 
For  ril  hie  to  the  hungriest  slave  I  have, 

And  snatch  his  loaf  away. 
Oh,  come  with  me  and  ye  shall  see 

How  my  skeleton  victims  fall ; 
How  I  order  the  graves  without  a  stone. 

And  the  oofSns  without  a  palL 

BliMa  CooL 

9590.  F&AI8E,  Gall  to. 

Glory  and  praise  to  Jehovah  on  high  I 
Glory  from  all,  through  the  eartti  and  Ae 
sky! 

Angels,  approach  Him  in  homage  and  duty: 
Fall  at  the  feet  of  your  Heavenly  King : 

Saints,  to  His  presence  O  throng,  in  the  mauty 
:0f  holy  devotion  His  mercies  to  sing. 
Glory  and  praise  to  Jehovah  on  high  1 
Glory  from  all,  throu^  the  earth  and  ^ 
sky  1  Henry  F.  LyU. 

9531.  FKAIBE,  Bunasd  for. 

Of  all  the  creatures  both  in  sea  and  land, 
Only  to  man  Thou  hast  made  known  Thy 
And  put  the  pen  alone  into  His  hand,  [ways, 
And  made  him  secretary  of  Thy  praise. 

Beasts  fain  would  sing ;  birds  ditty  to  their 

notes; 
Trees  would  be  tuning  on  their  native  late 
To  Thy  renown:  but  all  their  hands  and 

throats  [mute 

Are  brought  to  man,  while  tliey  are  lame  and 

Man  is  the  world's  high-priest :  he  doth  pre- 
sent 
The  sacrifice  for  all ;  while  they  below 
Unto  the  service  mutter  an  assent,         [blow. 
Such  as  springs  use  that  fall,  and  winds  that 

He  that  to  praise  and  laud  Thee  doth  refrain, 
Doth  not  refrain  unto  himself  alone,  [fain. 
But  robs  a  thousand  who  would  praise  Thee 
And  doth  commit  a  world  of  sin  m  one. 

George  Herbert, 
3539.  PRAISE,  Doty  o£ 

Hark,  my  soul,  how  everything 
Strives  to  serve  our  bounteous  King ; 
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Sach  a  double  tribate  j>ays, 
Sings  its  part»  and  then  obeys. 
Katore's  chief  and  sweetest  choir 
Him  with  cheerful  notes  admire ; 
Chanting  every  day  their  lauds, 
While  the  grove  their  song  applauds. 
Wake,  for  shame,  my  sluggish  heart, 
Wake,  and  gladly  sing  thy  part ; 
Learn  of  biras,  and  springs,  and  flowers, 
How  to  use  thy  nobler  powers. 

John  Aiutin, 

M83.  PBAIBEi  Lore  o£ 

The  love  of  praise,  howe'er  concealed  by 

art,  [heart: 

Bdgns,  more  or  less,  and  glows  in  ev^ry 
llie  proud  to  gain  it,  toils  on  toils  endure ; 
The  modest  shun  it,  but  to  make  it  sure. 
O'er  globes,  and  sceptres,  now  on  thrones  it 

swells; 
Now,  trims  the  midnight  lamp  in  college  ceUs. 
^'Ha  tory,  whig;  it  plots,   prays,  preaches, 

pleads, 
Harangues  in  senates,  squeaks  in  masquerades. 
Here  to  Steel's  humor  makes  a  bold  pretence ; 
There,  bolder,  aims  at  Pultney's  eloquence. 
It  aids  the  dancer's  heel,  the  writer's  head. 
And  heaps  the  plain  with  mountains  of  the 

doid; 
Nor  ends  with  life ;  but  nods  in  sable  plumes. 
Adorns  our  hearse,  and  flatters  on  our  tombs. 

Edward  Young. 

MS4U  PBAIBB,  Ftaha  0(1 

Praise  the  Lord  of  Heaven,  praise  Him  in  the 
height,  [and  light; 

Praise  Him,  all  ye  ansels,  praise  Him,  stars 

Praise  Him,  skies,  and  waters,  which  above 
the  skies,  [arise. 

When  His  word  commanded,  'stablished  did 

Praise  the  Lord,  ye  fountains  of  the  deeps 
and  seas,  [all  trees; 

Rocks,  and  hills,  and  mountains,  cedars,  and 

Pndse  Him,  clouds  and  vapors,  snow,  and 
hail,  and  fire. 

Stormy  wind,  fnlfllling  only  His  desire. 


Him,  fowls  and  cattle,  princes  and  all 

kings,  [things: 

Praise  Him,  men  and  maidens,  all  created 

For  the  Name  of  Qod  is  excellent  alone ; 

Over  earth  His  footstool,  over  heaven  His 

throne.  T,  B.  Browne. 

963ft.  F&AISEi  Tme  Oljeot  o£ 

"Not  unto  us,  O  Lord,  not  unto  us," 

The  praise  or  honor,  power  or  glory  be  I 

Our  naked  spirit  bows  in  shame  and  dust, 
And  empty  aU  our  nothingness  to  Thee. 

"Not  unto  us  I "    How  trifling  all  our  might, 
Our  toils  or  talents,  gifts  or  growth  or 
grace; 
Nothing,  and  less  than  nothing,  in  Thy  sight. 
Our  works,  ourselves  I    Before  Thy  glo- 
rious face. 


"Not  unto  us ; "  the  grass,  the  flowers,  the 
trees, 
Breathe  in  low  whispers  when  the  sun- 
shine rains;  [breeze, 
"Not  unto  us;  "  the  beasts,  the  birds,  the 
Responsive  murmur  o'er  the  hills  and 
plains. 

"  Not  unto  us ;  "  with  kneeling  waves  the 
sea  [shores; 

Proclaims  in  reverence  'round  a  thousand 
"Not  unto  us ; "  throughout  infinity. 

From  space  to  space  the  star-voiced  an- 
them pours. 

''Not  unto  us;  "  Thy  feeblest  ofEspring  sigh. 
The  animated  motes  through  nature  sown ; 

"  Not  unto  us ;  "  thy  grandest  creatures  cry. 
That  bum  with  formless  flames  before 
Thy  throne. 

"Not  unto  us! "  How  sweet  to  join  the 
strain, 

Li  self -deliverance  blissful  and  complete ; 
And  aU  our  toils,  successes,  failures,  pain. 

To  lose,  O  Christ  Jehovah,  at  Thy  feetl 

"Not  unto  us ; "  our  childish  nfts we  bring. 
Because  Thou  askest  all,  aim  wilt  receive ; 

O  g^ve  us  larger  power  to  toil  and  sing. 
And  still  for  more  to  labor,  sink,  TOlieve. 

«  Not  unto  us ;  "  O  Lord  of  lords,  supreme, 

•    Whate'er  we  work.  Thou  workest ;  Thine 

the  praise;  [beam, 

O  wake  us,  cleanse  us,  light  us  with  Thy 

And  work,  in  us,  through  us,  to  endless 

days."  George  Juaneing  Taylor. 

MM.  FBAYEB,  Asfwwta 

Man's  plea  to  man  is,  that  he  nevermore 
WiU  bee,  and  that  he  never  begged  before : 
Man's  plea  to  God  is,  that  he  did  obtain 
A  former  suit,  and  therefore  sues  again. 
How  good  a  God  we  serve,  that,  when  we  sue, 
Makes  His  old  gifts  the  examples  of  His 
newt  ^aneie  Quctrlee, 

9537.  PBATBB,  Bcoflfiti  of; 

Prayer  surpasses  human  might ; 

Prayer,  heaven's  holy  portress ; 
Prayer,  the  saint's  supreme  delight ; 

I^yer,  the  sinner's  fortress. 

Prayer  and  faith  can  joy  impart^ 

Joy  beyond  expressing, 
And  call  down  upon  the  heart 

Israel's  choicest  blessing. 

Bernard  Barton, 

9589.  FBAIEB,  Beit 

He  prayeth  well  who  loveth  well 
Both  man  and  bird  and  beast. 
He  prayeth  best  who  loveth  best 
All  tlungs  both  great  and  small ; 
For  the  dear  Qoa  who  loveth  us. 
He  made  and  loveth  alL 

Samttel  Tayhr  Coleridge, 
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M89.  FRATEB,  OtU  tOb 

Child,  amidst  the  flowers  at  play, 
While  the  red  light  fades  away ; 
Mother,  with  thine  earnest  eye, 
Ever  following  silently ; 
Father,  by  the  bi^eeze  of  eve. 
Called  thy  harvest  work  to  leave ; 
Pray,  ere  yet  the  dark  hours  be, 
lift  the  heart,  and  bend  the  knee. 

Traveller,  in  the  stranger^s  land. 
Far  from  thine  own  household  band ; 
Honmer,  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  a  voice  from  this  world  gone ; 
Captive,  in  whose  narrow  c^ 
Sunshine  hath  not  leave  to  d^well ; 
Bailor  on  the  darkening  sea — 
Lift  the  heart,  and  bend  the  knee. 

Warrior,  that  from  battle  won 
Breathest  now  at  set  of  sun ; 
Woman,  o*er  the  lowly  slain, 
Weeping  on  his  burial  plain ; 
Te  that  triumph,  ye  that  sigh, 
Elindred  by  one  holy  tie ; 
Heaven's  first  star  alike  ye  see — 
Lift  the  heart,  and  bend  the  knee. 

Mn,  F.  D,  Hemam, 

dMO.  F&ATBB,  ChAiiu  oft 

More  things  are  wrought  by  prayer 
Than  this  world  dreams  of.    Wherefore  let 

thy  voice 
Rise  like  a  fountain  for  me  night  and  day. 
For  what  arc  men  better  than  sheep  or  goats, 
That  nourish  a  blind  life  within  the  brain. 
If,  knowing  Qod,  they  lift  not  those  hands 
of  prayer,  [friends? 

Both  for  themselves  and  those  who  caU  them 
For  so  the  whole  round  earth  is  every  way 
Bound  by  gold  chains  about  the  feet  of  Qod. 

Alfred  Tennyson, 

9541.  PEiTEB,  Desoripfeion  ofi 

Prayer,  the  Church's  banquet,  AngeFs  age, 
God's  breath  in  man  returning  to  his  birth, 
The  soul  in  paraphrase,  heart  in  pilgrimage, 

The  Christian  plunmiet  sounding  heaven  and 
earth; 

Engine  against  the  Almighty,  sinner's  tower, 
Reversed  th  under,  Christ-sidc-piercing  spear 
The  siz-days'-world  transposing  in  an  hour, 

A  kind  of  tune,  which  all  things  hear  and  fear ; 

Softness,  and  peace,  and  joy,>  and  love,  and 
Exalted  manna,  gladness  of  the  best,  [bliss, 
Heaven  in  ordinary,  man  weU  drest, 

The  milky-way,  the  bird  of  Paradise, 
Church-bells  beyond  the  stars  heard,  the 

soul's  blood. 
The  land  of  spices,  something  understood. 

Qeorge  Herbert, 
9ff49.  PSATEB,  ETenlsg. 

Canst  thou  thv  body  on  thy  bed  compose. 
The  resting-place  wiience  it  no  more  may 

rise,  [eyes. 

Till  the  Archangel's  trump  unseal  thine 

And  call  thee  hence  to  judgment ;  canst  thou 

close 


Those  eyes  with  comfort,  and  in  peace  rapoee^ 
Before  thou  lift  thy  voice,  ana  to  the  skiet 
Send  up  devotion's  Evening  Sacrifice, 
Sweet  as  the  fumes  which  ttom  the  censer 

rose? 
Ere  on  thy  thoughts  oblivious  slumber  creep, 
Ere  the  still  sleep  can  lull  thy  pillowed 
head, 
To  EQm,  whose  eyelids  slumber  not,  nor  sleo), 

Commend  thy  spirit :  that  about  thy  bed 
His  wing  may  shield  thee,  and  His  feathers 
keep. 
Sustain  thee  living,  or  receive  thee  dead  I 

Bishop  Jfiml 

954a.  PKATEB,  Fermb 

Liquirer,  cease  I  petitions  yet  remain 
Which  Heaven  may  hear ;  nor  deem  religion 

vain. 
Still  raise  for  good  the  supplicating  voice, 
But  leave  to  Heaven  the  measure  and  the 

choice 
Safe  in  His  power,  whose  eyes  discern  afar 
The  secret  ambush  of  a  specious  pray'r: 
Implore  His  aid,  in  His  aocisions  rest. 
Secure,  whate'er  He  gives.  He  gives  the  best 
Yet,  when  the  sense  of  sacred  presence  fires, 
And  strong  devotion  to  the  skies  aspires, 
Pour  forth  thy  fervors  for  a  healthful  mind. 
Obedient  passions,  and  a  will  resigned : 
For  love,  which  scarce  collective  man  can  fill ; 
For  patience,  sovereign  o'er  transmuted  ill ; 
For  faith,  that,  panting  for  a  happier  seat. 
Counts  death  kind  Nature's  signal  for  retreat: 
These  goods  for  man  the  laws  of  Heaven 

ordain;  [to  gain: 

These  goods  He  grants  who  grants  the  power 
With  these,  celestial  wisdom  calms  the  mind. 
And  makes  the  happiness  she  does  not  find. 

Samuel  Johnson, 

9M4.  PEiTES,  FomuO. 

I  often  say  my  prayers ; 
But  do  I  ever  pray  ? 

And  do  the  wishes  of  my  heart 
Go  with  the  "^ords  I  say  ? 
I  may  arwell  kneel  down 
And  worship  pods  of  stone. 

As  offer  to  the  living  Qod 
A  prayer  of  words  alone. 
For  words  without  the  heart 
The  Lord  will  never  hear ; 

Nor  will  He  to  those  lips  attend 
Whose  prayers  are  not  sincere. 

John  Burton, 
3545.  F&iTEB,  Honr  o£ 

My  God  I  is  any  hour  so  sweet. 

From  blush  of  mom  to  evening  star, 
As  that  which  calls  me  to  Thy  feet — 
The  hour  of  prayer? 

Words  cannot  tell  what  blest  relief 
Here  from  my  every  want  I  find. 
What  strength  for  warfare,  balm  for  grief; 
What  peace  of  mind. 

Hushed  is  each  doubt ;  gone  every  fear; 
My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay  *. 
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And  e'en  tlie  penitential  tear 
Is  wiped  away. 

CharlatU  SUit4L 

M46,  FRATEBi  Eynm  ot 

From  tho  recesses  of  a  lowly  spirit 
Our  humble  prayer  ascends ;  O  Father,  hear  it  I 
Upsoariog  on  the  wings  of  awe  and  meekness, 
Forgive  its  weakness  I 

I  know,  I  feel,  how  mean  and  how  unworthy 
The  trembling  sacrifice  I  pour  before  Thee ; 
What  con  I  offer  in  Tliy  presence  holy, 
But  sin  and  folly  f 

For  in  Thy  sight — ^who  every  bosom  yiewest — 

Cold  are  our  warmest  vows,  and  vain  our 

truest ;  [peat  them. 

Thoughts  of  a  hurrying  hour;  our  lips  re- 

Our  hearts  forget  them. 

We  see  Thy  hand — ^it  leads  us,  it  supports  us ; 

We  hear  Thy  voice — ^it  counsels  and  it  courts 

us ;  [ness 

And  then  we  turn  away ;  and  still  Thy  Idnd- 

Forgives  our  blindness. 

And  still  Thy  rain  descends.  Thy  son  is  glow- 
ing, [blowing, 
Fruits  lipcn  round,  flowers  are  beneath  us 
And,  as  if  man  were  some  deserving  creature, 
Joys  cover  nature. 

Oh,  how  long-suffering.  Lord  I  but  Thou  de- 

lightest  [vitest. 

To  win  with  love  the  wandering :  Thou  in- 

By  smiles  of  mercy,  not  by  frowns  or  terrors, 

Man  from  his  errors. 

Who  can  resist  Thy  gentle  call,  appealing 
To  evei7  generous  thought  and  grateful  feel- 
ing ?  [ever, 
That  voice  paternal — ^whispering,  watching 
My  Dosom  ? — ^never. 

Father  and  Saviour  I  plant  within  each  bosom 
The  seeds  of  holiness, -and  bid  them  blossom 
In  fragrance  and  in  beauty  bright  and  vernal, 
And  spring  eternal. 

Then  place  them  in  those  everlasting  gardens. 
Where  angels  walk,  and  seraplis  are  the  war- 
dens ;  [death^s  dark  portal 
Where    every    flower  tlut   creeps  through 
Becomes  immortal. 

JoJin  Bowring. 

3547.  FBATEB,  Infiiieaoe  ofi 

There  is  an  eye  that  never  sleeps, 

Beneath  the  wing  of  night ; 
There  is  an  ear  that  never  shuts. 

When  sink  tho  beams  of  light. 
There  is  an  ailn  that  never  tiies. 

When  human  strength  gives  way ; 
There  is  a  love  that  never  fails, 

When  earthly  loves  decay. 
That  eye  is  fixed  on  seraph  throngs ; 
That  ear  is  llllcd  with  angels'  songs ; 
That  arm  upholds  the  world  on  high ; 
That  love  is  throned  beyond  the  sky. 
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But  there^s  a  power  which  man  can  wield 

When  mortal  aid  b  vain, 
Tliat  eye,  that  arm,  that  love  to  reach. 

That  listening  ear  to  gain ; 
That  power  is  prayer,  wnidi  soars  on  high. 
And  feeds  on  bliss  beyond  the  sky. 

9M9.  PEiTEB,  Hataieof: 

Prayer  is  tho  souFs  sincere  desire,        « 

Uttered  or  unexpressed ; 
Hie  motion  of  a  hidden  Are 

That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh. 

The  falling  of  a  tear, 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye. 

When  none  but  €k>d  is  near. 

Prayer  is  the  simplest  fcrm  of  speecb 

That  infant  lips  can  try ; 
Prayer,  the  sublunest  strains  that  reach 

The  Majesty  on  high. 

Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice, 

Returning  fi*om  his  ways ; 
While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice^ 

And  cry.  Behold,  he  prays  t 

Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 

Tho  Christian's  native  air ; 
His  watchword  at  tho  gat«i  of  death — 

He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

Nor  prayer  is  made  by  man  alone ; 

The  Holy  Spirit  pleads. 
And  Jesus,  on  the  eternal  throne, 

For  sinners  intercedes. 

Jama  Montffomery. 

S540.  FBATES,  Heed  oC 

When  prayer  delights  the  least,  then  Idam  to 
say,  [pray. 

Soul,  now  is  greatest  need  that  thou  shouldst 
Crooked  and  warped  I  am,  and  I  would  fain 
Straighten  myself  by  thy  right  line  agtdn. 
Oh   come,  warm  sun,   and  ripen  my  late 
fruits ;  [roots. 

Pierce,  genial  sbowere,  down  to  my  parched 
My  well  is  bitter ;  cast  therein  the  tree. 
That  sweet  henceforth   its  brackish  waves 

ma^be. 
Say  what  is  prayer,  when  it  is  prayerindeed  f 
The  mighty  utterance  of  a  mighty  need. 
The  man  is  praying,  who  doth  press  with 

might 
Out  of  his  darkness  into  God^s  own  light. 
Flowers,  from  their  stalks  divided,  presently 
Droop,  fail,  and  wither  in  tho  gazer's  eye. 
The  greenest  leaf  divided  from  its  stem. 
To  speedy  wintering  doth  itself  condemn. 
Tho  largest  river  from  its  fountain-head 
Cut  off,  leaves  soon  a  parched  and  dusty  bed 
All  things  that  live,  from  God  their  suste- 
nance wait. 
And  sun  and  moon  are  l)eggars  at  His  gate. 

Richard  Ch^ievix  l^endL 

dMO.  FBAYEBi  Ol^eoti  of. 

Be  not  afraid  to  pray — to  pray  is  right. 
Pray  if  thou  canst,  with  hope,         [delay ; 
Though  hope  be  weak,  or  a6k  with  long 
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Pray  in  the  darkness,  if  there  be  no  light. 
Far  is  the  time,  remote  from  human  sight, 
When  war  and  discord  on  the  earth  shall 

cease; 
Yet  every  prayer  for  universal  peace 
Avails  the  blessed  time  to  expedite. 
Whatever  is  good  to  wish,  ask  that  of  Heaven, 
3^ough  it  be  what  thou  canst  not  hope  or 
see; 
Pray  to  be  perfect,  though  material  leaven 

Forbid  the  spirit  so  on  earth  to  be ; 
But  if  for  any  wish  thou  darest  not  pray. 
Then  pray  to  God  to  cast  that  wish  away. 

Hartly  Coleridge. 

9M1.  PSAYEB,  Offiffinsi  in. 

Lord  I  Who  art  merciful  as  well  as  just, 
Incline  Thine  ear  to  me,  a  child  of  dust. 
Kot  what  I  would,  O  Lord  I  I  offer  Thee, 

Alas  I  but  what  I  can* 
Father  Almighty  I  Who  hast  made  me  m^n, 
And  bade  me  look  to  heaven,  for  Thou  art 

there,  ' 

Accept  my  sacrifice  and  humble  prayer. 
Four  things,  which  are  not  in  Thy  treasury, 
I  lay  before  Thee,  Lord,  with  this  petition : 

My  nothingness,  my  wants, 

My  sins,  and  my  contrition. 

M,  Southey. 

d559.  F2ATEBv  Omnipotonoe  oft 

Frail  art  thou,  O  man,  as  a  bubble  on  the 

breaker. 
Weak,  and  governed  by  externals,  like  a  poor 

bird  caught  in  the  storm ; 
Yet   thy  momentary  breath   can    still  the 

raging  waters,  [the  world. 

Thy  hand  can  touch  a  lever  that  may  move 
O  Merciful,  we  strike  eternal  covenant  with 

Thee,  [ruleth  kings : 

For  man  may  take  for  his  ally  the  King  who 
How  strong,  yet  how  most  weak,  in  utter 

poverty  how  rich,  [mant  in  a  man  I 
What  possible  onmipotenoe  to  good  is  dor- 
Prayer  is  a  creatoress  strength,  his  very  breath 

and  being ;  [wicket  of  Merey. 

Prayer  is  the  golden  key  that  can  open  the 
Prayer  is  the  magic  sound  that  saith  to  Fate, 

So  be  it; 
Prayer  is  the  slender  nerve  that  moveth  the 

muscles  of  Onmipotence. 

M.  F.  Tapper. 

M59.  PSATEB,  Beant 

Qo  when  the  morning  shineth, 

Go  when  the  noon  is  bright, 
Go  when  the  eve  dedineth. 

Go  in  the  hush  of  night : 
Go  with  pure  mind  and  feeling, 

Fling  every  fear  away. 
And  in  thy  chamber  kneeling, 

Do  thou  in  secret  pray. 

Bemember  all  who  love  thee, 

All  who  are  loved  by  thee  ; 
Pray,  too,  for  those  who  hate  thee ; 

If  any  such  there  be : 


Then,  for  thyself,  in  meeknessi 

A  blessing  humbly  claim. 
And  link  with  each  petition 

Thy  great  Redeemer's  name. 

Or  if  'tis  e'er  denied  thee 

In  solitude  to  pray. 
Should  holy  thoughts  come  o^er  thee 

When  friends  are  round  thy  way, 
E'en  then  the  silent  breathing 

Of  thy  spirit  raised  above. 
May  reach  His  throne  of  glory. 

Who  is  men^,  truth,  and  love. 

John  CroM  BdL 

MM.  PBATBB,  Babmiflsion  io. 

Whatever  I  ask,  I  surely  know 

And  steadfastly  believe. 
Thou  wilt  the  thing  desired  bestow. 

Or  else  a  better  give. 

To  Thee  I  therefore,  Lord,  submit 

My  every  fond  request, 
And  own,  adoring  at  Thy  feet. 

Thy  will  is  always  best 

Charles  Wedey. 

^&M.  FSATEB,  Tlie  Book  of. 

It  is,  in  one  choice  handful,  heaven,  and  aU 
Heaven's  royal  hosts  encamped  thus  small ; 
To  prove  that  true,  schools  used  to  tell, 
A  thousand  angels  in  one  point  can  dwelL 
It  is  love's  great  artillery, 
Which  here  contracts  itself,  and  comes  to  lie, 
Close  couched  in  your  white  bosom,  and  from 

thence. 
As  from  a  snowy  fortress  of  defence. 
Against  your  ghostly  foe  to  take  your  part. 
And  fortify  the  hold  of  your  chaste  heart 

It  is  an  armory  of  light : 

Let  constant  use  but  keep  it  bright. 

You'll  find  it  yields. 
To  holy  hands  and  humble  hearts, 

More  swords  and  shields 
Than  sin  hath  snares,  or  hell  hath  darts. 

Only  be  sure 

The  hands  be  pure 
That  hold  these  weapons,  and  the  eyes 

Those  of  turtles,  chaste  and  true, 
Wakeful  and  wise.  Biehard  Craahaw. 

95M.  FRAYEB8,  Two. 

Two  went  to  pray  ?    O,  rather  say. 
One  went  to  brag,  the  other  to  pray ; 
One  stands  up  close  and  treads  on  high. 
Where  the  other  dares  not  lend  his  eye ; 
One  nearer  to  God's  altar  trod, 
The  other  to  the  altar's  God. 

Biehard  Crcuihato, 

3557.  PBAYEB,  TTaiTorsaL 
Father  of  all !  in  every  age. 

In  every  clime  adored. 
By  saint,  by  savage,  and  by  sago, 

Jehovah,  Jove,  or  Lord  I 

Thou  great  First  Cause,  least  understood* 
Who 'ill  my  sense  oonflned 
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To  know  bat  this,  that  Thou  art  good. 
And  that  myscli  am  blind ; 

Yet  gaye  me,  in  this  dark  estate, 

To  see  the  good  from  ill ; 
And,  binding  natare  fast  in  fate. 

Left  free  &e  human  "will. 

What  conscience  dictates  to  be  done, 

Or  warns  me  not  to  do, 
This,  teach  me  more  than  hell  to  shun. 

That,  more  than  heayen  pursue. 

"What  blessings  Thy  free  bounty  giyes 

Let  me  not  cast  away ; 
For  God  is  jpaid  when  man  reoeiyes. 

To  enjoy  is  to  obey. 

Yet  not  to  earth^s  contracted  span 

Thy  goodness  let  me  bound, 
Or  thi]£  Thee  Lord  alone  of  man, 

When  thousand  worlds  are  round : 

Let  not  this  weak,  unknowing  hand 

Presume  Thy  bolts  to  throw, 
And  deal  damnation  round  the  land 

On  each  I  judge  Thy  foe. 

If  I  am  right.  Thy  grace  impart 

Still  in  the  right  to  stay ; 
If  I  am  wrong,  O,  teach  my  heart 

To  find  that  better  way  \ 

Saye  me  alike  from  foolish  pride, 

Or  impious  discontent. 
At  aught  Thy  wisdom  has  denied. 

Or  aught  Thy  goodness  lent 

Teach  me  to  feel  another^s  woe, 

To  hide  the  fault  I  see ; 
That  mercy  I  to  others  show. 

That  mercy  show  to  me. 

Mean  though  I  am,  not  wholly  so. 
Since  quickened  by  Thy  breath ; 

O,  lead  me  wheresoever  I  go, 
Through  this  day^s  life  or  death ! 

• 

This  day  be  bread  and  peace  my  lot ; 

All  else  beneath  the  sun. 
Thou  know'st  if  best  bestowed  or  not, 

And  let  Thy  will  be  done. 

To  Thee,  whose  temple  is  all  space, 
Whose  altar,  earth,  sea,  skies  I 

One  chorus  let  all  Being  raise  I 
All  Nature^s  incense  rise  f 

Alexander  B)pe, 

9558.  PSEAOHBB,  Ezampla  of  il 

Would  I  describe  a  preacher,  such  as  Paul, 
Were  he  on  earth,  would  hear,  approye,  and 

own — 
Paul  should  himself  direct  me.    I  would  trace 
His  master-strokes,  and  draw  from  his  design. 
I  would  express  him  simple,  graye,  sincere ; 
In  doctrine,  uncomipt ;  ux  language,  plain ; 
And  plain  in  manner ;  decent,  solemn,  chaste. 
And  natmral  in  gesture ;  mudi  imprcss'd 
Himself,  as  conscious  of  his  awful  charge, 


And  anxious  mainly  that  the  flock  he  feeds 
May  feel  it  too.    Affectionate  in  look, 
And  tender  in  address,  as  well  becomes 
A  messenger  of  grace  to  guilty  men. 

Wiuiam  Oowper. 

9559.  FREAOHEB,  Jnd^^  i. 

The  preacher's  merit  rate  not  by  thine  ear. 
His  phrase,  his  accent : 
To  truth  thy  reyerence  pay,  and  not  its  dress ; 
Esteem  him  for  his  embassy ;  the  blame 
Of  missed  improyement  of tenest  is  our  own. 
Mere  planters  are  Apollos  and  a  Paul ; 
Growth  is  the  Spirit's  gift.  His  yirtual  act 
Alone ;  His  yitaL,  germinating  dew 
Shed  in  the  soul ;  His  influential  beam. 

TAamae  Brown. 

9560.  PBEAOHEB,  LMnied. 

Of  the  deep  learning  in  the  schools  of  yore. 
The  reyerend  pastor  hath  a  golden  stock ; 

Yet,  with  a  yain  display  of  useless  lore, 
Or  sapless  doctrine,  neyer  will  he  mock 
The  anxious  crayings  of  his  simple  flock  I 

But  faithfully  their  humble  shepherd  guides 
Where  streams  eternal  gush  from  Calyary's 
rock; 

For  well  he  knows,  not  learning's  purest  tides 

Can  quench  the  immortal  thirst  that  in  the 
soul  abides.  Mrs.  Little, 

9561.  FSEAOHEBy  Seipoot  for  the. 

I  yenerate  the  man  whose  heart  is  warm, 
Whose  hands  are  pure,  whose  doctrine  and 
Coincident,  exhibit  ludd  proof    [whose  life, 
That  he  is  honest  in  the  sacred  cause. 
To  such  I  render  more  than  mere  respect, 
Whose  actions  say  that  they  respect  them- 
selyes.  WiUiam  Gawper. 

9569.  PBEAGHEB,  Sobriety  of  thoi 

He  that  negotiates  between  God  and  man. 
As  GK>d's  ambassador,  the  grand  concerns 
Of  judgment  and  of  mercy,  should  beware 
Of  lightness  in  his  speech.     'Tis  pitiful 
To  court  a  grin,  when  you  should  woo  a  soul ; 
To  break  a  jest,  when  pity  would  inspire 
Pathetic  exhortation ;  and  to  address 
The  skittish  fancy  with  facetious  tales 
When  sent  with  God's  commission  to  the 

heart 
So  did  not  Paul.    Direct  me  to  a  quip 
Or  merry  turn  in  all  he  eyer  wrote. 
And  I  consent  you  take  it  for  your  text, 
Your  only  one,  till  sides  and  benches  f  aiL 
No :  he  was  serious  in  a  serious  cause, 
And  understood  too -well  the  weighty  terms 
That  he  had  taken  in  charge.    He  would  not 
To  conquer  those  by  jocular  exploits    [stoop 
Whom  truth  and  sobemeas  assailed  in  yain. 

WiUiam  Cowper. 

SI563.  FBEAOHHrCh,  Eloquent 

With  eloquence  innate  his  tongue  was  armed ; 
Though  harsh  the  precept,  yet  the  preacher 

charmed ; 
For,  letting  down  the  golden  chain  from  high, 
He  drew  his  audience  upward  to  the  sky. 
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He  bore  his  great  commission  in  hiB  look : 
But  sweetly  temper'd  awe ;  and  softened  all 

he  spoke.  [hell  * 

He  preached  the  joys  of  heaven,  and  pains  of 
And  warned  the  smncr  with  becoming  zeal ; 
But  on  eternal  mercy  loved  to  dwell. 
Ho  taught  the  gospel  rather  than  the  law ; 
And  forced  himself  to  drive;   but  lov^d  to 

draw.  [heat, 

For  fear  but  freezes  minds:  but  love,  like 

.  Exhales  the  soul  sublime,  to  seek  her  native 

scat. 
To  threats  the  stubborn  sinner  oft  is  hard, 
Wrapped  in  his  crimes,  agamst  the  storm 

prepar*d ; 
But,  when  the  milder  beams  of  mercy  play. 
He  melts,  and  throws  his  cumbrous  cloak 

away.  John,  Dryden. 

3564.  FBEAOHIKa,  EtwigeUoal. 

Say,  what  is  gospel-preaching  ?    'Tis  to  show, 
How  from  his  Father's  love  by  wilful  deed 
Man  fell ;  and  how,  for  ransomed  man  to 
bleed. 
The  Son  of  God  took  in  this  world  of  woe 
Our  flesh,  and  quelled  by  death  our  mortal 
foe:  [lead 

And  what  His  Spirit's  aid;  and  whither 
His  laws ;  His  means  of  grace ;  and  what 
the  meed 
Of  faith,  matured  by  love ;  and  what  we  owe 
The  Three  in  One  I    This  knowledge,  passing 
reach 
Of  man's  device  or  angel^s,  broad  and  deep, 
God  by  His  Son  delivered ;  this  to  teach 
MaiJcind,   He  charged  the  shepherds  of 
His  sheep: 
If  man  or  angel  other  Gospel  preach. 
He  "sows  the  wind,  and  shall  the  whirl- 
wind reap."  BiaJwp  Mant, 

SI563.  FfiEAOHIKai  Inspired. 

By  weakest  ministers,  the  Almighty  thus 
Hakes  known  His  sacred  vnll,  and  shows  His 

power:  [tongue 

By  Him  inspired,  they  speak  with  urgent 
Authoritative,  whilst  the  illumined  breast 
Heaves  with  unwonted  strength ;  high  as  their 

theme. 
Their  great  conceptions  rise  in  rapturous  flow. 
As  quick  the  ready  organs  catch  the  thought. 
And,  in  such  strains  as  science  could  not  teach, 
Bear  it,  in  all  its  radiance,  to  the  heart ; 
The  listening  throng  there  feel  its  blessed 

effect. 
And  deep  conviction  glows  in  every  breast. 

CharUs  Jenner, 

9566.  FBEAOHDSra,  P<nm  ofi 

• 

I  saw  one  man,  armed  simply  with  God's 
word. 
Enter  the  souls  of  many  fellow-men. 
And  pierce  them  sharply  as  a  two-ed^d 
sword,  [agam ; 

While  conscience  echoed  back  his  words 
Tillf  even  as  showers  of  fertilizing  rain 


Sink  through  the  bosom  of  the  valley  dod. 
So  their  hearts  opened  to  the  wholesome 

pain. 
And  hundreds  knelt  upon  the  flowery  sod — 
One  good   man's  earnest  prayer,  the  link 
'twizt  them  and  €k>d. 

CarclvM  E,  Norton, 

3567.  FBESEHT,  Doty  of  tlM. 

Though  hearts  brood  o'er  the  past,  our  eyes 

With  smiling  features  glisten  1 
For  lo  I  our  day  bursts  up  the  skies : 

Lean  out  your  souls  and  listen  I 
The  world  rolls  Freedom's  radiant  way, 

And  ripens  with  her  sorrow : 
Keep  heart !  who  bear  the  cross  to-day 

Shall  wear  the  crown  to-morrow. 

O  Youth  I  flame-earnest,  still  aspire, 

With  energies  immortal  I 
To  many  a  heaven  of  Desire 

Our  yearning  opes  a  portal  I 
And  though  Age  wearies  by  the  way, 

And  hearts  break  in  the  furrow, 
Well  sow  the  golden  grain  to-day — 

The  harvest  comes  to-morrow. 

Build  up  heroic  lives,  and  all 

Be  like  a  sheathen  sabre. 
Beady  to  flash  out  at  God's  call, 

O  chivalry  of  labor  I 
Triumph  and  toil  are  twins :  and  aye 

Joy  suns  the  doud  of  sorrow ; 
And  'tis  the  martyrdom  to-day 

Brings  victory  to-morrow. 

Chrald  Mcutey. 

3568.  PSESEFT,  Employmsnt  of  tbo. 

Happy  the  man,  and  happy  he  alono, 
He,  who  can  call  to-day  his  own : 
He  who,  secure  within,  can  say,  [day. 

To-morrow  do  thy  worst,  for  I  liavc  lived  to- 
Bc  fair,  or  foul,  or  rain,  or  shine,      [mine. 

The  joys  I  have  possess'd,  in  spite  of  fate,  are 
Not  heaven  itself  upon  the  past  has  power; 

But  what  has  been,  has  been,  and  I  have  had 
my  hour. 

Horace^  tr,  hy  John  Dry  den, 

3560.  ?BE8£HT,  LnproToment  of  the. 
But  soft,  my  friend;  arrest  the  present  mo- 
ment. 
For  be  assured  they  all  are  arrant  tell-tales : 
iVnd  though  their  flight  be  silent,  and  their 

path 
Trackless,  as  the  winged  couriers  of  the  air, 
They  post  to  heaven,  and  there  record  thy 
folly;  [watch. 

Because,  though  stationed  on  the  important 
Thou,  like  a  sleeping,  faitlilcss  sentinel. 
Didst  let  them  pass  unnoticed,  unimproved 
And  know,  for  that  thou  slumberest  on  the 

guard. 
Thou  shalt  be  made  to  answer  at  the  bar 
For  every  fugitive;  and  when  tliou,thus 
Shall  stand  impleaded  at  the  high  tribunal 
Of  hoodwinked  justice,  who  diall  tell  thy 
audit? 
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Then  stay  the  present  instant,  dear  Horatio : 
Imprint  the  marks  of  wisdom  on  its  wings. 
"lis  of  moro  worth  than  kingdoms !  far  more 

Sredons  [tain, 

the  crimson  treasures  of  life's  foun- 
O !  let  it  not  elude  thy  grasp ;  but,  like 
The  good  old  patriarch  upon  record, 
Hold  the  fleet  angel  fast  until  ho  bless  thee. 

Jfathanid  Cotton. 

9570.  FEBSSNT,  VaIus  of  ths. 

The  present !  what  is  it  f    A  passing  thought ; 
A  shadowy,  fleeting  phantom  of  the  mind ; 
It  is  a  coin  abovo  all  gold  1  grasp  it, 
Weigh  it  in  the  nice  balance  of  the  mind. 
Now  it  is  yours — and  fresh  from  out  the  mint 
Of  Time  'tis  yours  hut  now,    Ere  you  can  flx 
The  mind  upon  \  'tis  valueless ;  'tis  dropped 
Amid  the  countless  sum  of  all  the  post  I 
Moments  are  meted  out  to  you,  and  bear 
A  stamp  that  will  bo  known  when  ye  are 
called  [they  fly. 

To  the  high  accompt.    They  come,  and  then 
Unheeded  messongci^s,  up  to  heaven's  bar ; 
There,  millions  unaccounted  for  await 
The  final  reckoning. 

3571.  FBESEimiCEirrSi  Guidaaoo  ly, 

Unwelcome  insight  I    Tct  there  are 
Blest  times  when  mystery  b  laid  bare^ 

Truth  shows  a  glorious  face, 
While  on  that  isthmus  which  commands 
Tlie  councils  of  both  worlds,  she  stands^ 

Sage  Spirits !  by  your  grace. 
Qod,  who  instructs  the  brutes  to  scent 
All  changes  of  tlio  clement. 

Whose  wisdom  fixed  the  scale 
Of  natures,  for  our  wants  provides 
By  higher,  sometimes  humbler,  guides, 

When  lights  of  reason  fail. 

William  Wordstoorth, 

9573.  BBESEHTDIEITS,  FwlwUsi 

If  the  celestials  daily  fly 

With  messages,  on  missions  lugh, 

And  float,  our  masts  and  turrets  nigh. 

Conversing  on  Heaven's  great  intents ; 
What  wonder  hints  of  coming  things. 
Whereto  man's  hope  and  yearning  clin^ 
Should  drop  like  feathers  from  their  wmgs 

And  give  us  vague  presentiments  ? 

Jean  Ingdow, 

9573.  FKE88,  IsfliMnM  of  tlio. 

How  shall  I  speak  thee,  or  thy  power  address, 
Thou  god  of  our  idolatiy,  the  Press? 
By  thee,  religion,  liberty,  and  laws. 
Exert  their  imluence,  and  advance  their  cause : 
By  thee -worse  plagues  than  Pharoah's  land 

befcU, 
Diffused,  make  Earth  the  vestibule  of  Hell ; 
Thou  fountain,  at  which  drink  the  good  and 

wise; 
Thou  ever-bubbling  spring  of  endless  lies ; 
Like  Eden's  dread  probationary  tree, 
Sjiowledge  of  good  and  evil  Is  from  thee. 

WUliam  Cowper, 


But  mightiest  of  the  mighty  means 
On  which  the  arm  of  progress  leans, 
Man's  noblest  mission  to  advance. 
His  woes  assuage,  his  weal  enhance, 
His  rights  enforce,  his  wrongs  redress, 
Mightiest  of  mighty  is  the  Press. 

John  Botoring, 

M74.  FSIDE,  Abrardity  of. 

O  poverty  of  pride !     O  foul  disgrace  I 
Disgusted  reason,  blushing,  hides  her  face. 
Mortal,   and  proud  I    strange,  contradicting 
terms  I  [worms  I 

Pride  for  death's  victim,  for  the  prey  of 
Of  all  the  wonders  which  the  eventful  life 
Of  man  presents ;  of  all  the  mental  strife 
Of  warring  passions :  all  the  raging  fires 
Of  furious  appetites  and  mad  desires ; 
Not  one  so  strange  appears  as  this  alone. 
That  man  is  proud  of  what  is  not  his  own. 

Hannah  More, 

9575.  PBIDE,  EUndnoss  o£ 

Of  all  the  causes  which  conspire  to  blind 
Man's  erring  judgment,  and  misguide  tlie 

mind. 
What  the  weak  head  with  strongest  bias  rules, 
Is  pride,  the  never-failing  vice  of  fools. 
Whatever  nature  has  in  worth  denied. 
She  gives  in  large  recruits  of  needful  pride : 
For  as  in  bodies,  thus  in  souls,  we  find 
What  wants  in  blood  and  spirits  swcll'd  with 

wind: 
Pride,  where  wit  fails,  steps  in  to  our  defence. 
And  fills  up  all  the  mighty  void  of  sense. 

Alexander  Ihpe. 

3576.  FBIDE,  OriminsL 

Hark  the  rustle  of  a  dress 

Stiff  with  lavish  costliness  I 

Here  comes  one  whose  check  would  flush 

But  to  have  her  garment  brush 

'Qainst  the  girl  whose  fingers  thin 

Wove  the  weary  'broidery  in. 

Bending  backward  from  her  toil, 

Lest  her  tears  the  silk  might  soil. 

And  in  midnight's  chill  and  murk, 

Stitched  Iicr  life  into  the  work. 

Little  doth  the  wearer  heed 

Of  the  heart-break  in  the  brede ; 

A  hyena  by  her  side 

Skulks,  down-looking — it  is  Pride. 

J,  K  Lotodl, 

9577.  FBIDE,  EiMt  o£ 

Hear  thou,  in  brief. 
What  peopled  hell,  what  holds  its  prisoners 

there. 
Pride,  self -adoring  pride,  was  primal  cause 
Of  all  sin  past,  all  pain,  all  woe  to  come. 
Unconquerable  pride !  first,  eldest  sin ; 
Great  fountain-head  of  evil ;  highest  source, 
Whence  flowed  rebellion  'gainst  the  Omnipo- 
tent, 
Whence  hate  of  man  to  man,  and  all  else  ilL 
Pride  at  the  bottom  of  the  human  heart 
Lay,  and  gave  root  and  nourishment  to  all 
That  grew  above.    Great  ancestor  of  vice  t 
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Hate,  unbelief,  and  blasphemy  of  God ; 
Envy  and  slander ;  malice  and  revenge ; 
And  murder,  and  deceit,  and  every  birth 
Of  damned  sort,  was  progeny  of  pride. 
It  was  the  ever-movinff,  acting  force, 
The  constant  aim,  ana  the  most  thirsty  wish 
Of  every  sinner  unrenewed,  to  be 
A  god :  in  purple  or  in  rags,  to  have 
Himself  adored :  whatever  shape  or  form 
His  actions  took :  whatever  phitise  he  threw 
About  his  thoughts,  or  mantle  o'er  his  life, 
To  be  the  highest,  was  the  inward  cause 
Of  all — ^the  purpose  of  the  heart  to  be   [bow 
Set  up,  admired,  obeyed.     But  who  would 
The  knee  to  one  who  served  and  was  depend- 
ent? [day. 
Hence  man's  perpetual  struggle,  night  and 
To  prove  he  was  his  own  proprietor. 
And  independent  of  his  God,  that  what 
He  had  might  be  esteemed  his  own,  and  praised 
As  such.    He  labored  still,  and  tried  to  stand 
Alone  \inpropped — ^to  be  oblised  to  none ; 
And  in  the  madness  of  his  pndo  he  bade 
His  Qod  farewell,  and  tamed  away  to  be 
A  god  himself ;  resolving  to  rely. 
Whatever  came,  upon  his  own  right  hand. 

BobertFbUok. 

357§.  FSIDE,  Kinds  oft 

Shun  pride,  O  Rae  I — ^whatever  sort  beside 
You  take  in  lieu,  shun  spiritual  pride  I 
A  pride  there  is  of  rank,  a  pride  of  birth, 
A  pride  of  Icamins,  and  a  pride  of  purse, 
A  London  pride — ^m  short,  there  be  on  earth 
A  host  of  prides,  some  better  and  some  worse ; 
But  of  all  prides,  since  Lucifer's  attaint, 
The  proudest  swells  a  self -elected  Saint. 

Thomas  Hood. 

3570.  PRIDE,  (hreiooming. 

Deep  is  the  sea,  and  deep  is  hell,  but  Pride 

mineth  deeper ; 
It  is  coiled  as  a  poisonous  worm  about  the 

foundations  of  the  souL 
Smoothly  will  it  gratulate  thy  skill,  O  subtle 

anatomist  of  self. 
And  spurn  at  its  very  being,  while  it  nestleth 

^he  deeper  in  thy  bosom. 
Beware  of  the  smiling  enemy,  that  openly 

sheatheth  his  weapon. 
But  mingleth  poison  in  secret  with  the  sacred 

salt  of  hospitality : 
For  pride  will  lie  dormant  in  thy  heart,  to 

snatch  its  secret  opportunity,  [toils. 
Watching,  as  a  lion-ant,  in  the  bottom  of  its 
Stay  not  to  parley  with  thy  foe,  for  his  tongue 

is  more  potent  than  his  arm. 
But  be  wiser,  fighting  against  pride  in  the 

simple  panoply  of  prayer. 
As  one  also  of  the  poets  hath  said,  let  not  the 

Proteus  escape  thee ; 
For  he  will  blaze  forth  as  fire,  and  quench 

himself  in  likeness  of  water ; 
He  will  fight  thee  as  a  roaring  beast,  or  charm 

thee  as  a  subtle  reptile. 
Hark,  amid  all  his  transformations,  the  com- 
plicate deceitfulness  of  pride, 


And  the  more  he  striveth  to  elude  thee,  bind 

him  the  closer  in  thy  toils. 
Prayer  is  the  net  that  snareth  him ;  prayer  is 

the  fetter  that  holdeth  him  : 
Thou  canst  not  nourish  pride,  while  waiting 

as  an  almsman  on  thy  God — 
Waiting  in  sincerity  and  trust,  or  pride  shall 

meet  thee  even  there ; 
Yea,  from  the  palaces  of  heaven  hath  pride 

.  cast  down  his  millions. 
Root  up  the  mandrake  from  thy  heart,  though 

it  cost  thee  blood  and  groans, 
Or  the  cherished  garden  of  thy  graces  will 

fade  and  perish  utterly. 

2r.  F.  Tupper. 

d5§0.  PKIBS,  Qulity  o£ 

Spite  of  all  the  fools  that  pride  has  made, 
'Tis  not  on  man  a  useless  burthen  laid ; 
Pride  has  ennobled  some,  and  some  disgraced ; 
It  hurts  not  in  itself,  but  as  'tis  placed ; 
When  right,  its  views  know  none  but  virtue's 
bound ;  [around. 

When  wrong,  it   scarcely  looks   one   inch 

^.  StiUingfleeL 

M81.  FBIDE,  Buhl  by. 

He  that  is  proud  eats  up  himself.     Pride  is 
His  own  glass,  his  own  trumpet,  his  own 

chronicle ; 
And  whatever  praises  itself  but  in 
The  deed,  devours  the  deed  in  the  praise. 

8haJGe9pear&. 

35§9.  FBIVAOT,  Desiie  for 

Let  him  that  will  ascend  the  tottering  seat 
Of  courtly  grandeur,  and  become  as  great 
As  are  his  mounting  wishes :  as  for  me. 
Let  sweet  repose  and  rest  my  portion  be ; 
Give  me  some  mean,  obscure  recess,  a  sphere 
Out  of  the  road  of  business,  or  the  fear 
Of  falling  lower ;  where  I  sweetly  may 
Myself  and  dear  retirement  still  enjoy : 
Let  not  my  life  or  name  be  known  unto 
The  grandees  of  the  time,  tost  to  and  fro 
By  censures  or  applause ;  but  let  my  age 
Slide  gently  by ;  not  overthwart  the  stage 
Of  public  action ;  unheard,  unseen. 
And  unconcerned,  as  if  I  ne'er  had  been. 
And  thus,  while  I  shall  pass  my  silent  days 
In  shady  privacy,  free  from  the  noise 
And  bustle  of  the  mad  world,  then  shall  I 
A  good  old  innocent  plebeian  die. 
Death  is  a  mere  surprise,  a  very  snare 
To  him  that  makes  it  his  life's  greatest  care 
To  be  a  public  pageant ;  known  to  all. 
But  unacquainted  with  himself,  doth  hXL 
Seneca^  paraphrased  by  Sir  MtUtkew  Bale, 

3583.  FBIZB,  Frioe  of  the. 

Wouldst  the  honey  still  taste,  while  afraid  of 

the  sting  of  the  bee  ? 
Wouldst  the  victor's  crown  wear,  without 

knowing  the  terrible  fight  9 
Could  the  diver  get  the  pearls  that  repose  in 

the  depth  of  the  sea 
If  he  stood  on  the  shore,  from  the  crocodile 

shrinking  in  fright  ? 
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With  unfaltering  toil  thou  must  soekwhat 
the  Fates  have  decreed 

May  be  won,  and  conrageonslj  pluck  for  thy- 
self the  bright  meed  1 

Oriental^  tt\  by  W.  R  Alger, 

MM.  PBOBATIOF,  Kui*!. 

Placed  for  his  trial  on  this  bustling  stage, 
From  thoughtless  youth  to  ruminating  age, 
Free  in  his  will  to  choose  or  to  refuse, 
M^  may  improve  the  crisis,  or  abuse  ; 
£lse,  on  the  fatalist's  unrighteous  plan, 
Say  to  what  bar  amenable  were  man  ?  [trust. 
With  naught  in  charge  he  could  betray  no 
And,  if  he  fell,  would  fall  because  he  must ; 
If  lore  reward  him,  or  if  vengeance  strike. 
His  recompense  in  both  unjust  alike. 
Divine  authority  within  his  breast  [test ; 

Brings  every  thought,  word,  action  to  the 
Warns  him  or  prompts,  approves  him  or  re- 
strains, 
Ab  reason,  or  as  passion,  takes  the  reins. 
Heaven  from  above,   and  consdenoe  from. 

.  within, 
Cries  in  his  startled  ear,  '*  Abstain  from  sin  I" 
The  world  around  solicits  his  desire, 
And  kindles  in  his  soul  a  treacherous  fire ; 
While,  all  his  purposes  and  steps  to  guard, 
Peace  follows  virtue  as  its  sure  reward ; 
And  pleasure  brings  as  surely  in  her  train 
Remorse,  and  sorrow,  and  vindictive  pain. 
Man,  thus  endued  with  an  elective  voice. 
Must  be  supplied  with  objects  of  his  choice. 
Wherever  he  turns,  enjoyment  and  delight, 
Or  present,  or  in  prospect,  meet  his  sight : 
These  open  on  the  spot  their  honey 'd  store ; 
Those  call  him  loucUy  to  pursuit  of  more. 
His  unexhausted  mine  the  sordid  vice 
Avarice  shows,  and  virtue  is  the  price. 
Here  various  motives  his  ambition  raise-^ 
Power,  pomp,  and  splendor,  and  the  thirst 

of  praise; 
There  beauty  woos  him  with  expanded  arms ; 
£^en  bacchanalian  madness  has  its  charms. 

Kor  these  alone,  whose  pleasures  less  refined 
IG^ht  well  alarm  the  most  unguarded  mind. 
Seek  to  supplant  his  inexperienced  youth. 
Or  lead  him  devious  from  the  path  of  truth ; 
Hourly  allurements  on  his  passions  press, 
Safe  in  themselves,  but  dangerous  in  the  ex- 
cess. WUliam  Coiop&r. 

3585.  FBOOSASTnrATIOHy  Abiorditj  of. 

To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow, 
Creeps  in  this  pretty  face  from  day  to  day, 
To  the  last  syllable  of  record&d  time ; 
And  all  our  yesterdays  have  lighted  fools 
The  way  to  dusty  death.     (Xit,  out,  brief 

candle  I 
liif e^s  but  a  walking  shadow ;  a  poor  player, 
That  struts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  stage, 
And  then  is  heard  no  more :  it  is  a  tale 
Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  sound  and  fury. 
Signifying  nothing.  ShaJcetpeare. 

3586.  FBOOSASTIHATIOK,  FoUy  of^ 

To-morrow,  didst  thou  say  t 

Hethought  I  heard  Horatio  say,  To-morrow.  I 


€k>  to — ^I  will  not  hear  of  it — ^To-morrow  1 
*Tis  a  sharper,  who  stakes  his  penury 
Against  thy  plenty ;  who  takes  thy  ready  cash. 
And  pays  thee  naught  but  wishes,  hopes,  and 

promises. 
The  currency  of  idiots :  injurious  bankrupt, 
That  gulls  the  easy  creditor  I  To-morrow ! 
It  is  a  period  nowhere  to  be  found 
In  all  the  hoary  registers  of  Time, 
Unless  perchance  in  the  fooVs  calendar. 
Wisdom  disclaims  the  word,  nor  holds  society 
With  those  who  own  it.     No,  my  Horatio, 
'Tis  Fancy's  child,  and  Folly  is  its  father ; 
Wrought  of  such  stuff  as  dreams  are,  and  as 

baseless 
As  the  fantastic  visions  of  the  evening. 

IfathanuH  Cotton, 

9587.  FBOOlUBTIHATIOir,  H&bit  oC 
Comutus,  Unhappy  he  who  does  his  work 

adjourn. 
And  to  to-morrow  would  the  search  delay : 
His  lazy  morrow  will  be  like  to-day.  [borrow  t 
iV#.  But  is  one  day  of  ease  too  much  to 
Com.  Yes,  sure ;  for  yesterday  was  once  to- 
morrow. 
That  yesterday  is  gone,  and  nothing  gained ; 
And  idl  thy  fruitless  da^s  will  thus  be  wiin^d: 
For  thou  hast  more  to-morrows  yet  to  ask, 
And  wilt  be  ever  to  begin  thy  task ;      [curst. 
Who,  like  the  hindmost  chariot  wheels,  art 
Still  to  bo  near,  but  ne'er  to  reach,  the  first. 
Bfrsivs,  tr,  by  John  Dryden. 

9588.  PB0FE88I0K,  Fe^erae. 

Though  all  the  precious  promises 
I  find  fulfilled  in  Jesu's  love, 

If  perfect  I  myself  profess, 
My  own  profession  I  disprove. 

The  purest  saint  that  lives  below 
Doth  his  own  sanctity  disclaim ; 

The  wisest  owns,  I  nothing  know, 
The  holiest  cries,  I  nothing  am  I 

Charles  Wedey, 

3589.  FROaSESS,  Day  of. 
There's  a  fount  about  to  stream. 
There's  a  light  about  to  gleam. 
There's  a  warmth  about  to  glow. 
There's  a  flower  about  to  blow, 
There's  a  midnight  darkness  changing 

Into  gray. 
Men  of  thought,  and  men  of  action, 

Clear  the  way  I 

Once  the  welcome  light  has  broken. 

Who  shall  say 
What  the  unimagined  glories 

Of  the/ day — 
What  the  evil  that  shall  perish 

In  its  ray  ? 
Aid  the  dawning,  tongue  and  pen ; 
Aid  it,  hopes  of  honest  men  I 
Aid  it,  paper — aid  it,  typo- 
Aid  it,  for  the  hour  is  ripe, 
And  our  earnest  must  not  slacken 

Into  play. 
Men  of  thought,  and  men  of  action, 

Clear  the  way  I 
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Lot  a  doud*s  about  to  Tanlsh 

From  the  day, 
And  a  brazen  wrong  to  crumble 

Into  day. 
Lo  I  the  right's  al>out  to  conquer, 

Clear  the  way  I 
With  that  right  shall  many  more 
Enter  smiling  at  the  door ; 
With  the  giant  wrong  shall  fall 
Many  others,  great  and  small, 
That  for  ages  long  haye  held  ns 

For  their  prey. 
Men  of  thought,  and  men  of  action. 

Clear  the  way  t 

CharleB  Maekay, 

9500.  PBOOBE88,  Beitiny  o£ 

For  Destiny  does  not  like 

To  yield  to  man  the  helm ; 
And  shoots  his  thoughts  by  hidden  nerres, 

Throughout  thp  solid  realm* 
The  patient  Daemon  sits. 

With  roses  and  a  shroud ; 
He  has  his  way,  and  deals  his  gifts — 

But  ours  is  not  allowed. 

When  the  old  world  is  sterile, 

And  the  ages  are  effete, 
He  will  from  wrecks  and  sediment 

The  fairer  world  complete. 
He  forbids  to  despair, 

His  checks  mantle  with  mirth ; 
And  the  unimagincd  good  of  men 

Is  yearning  at  th»  birth. 

Spring  still  makes  spring  in  the  mind, 

When  sixty  years  are  told ; 
Loye  wakes  anew  this  throbbing  heart, 

And  we  arc  neycr  old. 
Oyer  the  winter  gladers, 

I  see  the  summer  glow. 
And,  through  the  wild-piled  snowdrift, 

The  warm  rosebuds  below. 

R,  "Wm  EfMrwrtm 

9591.  FSOGSESS,  Ibroh  ofi 

Life  is  coming,  Death  is  going, 
Quickly  past  us  time  is  flowing ; 
Day  is  dawning.  Night  is  flying, 
Soon  shall  end  this  grief  and  sighing ! 
Best  is  nearing,  Toil  is  ending, 
Homeward  now  our  path  is  bending ; 
Right  is  hasting,  Wrong  is  leaying, 
Earth  ere  long  shall  cease  its  grieymg. 
Loye  is  coming,  Hate  is  going, 
Seeds  of  unity  are  sowing ; 
Fear  is  passing,  Hope  is  brightening ; 
Burdened  brows  and  hearts  are  lightening ; 
Cells  are  bursting,  Chains  are  breaking. 
Weary  spirits  cease  thdr  waking. 
Tears  are  drying,  Songs  are  breiJdng, 
Earth^s  glad  echoes  are  awaking. 
Qrayes  are  opening,  Dead  are  meeting, 
Heayen  and  earth  each  other  greeting. 
Hill  and  yale  put  on  their  glc^ess. 
Not  a  trace  remains  of  sadness. 

Amen,  Amenl 
Siratitu  Bonar, 


MWt.  FB0&BE88,  Modexn. 

_        ft 

Fool,  again  the  dream,  the  fancy  I   but  I 

know  my  words  arc  wild. 
But  I  count  the  gray  barbarian  lower  than 

the  Christian  child. 
I,  to  herd  with  narrow  foreheads,  yacant  of 

our  glorious  gains, 
Like  a  beast  with   lower  pleasures,  like  a 

beast  with  lower  pains  I 
Mated  with  a  squalid  sayago--wfaat  to  me 

were  sun  or  clime  ? 
I,  the  heir  of  all  the  ages,  in  the  foremost 

flies  of  time — 
I,  that  rather  held  it  better  men  should  per- 

ish  one  by  one. 
Than  that  earth  should  stand  at  gaze  like 

Joshua^s  moon  in  Ajalon  I 
Not  in  yain  the  distance  beacons.     Forward, 

forward  let  us  range ; 
Let  the  great  world  spin  forcrer  down  the 

ringing  grooyes  of  change. 
Through  the  shadow  of  the  gk>be  we  sweep 

into  the  younger  day : 
Better  fifty  years  of  Europe  than  a  cycle  of 

Cathay.  Alfred  TennywrL 

9593.  PSOaBESS,  Qmani  o£ 

Look  on  this  beautiful  world,  and  read  the 

truth 
In  her  fair  page ;  see,  ercry  season  brings 
New  change,  to  her,  of  cyerlasting  youth ; 
Still  the  green  soil,  with  joyous  liying  tilings, 
Swarms,  the  wide  air  is  full  of  joyous  wings, 
And  myriads,  still,  are  happy  in  the  sleep 
Of  ocean^s  azure  gulfs,  and  where  he  flings 
The  restless  surge.     Eternal  Loye  doth  keep. 
On  His  complacent  arms,  the  earth,  the  air, 

the  deep. 

Will  then  the  merciful  One,  Who  stamped 
our  race  [sway 

With  His  own  image,  and  Who  gaye  them 
O'er  earth,  and  the  glad  dwellers  on  her  face. 
Now  that  our  swarming  nations  far  away 
Are  spread,  wherever  the  moist  earth  drinks 
the  day,  [nursed 

Forget   the  ancient   care   that   taught  and 
His  latest  offspring  ?  will  He  quench  the  ray 
Infused  by  His  own  foiming  smile  at  first, 
And  leaye  a  work  so  fair  all  blighted  and  ac- 
cursed? 

Oh,  no  I  a  thousand  cheerful  omens  giye 
Hope  of  happier  days,  whose  dawn  is  nigh. 
He  who  has  tamed  the  dements  shall  not  live 
The  slaye  of  his  own  passions ;  he  whose  eye 
Unwinds  the  eternal  dances  of  the  sky. 
And  in  the  abyss  of  brightness  dares  to  span 
The  sun*s  broad  drde,  rising  yet  more  high. 
In  God's  magnificent  works  His  will  shall 

scan — 
And  loye  and  peace  shall  make  their  paradisa 

with  man.    William  CttUen  Bryank 

9594.  FBOaSESS,  Porpow  of. 

Sdenoemoyes,  but  slowly,  dowly,  creeping  on 
from  point  to  point : 
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Slowly  comes  a  hiingTy  people,  as  a  Hon, 
creeping  nigher, 

Olaras  at  one  that  nods  and  winks  behind  a 
slowly  dying  fire. 

Yet  I  doubt  not  thn>ugh  the  ages  one  increas- 
ing parpose  runs, 

And  the  thoughts  of  men  are  widened  with 
the  process  of  the  suns. 

Alfred,  Tennyi&n, 

MM.  PBOGBESSIOir,  FythagorMB. 

We  weep  when  we  are  bom,  not  when  we 

die  I 
So  was  it  destined ;  and  thus  came  I  here, 
To  walk  the  earth  and  wear  the  form  of  man, 
To  suffer  bravely  as  becomes  my  state. 
One  step,  one  grade,  one  cycle  nearer  God. 
And  kncijpring  these  things,  can  I  stoop  to 

fret, 
And  lie,  and  haggle  in  the  market-place ; 
Gire   dross    for    dross,   or  eyerything   for 

naught  ? 
No !  let  me  sit  above  the  crowd,  and  sing. 
Waiting  with  hope  for  that  miraculous  chan^ 
Which  seems  like  sleep ;  and  though  I  wait- 
I  cannot  kiss  the  idols  that  are  set  [ing  starve, 
By  every  gate,  in  every  street  and  park ; 
I  cannot  fawn,  I  cannot  soil  my  soul : 
For  I  am  of  the  mountains  and  the  sea. 
The  deserts  and  the  caverns  in  the  earth. 
The  catacombs  and  fragments  of  old  worlds. 

Th^naa  Bailey  Aldrieh, 

9M6.  PROMISE,  Olaimlng  the. 

Mine ! — What  rays  of  glory  bright 
Now  upon  the  promise  shine  I 
I  have  found  the  Lord  my  light ; 
I  am  His,  and  Ho  is  mine. 

Hinel — the  promise  often  read. 
Now  in  living  truth  impressed ; 
Once  acknowledged  in  the  head, 
Now  a  fire  within  the  breast 

Mine  no  more  the  crimson  stains : 
Here  I  see  them  blotted  out ; 
Mine  no  more  the  bonds  and  chains ; 
Mine  no  more  the  fear  and  doubt. 

Mine  acceptance  at  the  throne ; 
lifine  the  Father's  owning  smile ; 
Mine  the  Father^s  love  unknown — 
What  shall  from  that  love  beguile  t 

Mine  the  yoke  that's  lined  with  love ; 
Mine  the  Imputed  righteousness ; 
Mine  the  armor  for  the  fight ; 
Mine  the  way  of  holiness. 

If&ne ! — ^though  oft  my  hand  may  fail, 
He  is  strong,  and  holds  me  fast ; 
His  dear  blood  shall  still  prevail ; 
He  shall  lead  me  home  at  last 

Mine  I — When  death  the  bars  shall  break, 
'Mid  the  glories  all  divine, 
'' Satisfied''  I  shall  awake. 
Clasp  His  feet,  and  call  Him  mine  I 
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9507.  FBOFOfiiL  and  Aiiswer. 

Madam,  withouten  many  words. 

Once  I  am  sure  vou  wiU,  or  no : 

And  if  you  will,  then  leave  your  bourds, 

And  use  your  wit,  and  shew  it  so : 

For  with  a  beck  you  shall  me  call ; 

And  if  of  one,  that  bums  alway, 

Te  have  pity  or  ruth  at  all, 

Answer  him  fair  with  yea  or  nay. 

If  it  be  yea,  I  shall  be  fain ; 

If  it  be  nay,  friends  as  before ; 

Ton  shall  another  man  obtain, 

And  I  mine  own,  and  yours  no  more. 

Of  few  words.  Sir,  you  seem  to  be. 
And  where  I  doubted  what  I  would  do 
Your  quick  request  hath  caused  me 
Quickly  to  tell  you  what  you  shall  trust  to. 
For  he  that  will  be  called  with  a  beck. 
Makes  hasty  suit  on  light  desire : 
Is  ever  ready  to  the  check, 
And  bumeth  in  no  wasting  fire. 
Therefore,  whether  you  be  lief  or  loth. 
And  whether  it  grieves  you  light  or  sore, 
I  am  at  point :  Ihave  made  an  oath,  [more. 
Content  you  with  *'Nay ;  "  for  you  get  no 
(A.D.  1540.)  Sir  Thomas  WyaU. 

3509.  PBOBFEBirr,  Friendship  and. 

Between  a  wise  magician,  whom  fair  Maia 

knew,  [friendship  grew. 

And  one  of  eartVs  poor  sons,  there  once  a 
That  friend  his  ear  with  protestations  plied : 
At  length  their  truth  the  enchanter  by  his 

magic  tried.  [pose. 

Within  a  meadow  sits  the  friend  in  mild  re- 
Sees  how  each  fiower,  each  blade  of  grass,  in 

silence  grows.  [appear 

At  once  in  oraer  rise  the  grass-blades,  and 
A  host  of  helmM  warriors,  armed  with  pike 

and  spear.  [as  a  king, 

They  throng  around  the  friend  and  greet  him 
And  pearls  and  rubies  at  his  feet  profusely 

fling.  [tent  unfurlec^ 

His  heart  beats  strong  with  bliss :  like  a  vast 
The  sky  is  pitched ;  and  ho  is  lord  of  all  the 

world.  [courtiers  pressed, ' 

A  breathless  man  then  through  the  crowding 
And  straight  the  king  as  a- familiar  friend 

ad£'es8ed.  [replied. 

The  monarch,  with  a  look  surprised,,  to  him 
"My  friend,  I  know  you  not,"  and  turned 

away  in  pride.  [magician^s  hand. 

Thrice  waved  his  Maia^s  staff  that  grieved 
And  all  the  incantation  faded  from  the  Fand. 
The  friend,  now  disenchanted,  bitterly  re- 
pents, [offence : 
Till  thus  the  conjuror  comforts  him  for  liis 
'*  It  is  the  world's  low  lusts  that  do  our  senses 

bind ;  [behind. 

Let  Maia^s  veil  but  fall,  we  leave  those  snares 
The  splendid  courtiers  shrink  to  grass-blades 

in  the  field,  [congealed. 

The  pearls  and  rubies  are  but  drops  of  dew 
Just  now  my  art  made  shapes  to  you  from 

out  this  mist :  [dismissed. 

And  yet  I  never  would  your  friendship  have- 
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PROSPERITY. 


The  worst  of  the  iUnsion  was  that  it  turned 
friend  [to  an  end. 

From  friend,  and  therefore^  have  I  brought  it 

But  doubtless,  friend  1  had  me  the  same 
proud  spell  possessed,  [the  test." 

You  would  have  seen  me  full  as  badly  stand 

OrientaL 

3dM.  PS08PESITT,  Portentoiis. 

O  how  portentous  is  prosperity  1 
How,  comet-like,  it  threatens  while  it  shines  I 
Few  years  but  yield  us  proof  of  Death^s  am- 
bition 
To  cull  his  yictims  from  the  fairest  fold, 
And  sheathe  his  shafts  in  all  the  pride  of  life. 
When  flooded  with  abundance,  purpled  o^er 
With  recent  honors,  bloomed  with  every  bliss, 
Set  up  in  ostentation,  made  the  gaze^ 
The  gaudy  centre  of  the  public  eye ;         [air. 
When  Fortune,  thus,  has  tossed  her  child  in 
Snatched  from  the  covert  of  an  humble  state. 
How  often  have  I  seen  him  dropped  at  once ! 
Our  moming^s  envy  I  and  our  evening^s  sigh ! 
As  if  her  bounties  were  the  signal  given. 
The  flowery  wreath  to  mark  the  sacrifice. 
And  call  death^s  arrows  on  the  destined  prey. 
High  Fortune  seems  in  cruel  league  with  Fate. 
Ask  you  for  what  ? — ^to  give  his  war  on  man 
The  deeper  dread,  and  more  illustrious  spoil ; 
Thus  to  keep  daring  mortals  more  in  awe. 

Edtoard  Tinmg, 

9600.  FBOTEOnOH,  DlTine. 

Oh  troubled  soul,  why  thus  complain  ? 
Why  thus  great  Providence  arraign  ? 
Poor,  feeble  heart  1  Thy  troubles  still, 
And  hide  thyself  in  God^s  gpreat  wilL 

*Tis  true,  He  now  thy  strength  doth  try, 
Like  birds,  that  teach  their  young  to  fly ; 
But  when  thou  sinkest,  He  will  bring, 
Beneath  thy  fall,  £Qs  own  great  wing. 

T.  0.  Upham. 

MOl.  FBOYIDEHOE,  Dileotion  of: 

There  is  power 
.  Unseen,  that  rules  the  illimitable  world. 
That  guides  its  motions  from  the  brightest  star 
To  the  least  dust  of  this  sin-taintea  mould ; 
While  man,  who  madly  deems  himself  the 
lord  [ence. 

Of  all,  is  naught  but  weakness  and  depend- 
This  sacred  truth,  by  sure  experience  taught, 
Thou  must  have  learnt,  when  wandering  all 
alone ;  [sky, 

Each  bird,  each  insect,  flitting  through  the 
Was  more  sufficient  for  itself  &an  thou. 

Jame8  TTiamson. 

9609.  FBOYIDEHOE,  IMvwiitie^  oft 

When  all  the  year  our  fields  are  fresh  and 
green,  [every  day. 

And  while   sweet  showers  and  sunshine 
As  oft  as  need  requireth,  come  between 
The  heavens  and  earth,  they  heedless  pass 
away. 
The  fulness  and  continuance  of  a  blessing 
Doth  make  us  to  be  senseless  of  the  good ; 


And  if  sometimes  it  fly  not  our  possessing. 

The  sweetness  of  it  is  not  onoerstood ; 

Had  we  no  winter,  summer  would  be  thought 

Not  half  so  pleasing ;  and  if  tempests  were 

not,  . 

Such  comforts  by  a  calm  could  not  be  brought ; 

For  things,  save  by  their  opposites,  appear 

not.  [some. 

Both  health  and  wealth  are  tasteless  unto 

And  so  is  ease  and  every  other  pleasure. 
Till  poor,  or  sick,  or  grievdd,  they  become. 
And  then  they  relish  these  in  ampler  mea»- 
ure. 
Qod,  therefore,  full  as  kind  as  He  is  wise. 

So  tempereth  all  the  favors  He  will  do  us, 
That  we  His  bounties  may  the  better  prize. 

And  make  His  chastisement  less  bitter  to  na. 
One  while  a  scorching  indignation  ];>ums 
The  flowers  and  blossoms  of  our  hopes 
away, 
Whidi  into  scarcity  our  plenty  turns,    [hay ; 
And  changeth  new-mown  grass  to  parch^ 
Anon,  His  fruitful  diow^is  and  pleasing  dews. 
Commixed  with  cheerful  rays,  He  sendeth 
down. 
And  then  the  barren  earth  her  crops  renews^ 
Which  with  rich  harvests  hills  and  valleys 
crown; 
For,  as  to  relish  joys,  He  sorrow  sends ; 
So  comfort  on  temptation  still  attends. 

George  Wither, 

9M3.  FROVIDEVOB,  Dirina. 

Allisof  GodI  If  He  but  wave  His  hand. 
The  mists  collect,  the  rain  falls  thick  and 
loud. 
Tin,  with  a  smile  of  light  on  sea  and  land, 
Lo!  He  looks  back  from  the  departing 
cloud. 
Angels  of  life  and  death  alike  arc  His ;  [o^er ; 
Without  His  leave  they  pass  no  thr^old 
Who  then  would  wish  or  dare,  believing  this, 
Against  His  messengers  to  shut  the  door  t 

J,  IL  IxnodL 

9604.  FBOYIDEHOE,  Kyitery  of! 

€k)d  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 

^is  wonders  to  perform ; 
He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea, 

And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-falling  skill 
He  treasures  up  His  bright  designs, 

And  works  His  sovereign  wilL 

Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take  I 
The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 

Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 
But  trust  Him  for  His  grace ; 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smilmg  face. 

His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 
Unfolding  every  hour ; 
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The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
Bat  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

Blind  unbelief  is  snre  to  err, 
And  scan  His  work  in  Tain ; 

God  is  His  own  interpreter, 
And  He  will  make  it  plain. 

William  Oowper, 

96M.  FSOVIDKIIOE,  Tnist  ia. 

I  know  not  what  the  f  attune  hath 

Of  marvel  or  surprise, 
Assured  alone  that  life  and  death 

His  mercy  underlies. 

And  if  my  heart  and  flesh  are  weak 

To  bear  an  untried  pain. 
The  bruised  reed  He  will  not  break. 

But  jstrengthen  and  sustain. 

No  offering  of  my  own  I  hare, 
Kor  wo  As  my  faith  to  prove ; 

I  can  but  give  the  gifts  He  gave. 
And  plead  His  love  for  love. 

And  so  beside  the  Silent  Sea 

I  wait  the  mufEied  oar ; 
No  harm  from  Him  can  come  to  me 

On  ocean  or  on  shore. 

I  know  not  where  Iffis  islands  lift 

Their  f  ronded  palms  in  air ; 
I  only  know  I  cannot  drift 

Beyond  His  love  and  care. 

And  Thou,  O  Lord  I  by  whom  are  seen 

Thy  creatures  as  they  be, 
Forgive  me  if  too  dose  I  lean 

My  human  heart  on  Thee  1 

John  Qreenleaf  WJUttier, 

M06.  FS0V0QATI0H8,  BnalL 

A  thousand  gnats  make  up  a  serpent's  sting, 
And  many  sly,  soft  stimulants  to  wrath 
Compose  a  formidable  wrong  at  last, 
That  gets  called  easily  by  some  name 
Not  applicable  to  the  single  parts. 
And  so  draws  down  a  general  revenge, 
Excessive  if  you  take  crime,  fault  by  i&vlt 

Hobert  Browning, 

9007.  PBUDEHOE,  Virtne  of. 

Prudence,  thou  virtue  of  the  mind,  by  which 
Wc  do  consult  of  all  thaf  s  good  or  evil. 
Conducing  to  felicity,  direct 
Hy  thoughts  and  actions  by  the  rule  of  reason ; 
Teach  me  contempt  of  all  inferior  vanities. 

T.Iiabb. 

9608.  FTTLFIT,  Power  of  the. 

The  pulpit,  therefore  (and  I  name  it,  filled 

With  solemn  awe,  that  bids  me  well  beware 

With  what  intent  I  touch  that  holy  thing), 

I  say  the  pulpit  (in  the  sober  use 

Of  its  legitimate,  peculiar  powers) 

Must  stand  acknowledged,  while  the  world 

shall  stand, 
The  most  important  and  effectual  guard, 
Support,  and  ornament  of  virtae's  cause. 


Tliere  stands  the  messenger  of  truth:  there 

stands 
The  legate  of  the  skies  I  his  theme  divine, 
His  office  sacred,  his  credentials  clear. 
By  him  the  violated  law  speaks  out 
Its  thunders ;  and  by  him,  in  strains  as  sweet 
As  angels  use,  the  gospel  whispers  peace. 
He  'stablishes  the  strong,  restores  the  weak. 
Reclaims  the  wanderer,  binds   the  broken 

heart, 
And,  armed  himself  in  panoply  complete 
Of  heavenly  temper,  furnishes  with  arms 
Bright  as  his  own,  and  trains,  by  every  rule 
Of  holy  discipline,  to  glorious  war, 
The  sacramental  host  of  Gk>d*s  elect ! 
Are  all  such  teachers  ?~  would  to  Heaven  all 

were!  WHlinjn  Cowper. 

9M9.  PinnSElIESTf  Oertaintj  of. 

When  thou  hast  drained  a  swallow*s  milk,  and 
plucked  [juices  sucked, 

A  hog^s  soft  wool,  from  thorns  refreshing 
Seen  rocks  bear  olive-nuts,  the  sand  pome- 
granates yield, 
A  Parians  will  annul  decrees  the  Sultan  scaled, 
A  harder  task  to  try  thy  vaunted  force  re- 
mains— 
To  shield  a  wicked  man  from  retribution's 
pains.   Oriental^  tr.  hy  W,  B.  Alger, 

51610.  FXmiafilCEITi  Bosiie  for. 

The  Moor's  abused  by  some  most  villanous 

knave,  [low : 

Some  base,  notorious  knave,  some  scurvy  f  el- 

Oh,  Heaven,  that  such  companions  thou'dst 

unfold; 
And  put  in  every  honest  hand  a  whip. 
To  lash  the  rascal  naked  through  the  world. 

Sliakespeare, 

3611.  FUVIBHIIEHT,  EndlMs. 

How  shall  I  describe 
What  naught  resembles  else  my  eye  hath 

seen? 
Of  worm  or  serpent  kind  it  something  looked. 
But  monstrous,  with  a  thousand  snaky  heads. 
Eyed  each  with  doable  orbs  of  glaring  wrath ; 
And  with  as  many  tails,  that  twisted  out 
In  horrid  revolution,  tipped  with  stings  ; 
And  aU  its  mouths,  that  wide  and  darkly 

gaped,  [each  a  sting 

And  breathed  most  poisonous  breath,  had 
Forked,  and  long,  and  venomous,  and  sharp ; 
And,  in  its  writhings  infinite,  it  grasped 
Malignantly  what  seemed  a  heart,  swollen, 

black. 
And  quivering  with  tortm'e  most  intense ; 
And  still  the  heart,  with  anguish  throbbing 

high, 
Made  effort  to  escape,  but  could  not ;  for 
However  it  turned,  and  oft  it  vainly  turned. 
These  complicated  foldings  held  it  fast. 
And  still  the  monstrous  beast  with  sting  of 

head 
Or  taU  transpierced  it,  bleeding  evermore. 
What  this  could  Image,  much  I  searched  to 

know ;  [long. 

And  while  I  stood,  and  gazed,  and  wondered 
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A  voice,  from  whence  I  knew  not,  for  no  one 
I  saw,  distinctly  whispered  in  my  ear 
These  words :  This  is  the  Worm  that  never 

dies. 
Fast  by  the  side  of  this  unsightly  thing 
Another  was  portrayed,  more  hideous  still : 
Who  sees  it  once  shall  wish  to  see^t  no  more. 
Forever  undescribed  let  it  remain  I 
Only  this  much  I  may  or  can  unfold — 
Far  out  it  thrust  a  dart  that  might  have  made 
The  knees  of  terror  quake,  and  on  it  hung, 
Within  the  triple  barbs,  a  being  pierced 
Through  soul  and  body  both:  of  heavenly 
Original  the  being  seemed,  but  fallen,  [make 
And  worn  and  wasted  with  enormous  woe. 
And  still  around  the  everlasting  lance 
It  writhed   convulsed,   and   uttered  mimic 

groans ;  [wished 

And  tried  and  wished,  and  ever  tried  and 
To  die ;  but  could  not  die — Oh,  horrid  sight ! 
I  trembling  gazed  and  listened,  and  heard 

this  voice 
Approach  my  ear,  '*  This  is  Eternal  Death.**' 

BobeH  I^lloh. 

9613.  FUnSHMEHT,  EzMb 

Nor  custom,  nor  example,  nor  vast  numbers 
Of  such  as  do  offend,  make  less  the  sin ; 
For  each  particular  crime  a  strict  account 
Will  be  exacted ;  and  that  comfort,  which 
The  damned  pretended  follows  in  misery, 
Takes  nothing  from  their  torments :  every  one 
Must  suffer  in  himself  the  measure  of 
His  widtedness.  Philip  MasHnffsr. 

9613.  FUHISEBIEHT,  Ineritable. 

All  vice  to  which  man  yields  in  greed  to  do  it, 
Or  soon  or  late,  bo  sure,  he'll  sorely  rue  it. 
Experience  deep,  howe'er  false  seemings  blind 
him,  [him. 

Surcharged  with  retribution,  out  will  find 
It  locks  upon  his  soul  a  fatal  fetter. 
Explodes  throughout  his  face  in  horrid  tetter. 
Over  his  shameless  eyeballs  brings  a  blurring, 
Keeps  in  his  heart  a  deadly  fear-load  stirring. 
At  in  pure  joys  with  fiendish  talon  snatches, 
The  noblest  traits  from  out  his  being  catches, 
Each  beam  and  hope  and  vision  darkens, 
His  conscience  stuns  whene'er  towards  heaven 
he  hearkens,  [tosses, 

On  goading  thorns  his  sleepless   longings 
With  salt  rcmorso-f  oam  pleasure's  waves  em- 
bosses, [Aymg, 
Bometimes  from  phantom-feare  impels  him 
Sometimes  in  frantic  horrors  shrouds  his  dy- 
ing, [him. 
Now  turns  his  dearest  friends  to  cease  to  lovo 
Now  spreads  avenging  Siva's  frowns  above 
him,                                         [gibbets, 
Makes  this  world  black  with  prison-walls  and 
And,  in  the  next,  escape  from  hell  prohibits. 
The  whole  creation's    strange  and  endless 
dealing,  [ing. 
In  spite  of  shields  and  veils  and  arts  conoeal- 
Prodaims  that  whosoe'er  is  long  a  sinner 
Can  only  be  by  it  of  woe  a  winner. 

Oriental^  tr,  by  W,  JR,  Alger, 


d614«  PUSITT,  Attaining. 

Blest  are  the  pure  in  heart.     Wouldst  thou  be 

blest?  [find  rest  I 

He'll  cleanse  thy  spotted  soul.    Wouldst  thon 
Around  thy  toils  and  cares  He'll  breathe  a 

calm, 
And  to  thy  i^ounded  spirit  lay  a  balm ; 
From  fear  draw  love  I  and  teach  thoe  where 

to  seek 
Lost  stren^h  and  grandeur,  with  the  bowed 

and  meek.  Biekard  H,  Dana. 

3015.  FUBITY,  Attzactioii  of: 

Fair  girl  I  by  whose  simplidty 

My  spirit  has  been  won 
From  the  stem  earthliness  of  life. 

As  shadows  flee  the  sun ; 
I  turn  again  to  think  of  thoe. 

And  mdf  deplore  the  thought, 
That  for  one  instant  o'er  my  soul 

Forgetf  ulncss  hath  wrought  I 
I  turn  to  that  charmed  hour  of  hope, 

When  first  upon  my  view 
Came  the  pure  sunshine  of  thine  heart, 

Borne  from  thine  eyes  of  blue. 
'Twas  thy  high  purity  of  soul — 

Thy  thought-revealing  eye, 
That  placed  me  spell-bound  at  thy  feet, 

Sweet  wanderer  from  the  sky. 

WiUu  Q.  Clarh 
9616.  PTTBITt,  Kotai  of. 

O  Thou  great  Power  I  in  whom  I  move. 
For  whom  I  live,  to  whom  I  die, 

Behold  me  through  Thy  beams  of  love, 
Whilst  on  this  couch  of  tears  I  lie ; 

And  cleanse  my  sordid  soul  within 

By  Thy  Christ's  blood,  the  Bath  of  Sin ! 

No  hallowed  oils,  no  grains,  I  need ; 

No  rags  of  saints,  no  purging  fire : 
One  rosy  drop  from  David's  st^ 

Was  worlds  of  seas  to  quench  Thine  ire. 
Oh,  predous  ransom,  which,  onco  paid. 
That  eonsummatum  eat  was  said  I 

And  said  by  Him  that  said  no  more, 
But  sealed  it  with  His  sacred  breath : 

Thou,  then,  that  liast  discharged  my  soon, 
And,  dying,  wast  the  death  of  Death, 

Be  to  me  now — on  Thee  I  call — 

My  life,  my  strength,  my  Joy,  my  alL 

8ir  Henry  WoiUm. 

90i7*  FUBITT,  Poww  o£ 

'Tis  said  that  a  lion  will  turn  and  flee 
From  a  maid  in  the  pride  of  her  purity ; 
And  the  Power  on  high  that  can  ahi^  ths 

good 
Thus  from  the  tyrant  of  the  wood, 
Hath  extended  its  mercy  to  guard  me  well 
From  the  hands  of  the  leaguering  infideL 

LordBfretL 

9618«  FUBPOSE,  ExMoto  tby. 

When  thou  dost  purpose  aught  (within  thy 

power). 
Be  sure  to  do  it,  though  it  be  but  small : 
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CoDstancy  knits  the  bones,  and  makes  ns 

stour 
When  wanton  pleasures  beckon  ns  to  tbralL 
Who  breaks  his  own  bond,  forf eiteth  him- 
self :  [shelf. 
What  nature  made  a  ship,  he  makes  a 

Do  all  thin^  like  a  man,  not  sneakin^ly : 
Think  the  king  sees  thee  still ;  for  his  King 
Simpering  is  but  a  lay-hypocrisy :  [does. 

Give  it  a  comer,  and  the  clue  undoes. 
Who  fears  to  do  ill  sets  himself  a  task : 
Who  fears  to  do  well,  sure  should  wear  a 
mask.  George  EerberU 

S619.  FUBPOSE,  UimhakaL 

No  wrath  of  men  or  rage  of  seas 
Can  shake  a  just  man's  purposes ;    . 
No  threats  of  tyrants,  or  the  grim 
Visage  of  them  can  alter  him ; 
But  what  he  doth  at  first  intend. 
That  he  holds  firmly  to  the  end. 

Robert  Harritik. 

9630.  RAOr,  Latter. 

The  latter  rain — ^it  falls  in  anxious  haste 
Upon  the  sun-dried  fields  and  branches  bare. 
Loosening  with  searching  drops  the  rigid 

waste, 
As  if  it  would  each  root^s  lost  strength  repair ; 
But  not  a  blade  ^ws  green  as  in  the  spring ; 
No  swelling  twig  puts  forth  its  thickening 

leaves ; 
The  robins  oxily  'mid  the  harvest  sing. 
Pecking  the  grain  that  scatters  £om  the 

sheaves ;  [drops, 

The  rain  falls  still — ^the   fruit  all  ripciiued 
It  pierces,  chestnut-burr  and  walnut-shell ; 
Th^  furrowed  fields  disclose  the  yellow  crops ; 
Each  bursting  pod  of  talents  used  can  tell ; 
And  all  that  once  received  the  early  rain 
Declare  to  man  it  was  not  sent  in  vain. 
,  Jonee  Very. 

9631.  SABT,  LeHoa  of  the. 

The  Poet  sees 

Aquarius  old. 

Walking  the  fenceless  fields  of  air ; 

And  from  each  ample  fold 

Of  the  clouds  about  him  rolled 

Scattering  everywhere 

The  showery  rain, 

As  the  fanner  scatters  his  grain. 

He  can  behold 

Things  manifold 

That  have  not  yet  been  wholly  told — 

Have  not  been  wholly  sung  nor  said. 

F6r  his  thought,  that  never  stopa^ 

Follows  the  water-drops 

Down  to  the  graves  of  the  dead, 

Down  through  cliasms  and  ffulfs  profound, 

To  the  dreary  fountain-head 

Of  lakes  and  rivers  underground ; 

And  sees  them,  when  the  rain  is  done, 

On  the  Inidgo  of  colors  seven 

Climbing  up  onoe  more  to  heaven, 

Opposite  the  setting  sun. 


Thus  the  Seer, 
With  vision  dear, 

Sees  forms  appear  and  disappear, 
In  the  perpetual  round  of  stnmge, 
Mysterious  change 

From  birth  to  death,  from  death  to  birth. 
From  earth  to  heaven,  from  heaven  to  earth. 
Till  glimpses  more  sublime 
Of  tmng^,  unseen  before, 
Unto  his  wondering  eyes  reveal 
The  Universe,  as  an  immeasurable  wheel 
Turning  f orevermore 
In  the  rapid  and  mshinff  river  of  Time. 

Benry  Wadeworth  LongfeUow. 

9699.  RAIHBOWi  Konl  of  the. 

And  yet,  fair  bow,  no  fabling  dreams, 

But  words  of  the  Most  High, 
Have  told  why  first  thy  robe  of  beams 

Was  woven  in  the  sky. 
When  o'er  the  gpreen  undelu^^  earth 

Heaven's  covenant  thou  didst  shine. 
How  came  the  world's  gray  fathers  forth 

To  watch  thy  sacred  sign. 
As  fresh  as  yon  horizon  dark. 

As  young  thy  beauties  seem. 
As  when  the  eagle  from  the  ark 

First  sported  in  thy  beam. 
For,  faithful  to  its  sacred  page, 

Heaven  still  rebuilds  thy  span. 
Nor  lets  the  type  grow  pale  with  age 

That  first  spoke  peace  to  man. 

Thomae  CampbeU, 

9693.  SATIOHAUSII,  Unoertalnty  ol 

Dim  as  the  borrowed  beams  of  moon  and  stars 
To  lonely,  weary,  wandering  travellers, 
Is  Reason  to  the  soul :  and  a^  on  higli 
Those  rolling  fires  discover  but  the  sky. 
Not  light  us  here ;  so  Reason's  glimmering  ray 
Was  lent,  not  to  assure  our  doubtful  way, 
But  guide  us  upward  to  a  better  day. 
And  as  those  mghtly  tapers  disappear 
When  day's  bright  lord  ascends  our  hemi- 
sphere; 
So  pale  grows  Reason  at  Religion's  sight ; 
So  dies,  and  so  dissolves  ux  supernatural  light 
Some  few,  whose  lamps  shone  brighter,  have 

been  led 
From  cause  to  cause,  to  nature's  secret  head ; 
And  found  that  one  first  principle  must  be : 
But  what,  or  who,  that  universal  He ; 
Whether  some  soul  encompassing  this  ball. 
Unmade,  unmov'd ;  yet  making,  moving  all ; 
Or  various  atoms'  interfering  dance 
Leaped  into  form,  the  noble  work  of  chance ; 
Or  this  great  all  was  from  eternity ; 
Not  e'en  the  Stagirite  himself  coiQd  see ; 
And  Epicurus  g^uess'd  as  well  as  he : 
As  blindly  grop'd  they  for  a  future  state ; 
As  rashly  judg'd  of  providence  and  fate : 
But  least  of  aH  could  they  endeavors  find 
What  most  concem'd  the  good  of  human-kind : 
For  happiness  was  never  to  be  found ; 
But  van&h'd  from  'em  like  enchanted  ground. 
One  thought  Content  the  good  to  be  enjoy'd: 
The  wiser  madman  did  for  Virtue  toil : 
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A  thorny,  or  at  best  a  barren  soil ;       [i 

In  Pleasure  some  their  glutton  souls  would 

But  found  their  line  too  short,  the  well  too 

deep; 
And  leaky  vessels  which  no  bliss  could  keep. 
Thus  anxious  thoughts  in  endless  circles  roU, 
Without  a  centre  where  to  fix  the  soul : 
In  this  wild  maze  their  rain  endeavdrs  end : 
How  can  the  less  the  greater  comprehend  ? 
Or  infinite  reason  readi  Infinity  ? 
For  what  could  fathom  God  were  more  than 

He.  John  Dryden, 

MM.  BEADnra,  BawHt  oft 

The  silent  volume  listeneth  well  and  speaketh 

when  thou  listest : 
It  pndseth  thy  good  without  envy,  it  chideth 

thine  eyil  without  malice, 
It  is  to  thee  thy  waiting  slave,  and  thine 

unbending  teacher.  [no  infirmity ; 
Need  to  humor  no  caprice,  need  to  bear  with 
Thy  sin,  thy  slander,  or  neglect,  chilleth  not, 

quencheth  not  its  love ; 
Unalterably  speaketh  it  the  truth,  warped  not 

by  error  nor  interest ; 
For  a  good  book  is  the  best  of  friends,  the 

same  to-day  and  forever. 

Jf.  F.  Tupper. 

3635.  BEABOVi  knj^idtj  ofi 

With  scanty  line  shall  reason  dare  to  mete 
Th^  immeasurable  depth  of  providence  ? 
On  the  swoPn  bladders  of  opinion  borne, 
She  floats  awhile,  then,  floundering,  sinks 

absorbed 
Within  that  boundless  sea  she  strove  to  grasp. 
Shall^man,  here  stationed  to  revere  that  Gk>d 
Who  called  him  into  beinff  from  the  dust. 
His  mortal  schense  implead,  and,  impious,  cite 
Th*  Almighty  Legislator  to  the  bar 
Of  erring  intellect  ?  Qwrge  BdUy. 

3096.  BEOOGHinOV,  Hope  of; 

I  count  the  hope  no  day-dream  of  the  mind, 

Ko  vision  fair  of  transitory  hue,       [knew, 

The  souls  of  those,  whom  once  on  earth  we 
And  loved,  and  walked  with,  in  communion 

kind. 
Departed  hence,  again  in  heaven  to  flnd. 

Such  hope  to  nature's  sympathies  is  true ; 

'And  such,  we  deem,  the  holy  Word  to  view 
Unfolds,  an  antidote  for  grief  desired. 
One  drop  from  comfort's  welL    'Tis  thus  we 
read 

The  Book  of  life :  but  if  we  read  amiss, 
By  God  prepared  fresh  treasures  shall  succeed 

To  kinsmen,  fellows,  friends,  a  vast  abyss 
Of  joy ;  nor  wight  the  longing  spirit  need. 

To  fill  its  measure  of  enormous  bliss. 

JBishop  Mdwt% 

9697.  SEOOGBinOH,  Yiiloa  oL 

Voices  familiar  as  my  mother  tongue 
Fell  on  me ;  and  an  infant  cherub  sprang, 
As  springs  a  sunbeam  to  the  heart  of  flowers. 
Into  my  arms,  and  murmur'd  audibly, 
**  Father,  dear  father ; "  and  another  daspM 
My  knees,  and  falter'd  the  same  name  of 
power. 


One  look  sufficed  to  tell  me  they  were  mine, 
My  babes,  my  blossoms,  my  long-parted  ones ; 
The  same  in  feature  and  in  form  as  when 
I  bent  above  their  dying  pillow  last, 
Only  the  spirit  now  disenrobec^of  flesh. 
And  beaming  with  the  likeness  of  their  Lord. 

Edward  Henry  Bicker^teik, 

9698.  BE0090ILIATI0H,  PanataL 

As  through  the  land  at  eve  we  went, 

And  piudced  the  ripened  ean» 
We  fell  out,  my  wife  and  I, 
O,  we  fell  out,  I  know  not  why. 

And  kissed  again  with  tears. 
For  when  we  came  where  lies  the  child 

We  lost  in  other  years. 
There,  above  the  little  grave, 
O  there,  above  the  little  grave. 

We  kissed  again  with  tears. 

Alfred  Tensnymm, 

9699.  BEDEMPnOH,  Aooepted. 

Last  night  I  drew  up  mine  account 
And  found  my  debits  to  amount 
To  such  a  height,  as  for  to  tell 
How  I  sho^d  pay  's  impossible. 
Well,  this  ril  do :  my  mighty  score 
Tliy  mercy-seat  Til  lay  before ; 
But  therewithal!  Til  bring  the  bond 
Which  in  full  force  did  daring  stand 
Till  my  Redeemer  on  the  tree 
]d[ade  void  for  millions,  as  for  me. 
Then,  if  Thou  bid^st  me  pay  or  go 
Unto  the  prison,  PlI  say  no : 
Christ  having  paid,  I  nothing  owe : 
.    For  this  is  sure,  the  debt  is  dead 
Bylaw,  the  bond  once  cancelled. 

Rahert  Barrid^ 

9690.  BBDEKFTIOKi  Oompltte. 

Naught  of  merit,  or  of  price. 

Brains  to  justice  due ; 
Jesus  died  and  paid  it  aU, 

Tes,  all  the  debt  I  owe. 

When  He  from  His  lofty  throne 
Stooped  down  to  do  and  die, 

Everything  was  fully  done ; 
'Tis  fini^ed  I  was  His  cry. 

9631.  SEDEKFnOH,  Oonditlon  A 

Half  mankind  maintain  a  churlish  strife 
With  Him,  the  Donor  of  eternal  Ufe, 
Because  the  deed,  by  which  His  love  confinni 
The  largess  He  bestows,  prescribes  the  termsL 
Compliance  with  His  will  your  lot  insures^ 
Accept  it  only,  and  the  boon  is  yours. 
And  sure  it  is  as  kind  to  smile  and  fldve, 
As  with  a  frown  to  say.  Do  this,  ana  liv& 

WUUam  Cawper. 

9639.  BEDEMPnOB;  OoonoU  fa. 

So  when  of  old  the  Almighty  Father  sate 
In  council,  to  redeem  our  ruined  states 
MiUions  of  millions,  at  a  distance  round, 
Silent  the  sao^d  consistozy  crowned. 
To  hear  what  Mercy,  mixed  with  Jastioe^ 
could  propounid: 
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All  prompt,  with  eager  pity,  to  fulfil 
The  full  extent  of  their  Creator's  will  I 
But  when  the  stem  conditions  were  dedared, 
A  mournful  whisper  through  the  hosts  was 
heard ;  [down. 

And  the  whole  Hierarchy,  with  heads  hung 
Submissively  declined  the  ponderous  prof- 
fered crown.  [high, 
Then,  not  till  then,  the  Eternal  Son  from 
Rose  in  the  strength  of  aU  the  Deity,  [went 
Stood  forth  to  accept  the  terms,  and  under- 
A  weight  which  all  the  frame  of  Heaven  had 

bent. 
Nor  He  Himself  oould  bear,  but  as  Omnipo- 
tent !  Jukn  Drydau 

9633.  SEFO&H,  OonaliteBt 

'Tis  not  to  cry  €k)d  mercy,  or  sit       [failed : 
And  droop,  or  to  confess  that  thou  hast 
Tis  to  bewail  the  sins  thou  didst  commit, 
And  not  commit  those  sins  thou  hast  be- 
wailed. 
He  that  bewails,  and  not-f  orsakes  them  too, 
Confesses  rather  what  he  means  to  do. 

Francis  (^uarUi. 

M34.  BETOBH,  Gome  <d 

The  outworn  rite,  the  old  abuse. 

The  pious  fraud  transparent  grown^ 
The  good  held  captive  in  the  use 
Of  wrong  alone — 
These  wait  their  doom,  from  that  great  law 
Which  makes  the  past  time  serve  to-day ; 
And  fresher  life  the  world  shall  draw 
From  their  decay. 

O  backward-looking  son  of  time  I 
The  new  is  old,  the  old  is  new. 
The  cycle  of  a  change  sublime 

Still  sweeping  through* 
So  wisely  taught  the  Indian  seer ; 

Destroying  Scva,  forming  Brahm. 
Who  wake  by  turn  Earth's  love  and  fear. 
Are  one,  the  sama 

Idly  as  thou,  in  that  old  day 

Thou  moumest,  did  thy  sire  repine ; 
So,  in  his  time,  thy  child  grown  gray 

Shall  sigh  for  thine. 
But  life  shall  on  and  upward  go ; 

Th'  eternal  step  of  Progress  beats 
To  that  great  antiiem,  calm  and  slow, 
Which  God  repeats. 

Take  heart  I  The  Waster  builds  again 
A  charmed  life  old  Goodness  hath ; 
The  tares  may  perish,  but  the  grain 

Is  not  for  death. 
God  works  in  all  things ;  all  obey 

His  first  propulsion  from  the  night: 
.Wake  thou  and  watch  I  the  world  is  gray 
*  With  morning  light  I 

John  GreenXeaf  WUUier. 

m 

96M.  BEFU&Ei  The  Siimay'ii 
When  rising  wind  and  rain  descending 
A  near  approaching  storm  declare. 
With  trembling  speed  their  wings  extending. 
The  birds  to  sheltering  trees  repair. 


So  I,  by  Mth,  with  sin  oppressed. 
Would  refuge  take,  O  Christ,  in  Thee ; 

Thou  art  my  Mding-place  and  rest, 
From  every  evil  shelter  me. 

SI636.  BEJOIOII€K  Oooadons  far. 

Rejoice,  though  storms  assail  thee ; 

Rejoice,  when  skies  are  bright; 
Rejoice,  though  round  thy  pathway 

Is  spread  the  gloom  of  night : 
If  the  good  hope  be  in  thee 

That  all  at  last  is  well. 
Then  let  thy  bappy  spirit 

With  Joyful  feelings  swell  t 

Look  back  on  early  childhood. 

And  let  thy  soul  rejoice ! 
Who  then  upheld  thy  goings. 

And  tunea  thy  feeble  voice  9 
Look  back  on  youth's  gay  visions, 

When  life  one  glory  seemed  : 
Who  pour'd  those  rays  of  gladness 

Which  on  thy  prospect  beam'd  Y 

Recall  the  hours  of  anguish. 

And  let  thy  soul  rejoice. 
Though  wave  on  wave  of  sorrow 

Rush  on  with  fearful  noise  : 
Was  not  the  Bow  of  Promise 

Still  seen  amidst  the  gloom, 
Shedding  its  hallowed  lustre 

E'en  round  the  sUent  tomb  f 

Rejoice,  rejoice  forever. 

Though  earthly  friends  be  gone  t 
For  silently  and  swiftly 

The  wheels  of  time  roll  on ; 
And  still  they  bear  thee  forward 

Nearer  that  happy  shore. 
While  the  triumphant  song  is. 

Rejoice  forevermore  I 

MSy.  SELIOIOH,  OompreheuivflsiMi  ofi 

But  true  religion,  sprung  from  God  above, 
Is  like  her  fountain— full  of  charity: 
Embracing  dl  things  with  a  tender  love. 
Full  of  good-will  and  meek  expectancy ; 
Full  of  true  justice  and  sure  verity, 
In  heart  and  voice :  free,  large,  even  infinite ; 
Not  wedged  in  strait  particularity,      ^  ^ 
But  grasping  all  in  her  vast,  active  spint — 
Bright  lamp  of  God,  that  men  would  joy  in 
thy  pure  light  I  Emry  Mors. 

M38.  SEUaiOH,  F&ltli  in. 
Beware  of  doubt — ^f  aith  is  the  subtle  chain 

Which  binds  us  to  the  Infinite  :  the  voice 
Of  a  deep  life  within,  that  will  remain 

Until  we  crowd  it  thence.    We  may  rejoice 
With  an  exceeding  joy,  and  make  our  life — 

Ay,  this  external  life— become  a  part 
Of  that  which  is  within,  overwrought  and  rife 

With  faith,  that  child-like  blessedness  of 
The  order  and  the  humony  inborn       [heart 

With  a  perpetual  hymning  crown  our  way. 
Till  callousness,  and  selfishness,  and  scom» 

Shall  pass  as  clouds  where  scathlesa  light- 
nings play. 
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TtsixjiQxaN: 


XUEBXilOIOK-. 


Cling   to   thy  faith-^^tis   higher  than   the 
thought 
That  questions  of  thy  faith— -the  cold,  6x- 
temal  doubt.  Elizabeth  Oalces  Smith, 

51639.  BELIQIOHi  Qiowth  b. 

The  strong  right  arm  is  only  strong 

Because  an  actiye  will 
Has  made  it  serve.    But,  were  that  aim 

Left  idly  hanging  still, 
'Twould  lose  the  hoarded  strength  of  yeara, 

And  lose  more  rapidly 
Then  it  was  gained,  by  Nature^s  law 

Of  inactivity. 

'Tis  true  of  souls.    They  gather  strength 

'  With  every  cross  they  bear ; 
With  every  humble  sacrifice ; 

With  every  heartfelt  prayer; 
With  every  conflict  bravely  met, 

And  trial  bravely  borne ; 
With  every  throb  of  anguish  felt 

When  tender  ties  are  shorn. 

The  tears  and  toil  of  praying  ones 

Are  wisely,  kindly  sent 
By  Him  who  knoweth  what  they  need 

For  soul-development. 
The  path  of  idleness  is  one 

By  vagrant  children  trod : 
They  grow  in  grace  most  rapidly 

Who  labor  most  for  God. 

3640.  BELIQIOH,  Importanoe  of. 

Religion's  alL     Descending  from  the  skies 
To  wretched  man,  the  goddess  in  her  left 
Holds  out  this  world,  and  in  her  risht  the  next. 
Religion  I  the  sole  voucher  man  is  man ; 
Supporter  sole  of  man  above  himself ; 
Even  in  this  night  of  frailty,  change,  and 

'death, 
She  g^vcs  the  soul  a  soul  that  acts  a  god. 
Religion  I  Providence  I  an  after  state ! 
Here  is  firm  footing ;  here  is  solid  rock  I 
This  can  support  us ;  all  is  sea  besides ; 
Sinks  under  us ;  bestorms,  and  then  devours. 
His  hand  the  good  man  fastens  on  the  skies, 
And  bids  earth  roll,  nor  feels  her  idle  whirl 

As  when  a  wretch,  from  thick  polluted  air, 
Darkness,  and  stench,  and  suffocating  damps, 
And  dungeon  horrors,  by  kind   fate   ms- 

charged. 
Climbs  some  fair  eminence,  where  ether  pure 
Surrounds  him,  and  Elysian  prospects  rise, 
His  heart  exults,  his  ^irits  cast  tiieir  load ; 
As  if  new-bom,  he  triimiphs  in  the  change : 
So  joys  the  soul,  when  from  inglorious  aims. 
And  sordid  sweets,  from  feculence  and  froth 
Of  ties  terrestrial,  set  at  large,  she  mounts 
To  reason's  region,  her  own  element, 
Breathes  hopes  immortal,  and  affects  the  skies. 

Religion  1  thou  the  soul  of  happiness ; 
And  groaning  Calvary,  of  thee  I  There  shine 
The  noblest  truths ;  there,  strongest  motives 

sting; 
There,  sacred  violence  assaults  the  soul; 
There,  nothing  but  compulsion  is  forebome. 

Bdward  Young, 


M41,  BBUeKnr,  Jo^a  oft 

'Tis  religion  that  can  ^ve 
Sweetest  pleasures  wMle  we  live ; 
^s  religion  must  supply 
Solid  comfort  when  we  die. 
After  death,  its  joys  shall  be 
Lasting  as  eternity ; 
Be  the  living  God  my  Friend, 
Then  my  bliss  shall  never  end. 

Mary  Masteri, 

964S.  BELiaiOH,  Kyitery  oft 

Li  science,  learning,  all  philosophy. 
Men  labored  all  their  days,  and  labored  hard. 
And  dyin^,  sighed  how  little  they  had  done : 
But  in  rebgion  they  at  once  grew  wise. 
A  creed  in  print,  though  never  understood ; 
A  theolo^c  system  on  the  shelf,  [turn; 

Was  spiritual  lore  enough,  and  served  their 
But  served  it  iU.    They  sinned,  and  never 

knew; 
For  what  the  Bible  said  of  good  and  bad. 
Of  holiness  and  sin,  they  never  asked. 

Absurd,  prodigiously  absurd,  to  think 
That  man's  minute  and  feeble  faculties. 
Even  in  the  very  childhood  of  his  bemg. 
With  mortal  shadows  dimmed,  and  wrapt 

around. 
Could  comprehend  at  once  the  mighty  scheme. 
Where  rolled  the  ocean  of  eternal  love ; 
Where  wisd-om  infinite  its  master  stroke 
Displayed ;  and  where  omnipotence,  opprest, 
Did  travel  in  the  greatness  of  its  strengUi ; 
And  everlasting  lustice  lift(^  up 
The  sword  to  smite  the  guiltless  Son  of  God; 
And  mercy,  smiling,  bade  the  sinner  go  I 
Redemption  is  the  science,  and  the  song 
Of  all  eternity:  archanfi^cls  day 
And  night  into  its  glones  look :  the  saints, 
The  elders  round  the  throne,  old  in  the  years 
Of  heaven,  examine  it  perpetually ; 
And,  every  hour,  get  clearer,  ampler  views 
Of  right  and  wrong — see  virtue's   beauty 

more; 
See  vice  more  utterly  depraved,  and  vile; 
And  this  with  a  more  perfect  hatred  hat^ 
That  daily  love  with  a  more  perfect  love. 

Bobert  FMfh 
9648.  BEUaiOI,  FolxUity  of: 

High  on  the  world,  see  where  religion  stands 
And  bears  the  open  Volume  in  her  hands  I 
With  eyes  upraised,  she  seeks  for  heavenly 

light, 
To  know  iU  doctrines  and  its  laws  aright; 
The  cross  of    Christ  she  bears,  and  walks 

abroad, 
And  holds  communion  with  the  Father  God. 
Thus  with  the  ^Christian;    filled  with  love 

divine. 
Above  the  world  he  soars  in  heavenly  dime. 
The  sacred  cross  his  only  hope  and  stay. 
The  Book  of  Truth  his  guide  from  day  to  day. 

W,  Holmei. 
9644.  EEUaiOH,  Flaiimen  oft 

Could  not  that  wisdom  which  first  broached 
Have  thicken'd  it  with  definitions  ?  Itbo  wine 
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And  jagg'd  his  seamless  Goat,  had  that  been 

fine, 
"With  carious  questions  and  diyisions  ?  [gare 
But  all  the  doctrine  which  .He  taught  and 
Was  clear  as  heav*n,  from  whence  it  came : 
At  least  those  beams  of  truth,  which  only  sa7e, 
Surpass  in  brightness  any  flame,  [pr&y ; 

Love  God,  and  love  your  neighbor :  watch  and 
Do  as  you  would  be  done  unto  : 
O  dark  instructions,  ey'n  dark  as  day ! 
Who  can  these  Gordian  knots  undo  ? 

Oeorge  Serbert. 

96M.  BEKEXBBAHOE,  Book  oC 

Think'st  thou  to  be  oonoealedy  thou  little 
thought, 

That  in  the  curtained  chamber  of  the  soi^ 
Dost  wrap  thyself  so  close,  and  dream  to  do 

A  secret  work  ?    Look  to  the  hues  that  roll 
O'er  the  changed  brow — ^the  moving  lips  be- 
hold— 

Linking  thee  unto  speech — the  feet  that  run 
Upon  thy  errands,  and  the  deeds  that  stamp 

Thylincage  plain  before  the  noonday  sun ; 
Look  to  the  pen  that  writes  thy  history  down 

In  those  tremendous  books  that  ne^er  un- 
Until  the  day  of  doom,  and  blush  to  see  [close 

How  vain  thy  trust  in  darkness  to  repose, 
Where  all  things  tend  to  judgment    So  be* 
ware,  [lodgest  there. 

0  erring  human  heart  I  what  thought  thou 

Mn.  L.  IL  Sigoumey, 

964MI.  SBMOBSfi,  A  Hwderor'i. 

Claudius.     Oh  I    my  offence  is  rank;    it 
smells  to  heaven  I 
It  hath  the  primal,  eldest  curse  upon  't  I 
A  brother^s  murder  I     Pray  I  cannot, 
Though  inclination  be  as  sharp  as  ^t  will ; 
Hy  stronger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  intent ; 
And,  like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 

1  stand  in  (muse  where  I  shall  first  begin, 
And  both  neglect 

What  if  this  cursed  hand 
Were  thicker  than  itself  with  brother's  blood  I 
Is  ^here  not  rain  enough  in  the  sweet  heavens 
To  wash  it  white  as  snow  ?  Whereto  serves 
But  to  confront  the  visage  of  offence?  [mercy. 
And  what's  in  prayer,  but  this  twofold  force ; 
To  be  forestalled,  ere  we  come  to  fall. 
Or  pardoned,  being  down  ?  Then  FU  look  up. 
My  fault  is  past    But,  oh  I  what  form  of 

prayer  [murder  ? 

Can  serve  my  turn  ?    Forgive  me  my  foul 
That  cannot  be,  since  I  am  still  possessed 
Of  those  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murder. 

...  Wliat  then  ?  what  rests  ? 
Try  what  repentance  can — ^what  can  it  not  ? 
Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 
Oh!  wretched  state!     Oh!  bosom  black  as 

death ! 
Oh  limM  soul,  that,  struggling  to  be  free, 
Art  more  engaged  I     Help,  angels  !     Make 

assay !  [of  steel, 

Bow,  stubborn  knees !  and  heart,  with  strings 
Be  soft  as  sinews  of  a  new-bom  babe ! 
All  may  be  welL  ShaJcMpeare. 


M47.  SBIC0B8E,  Fmr  •£ 

As  felt  the  gross. 
Material  part,  when  in  the  furnace  cast, 
So  felt  the  soul ;  the  victim  of  remorse. 
It  was  a  fire  which  on  the  yei^e  of  God*s 
Commandments  burned,  and  on  the  vitals  fed 
Of  all  who  passed.    Who  passed,  there  met 

remorse; 
A  violent  fever  seized  his  soul ;  the  heavens 
Above,  the  earth  beneath,  seemed  glowing 

brass,  [speak. 

Heated  seven  times;  he  heard  dread  voices 
And  mutter  horrid  prophecies  of  pain, 
Severer  and  severer  yet  to  come :        [within. 
And  as  he  writhed  and  quivered,  scorched 
The  fury  round  his  torrid  temples  flapped 
Her  fiery  wings,  and  breathed  upon  lus  lips. 
And  parched  tongue,  the  with^^d  blasts  of 

helL  Bob^t  BfUok. 

964§.  BEK0B8E,  Fraitloti. 

When  cruel  deeds  are  done,  in  vain  relents 
The  doer's  heart,  and  mournfully  repents. 
So  when  a  fire  has  raged,  the  smokes  that  rise 
In  useless  lamentation  drape  the  skies. 

Oriental^  tr.  hy  W.  B.  Alger.      < 

9649.  BBX0B8E,  Qnnmdi  of; 

His  eye  no  more  looked  onward,  but  its  gaze 
Rests  where  remorse  a  life  misspent  surveys. 
What  costly  treasures  strew  that  waste  be- 
hind !  [the  wind  1 
What  whirlwinds  daunt  the  soul  that  sows 
By  the  dark  shape  of  what  he  is,  serene 
Stands  the  bright  ghost  of  what  he  might 
have  been ;  [gain — 
Here  the  vast  loss,  and  there  the  worthless 
Vice  scorned,  yet  wooed,  and  Virtue  loved  in 
vain !              Sir  E,  Bidwer  Lytton, 

909O.  BEHOWH,  EphomoraL 

O  how  weak 
Is  mortal  man !  how  trifling — ^how  confined 
His  scope  of  vision !    Puffed  with  confidence, 
His  phrase  grows  big  with  immortality, 
And  he,  poor  insect  of  a  summer's  day, 
Dreams  of  eternal  honors  to  his  name ; 
Of  endless  glory  and  perennial  bays. 
He  idly  reasons  of  eternity. 
As  of  the  train  of  ages — ^when,  alas  I 
Ten  thousand  thousand  of  his  centuries 
Are,  in  comparison,  a  little  point 
Too  trivial  for  account     O,  it  is  strange, 
"lis  passing  strange,  to  mark  his  fallacies : 
Behold  him  proudly  view  some  pompous  pile, 
Whose  high  dome  swells  to  emulate  the  skies, 
And  smile,  and  say,  **  My  name  shall  live 

with  this 
Till  time  shall  be  no  more ;  ^'  while  at  his  feet, 
Tea,  at  his  very  feet,  the  crumbling  dust 
Of  the  fallen  fabric  of  the  other  day 
Preaches  the  solemn  lesson.    He  should  know 
That  time  must  conquer;   that  the  loudest 

blast 
That  ever  filled  Benown*s  obstreperous  tramp 
Fades  in  the  lapse  of  ages,  and  expires. 
Who  lies  inhumed  in  the  terrific  gloom 
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Of  the  gigantic  pyramid?  or  who  [says, 

Reared  its  huge  walls  ?  Oblivion  laughs,  and 
The  prey  is  mine.  They  sleep,  and  never- 
more [man, 
Their  names  shall  strike  upon  the  ear  of 
Their  memory  burst  its  fetters. 

Serury  KirJce  White. 

3651.  BEPENTASOE,  Bleada;  ofi 

When  man  is  bom  anew, 
And  being^s  perfect  bliss  is  given, 
Lo,  a  new  Eden  staiis  to  view, 

WhUe  angel-harps  I'ejoice  in  heaven— 
'Tis  wondrous  all,  divinely  bright. 
And  the  new  creature  walks  in  light. 

Thomas  Orir^ld, 

3053.  SEPBHTAHOE,  FmitB  ofi 

O  blest  repentance,  in  thy  weeping  eye 
Swim  the  pure  beams  of  embryo  ecstasy. 
And  faith  and  hope,  and  love  and  joy,  prepare 
To  still  thy  heart,  and  wipe  thy  bitter  tear  I 
To  thee  alone  the  privilege  is  ^ven, 
By  earthly  woe,  to  kindle  Joy  m  heaven. 
For  Qod  Himself  descends  to  soothe  the  heart 
That  weeps  o^er  sin  and  struggles  to  depart ; 
And  deeper  transport  swells  the  bliss  above, 
As  seraphs  sing  the  triumphs  of  His  love. 

J.  K  MUeheO. 

9663.  BEFENTAHOE,  Humility  ot 

On  bended  knees,  replete  with  godly  grie( 
See  where  the  mourner  kneels  to  seek  relief, 
No  "  Gk)d,  IthanklTiee,''  freezes  on  his  tongue, 
For  works  of  merit  that  to  Him  belong ; 
Deep  in  his  soul  conviction's  ploughshare 

rings, 
And  to  the  surface  his  corruption  brin^ ; 
He  loathes  himself,  in  lowest  dust  he  bes, 
And  all  abased  *'  Unclean,  unclean,"  he  cries. 
From  his  full  heart  pours  forth  the  gushing 
"God  of  the  lost,  be  merciful  to  me  1 ''  [plea, 
The  light  of  life  descends  in  heavenly  rays. 
And  angels  shout,  and  sing,  '''Behold,  he 


prays. 


W.  Holmes, 


dM4.  BEPUTATIOV,  ChunUng. 

He  is  a  poor  warder  of  his  fame,  who  is  ever 
on  the  watch  to  keep  it  spotless ; 

Such  care  argueth  debility,  a  garrison  relying 
on  its  sentinel. 

Pasmve  strength  shall  scorn  excuses,  patiently 
waiting  a  reaction ; 

He  wotteth  well  that  truth  is  great,  and  must 
prevail  at  last ; 

But  fretful  weakness  hasteth  to  explain,  anx- 
iously dreading  prejudice, 

And  ignorant  that  perishable  falsehood  dieth 
as  a  branch  cut  off.     Jf.  F.  Tapper. 

9656.  BESEHTKEHI,  Uw  of. 

To  whom  do  lions  cast  their  gentle  looks  ? 
Not  to  the  beast  that  would  usurp  their  den. 
Whose  hand  is  that  the  forest  bear  doth  lick  f 
Not  this  that  spoils  her  young  before  her  face. 
Who  'scapes  the   lurking  serpent's  mortal 

sting  f 
Not  he  that  sets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 


The  smallest  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden 

on; 
And  doves  will  pedc,  in  safeguard  of  thdr 

brood.    .  Joanna  BailUe, 

9656.  BESiaiTATIOV,  Oaxua  fbr. 

All  are  not  taken !  there  are  left  behind 
Living  Beloveds,  tender  looks  to  bring, 
And  make  the  daylight  still  a  happy  thing, 
And  tender  voices,  to  make  soft  the  vrind* 
But  if  it  were  not  so — if  I  could  find 
No  love  in  all  the  world  for  comforting. 
Nor  any  path  but  hollowly  did  ring. 
Where  "  dust  to  dusf  the  love  from  life  dis- 
joined— 
And  if  before  these  sepulchres  unmoving 
I  stood  alone  (as  some  forsaken  lamb 
Goes  bleating  up  the  moors  in  weary  dearth), 
Crying  "Where  are  ye,  O  my  loved  and  lov- 
ing?" [am; 
I  know  a  Voice  would  sound,  "Daughter,  I 
Can  I  suffice  for  Hsavkn,  and  not  for  earth  t " 

E.  B.  Bro%wng. 

965r.  SBtOaHATIOV,  OhrifdiaL 

Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be ! 
Lead  me  by  Thine  own  hand. 

Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 
Smooth  let  it  be  or  rough, 

It  will  be  still  the  best. 
Winding  or  straight,  it  mattefs  not, 

It  leads  me  to  Thy  rest. 
I  dare  not  choose  my  lot : 

I  would  not,  if  I  might ; 
Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  Gtod, 

So  shall  I  walk  aright. 
Take  Thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill. 
As  best  to  Thee  may  seem ; 

Choose  Thou  my  good  and  ill. 

Horatms  Bonar* 

3e58.  RE8IQHATI0N,  Beaaoa  fiir. 

Children,  that  lay  their  pretty  garlands  by 
So  piteously,  yet  with  a  humble  mind ; 
Sailors,  who,  when  their  ship  rocks  in  the 

wind. 
Cast  out  her  j&eight  with  half-averted  eye^ 
Riches  for  life  exchanging  solemnly. 
Lest  they  should  never  gain  the  wished-f or 

shore — 
Thus  we,  O  Father,  standing  Thee  before, 
Do  lay  down  at  Thy  feet  without  a  sigh. 
Each  after  each,  our  precious  things  and  rare^ 
Our  dear  heart- jeweh  and  our  garlands  fair. 
P«4iaps  Thou  knewost  that  the  flower  would 

die,  [dust: 

And  the  long-voyaged  hoards  be  f  oimd  but 
So  took'st  them,  while  unchanged.    To  Hiee 

we  trust 
For  incorruptible  treasure :  Thou  art  just. 

Dinc^  Maria  Midoek  Craik. 

3659*  BE8P0H8IBILITT,  Qioimd  ot 

Admire  the  goodness  of  Almighty  God  I 
He  riches  gave,  He  intellectual  strength 
To  few,  and  therefore  now  commanob  to  be^ 
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Or  rich,  or  kamed ;  nor  promises  rewaid 
Of  peace  to  these.     On  all,  Ho  moral  worth 
Bestowed ;  and  moral  tribute  asked  for  alL 
And  who  that  could  not  pay  9  who  bom  so 
Of  intellect  so  mean,' as  not  to  Icnow    [poor, 
What  seemed  the  best;  and,  knowing,  might 
not  do?  [bade? 

As  not  to  know  what  .Gk)d  and  conscience 
And  what  they  bade,  not  able  to  obey  9 
And  he  who  acted  thus  fulfilled  the  law 
Eternal,  and  its  promise  reaped  of  peace : 
Found  peace  this  way  alone :  who  sought  else, 
Sought  mellow  grapes  beneath  the  icy  pole ; 
Sought  blooming  roses  on  the  cheek  of  aeath : 
Sought  substance  in  a  world  of  fleeting  shades. 

JMfertJbOoh. 

MM.  SE8T,  City  oL 

0  birds  from  out  the  east,  O  birds  from  out 

the  west, 
Have  ye  found  that  happy  dty  in  all  your 

weary  quest  ? 
TeU«ie,  teU  me,  from  earth's  wandering  may 

the  heart  find  glad  suroease. 
Can  ye  show  me  as  an  earnest  any  oUve-branch 

of  peace  ?  [toil  and  care ; 

1  am  weary  of  life's  troubles,  of  its  sin  and 
I  am  faithless,  crushing  in  my  heart  so  many 

a  fruitless  prayer.  [the  west, 

0  birds  from  out  the  east,  O  birds  from  out 
Can  ye  tell  me  of  that  city  the  name  of  which 

is  Rest?  [west; 

0  little  birds,  fly  east  again— O  little  birds,  fly 
Ye  have  found  no  happy  city  in  all  your 

weary  quest  [may  stray. 

Still  shall  ye  find  no  spot  of  rest  wherever  ye 
And  stiU  like  you  the  human  soul  must  wing 

its  weary  way. 
There  sleepeth  no  such  city  within  the  wide 

earth's  bound. 
Nor  hath  the  dreaming  fancy  yet  its  blissful 

portals  found.  [er's  breast. 

We  are  but  children  crying  here  upon  a  moth- 
For  life  and  peace  and  blessedness,  and  for 

eternal  Rest  1 
Bless  €k)d,  I  hear  a  still  small  Toioe,  aboye 

life's  clamorous  din. 
Saying,  "Faint  not,  O  weary  one,  thou  yet 

mayst  enter  in ; 
That  dty  is  prepared  for  those  who  well  do 

win  the  fight. 
Who  tread  the  wine-press  till  its  blood  hath 

wadied  their  garments  white,  [flower 
Within  it  is  no  darkness,  nor  any  baleful 
Shall  there  ojppress  thy  weepinjo^  eyes  with 

stupefying  power.  [giving  breast, 
It  Ueth  calm  within  the  light  of  God's  peace* 
Its  walls  are  called  Salration,  the  dty's  name 

isRestl" 

M61.  BEST,  HeaTenly. 

This  is  not  my  place  of  resting, 

Mine's  a  city  yet  to  come ; 
Onward  to  it  I  am  hasting — 

On  to  my  eternal  home. 
In  it  all  is  light  and  glory. 

O'er  it  shines  a  nigntless  day ; 


Erery  trace  of  sin^s  sad  story. 
All  the  curse,  has  passed  away. 

There  the  Lamb,  our  Shepherd,  leads  us 

By  the  streams  of  life  along ; 
On  the  freshest  pastures  feeds  us, 

Turns  our  sighing  into  song. 
Soon  we  pass  this  desert  dreary. 

Soon  we  bid  farewell  to  pain ; 
Nevermore  be  sad  or  weary, 

Never,  never  sin  again. 

Sifratitu  Bonar, 

9669.  SB8T,  Hymn  of: 

Rest,  weary  soul  I 
The  penalty  is  borne,  the  ransom  paid. 
For  all  thy  sins  full  satisfaction  made ; 
Strive  not  to  do  thyself  what  Christ  has  done, 
Claim  the  free  gift,  and  make  the  joy  thine 

own; 
No  more  by  pangs  of  guilt  and  fear  distrest, 

Rest,  sweetly  rest  I 

Rest,  weary  heart. 
From  all  thy  silent  griefe,  and  secret  pain, 
Thy  profltless  regrets,  and lonraigs  vain; 
Wisdom  and  love  have  ordered  all  the  past, 
All  shall  be  blessedness  and  light  at  last ; 
Cast  off  the  cares  that  have  so  long  opprest; 

Rest,  sweetly  rest  1 

Rest,  weary  head  I 
Lie  down  to  slumber  in  the  peaceful  tomb : 
Light  from  above  has  broken  through  its 

gloom; 
Here,  in  the  place  where  once  thy  Saviour  lay. 
Where  He  shall  wake  thee  on  a  future  day. 
Like  a  tired  child  upon  its  mother's  breast, 

Rest,  sweetly  rest  t 

Rest,  spirit  free  I 
In  tjie  green  pastures  of  the  heavenly  shore, 
Where  sin  and  sorrow  can  approach  no  more. 
With  all  the  flock  by  the  Qood  Shepherd  fed, 
Beside  the  streams  of  Life  eternal  led, 
Forever  with  thy  God  and  Saviour  blest. 

Rest,  sweetly  rest  t 

M08.  RBBT,  Seeking. 

Seekest  thou  rest,  O  mortal  ?— seek  it  no  more 

on  earth. 
For  destiny  will  not  cease  from  dragging  thee 

through  the  rough  wilderness  of  life ; 
Seekest  thou  rest,  O  immortal  ? — hope  not  to 

flnd  it  in  heaven. 
For  sloth  yieldeth  not  happiness ;  the  bliss  of 

a  spirit  is  action.        Jf.  F.  Tapper, 

MM.  BEST,  The  Sonl'i. 

Return,  my  soul,  unto  thy  rest. 

From  vain  pursuits  and  maddening  cares. 
From  lonely  woes  that  wring  thy  breast, 

Tlie  world's  allurements — Satan's  snares. 
God  is  thy  rest — ^with  heart  indincd 

To  keep  His  Word,  that  Word  l^elieve ; 
Christ  is  thy  Rest — ^with  lowly  mind 

His  light  and  easy  yoke  receive. 

JaoMs  JUimtffomery, 
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9665.  BEST,  Tne. 

Sweet  is  the  pleasare 

Itself  cannot  spoil ! 
Is  not  true  leisure 

One  with  trae  toil  f 

Thoa  that  wouldst  taste  it, 

Still  do  thy  best ; 
Use  it,  not  waste  it-— 

Else  *tis  no  rest 

Wouldst  behold  beauty 

Near  thee?  all  round? 
Only  hath  duty 

Such  a  sight  found. 

Rest  is  not  quitting 
'    The  busy  career ; 
Best  is  the  fitting 
Of  self  to  its  sphere. 

*Tis  the  brook^s  motion. 

Clear  without  strife, 
Fleeing  to  ocean 

After  its  life. 

Deeper  devotion 

Nowhere  hath  knelt ; 
Puller  emotion 

Heart  never  felt. 

"Tis  loving  and  serving 

The  highest  and  beS ; 
'Tis  onwards  I  unswerving — 

And  that  is  true  rest. 

John,  Sulliwm  Dioight, 

3666.  BESTLSSSHESS,  The  Wasdeilng  J«w'a. 

Day  and  night  my  toils  redouble, 
Never  nearer  to  the  coal ; 
Night  and  day  I  feel  the  trouble 
Of  the  wanderer  in  my  soul. 

William  Wordsworth. 

9667.  BESUBBEOTIOH,  Analogiei  of  fh«. 

The  seed,  the  insentient  seed. 

Buried  beneath  the  earth, 

Starts  from  its  dusty  bed!, 

Responsive  to  the  voice  of  spring, 

And  covers  mead  and  mountain. 

Fields  and  forests,  with  its  life. 

Myriads  of  creatures,  too,  that  lay 

As  dead  as  dust  on  every  inch  of  ground, 

Touched  by  the  vernal  ray, 

Spring  from  their  little  graves,  and  sport 

On  beauteous  wings  in  fields  of  sunnied  air. 

Shall  this  be  so  ?  shall  plants  and  worms 

Come  forth  to  life  again  ?    And  oh,  shall  man 

Descend  into  the  grave  to  rise  no  more? 

Shall  he,  the  master  of  this  world. 

Image  and  ofEspring  of  the  f ontal  life, 

Tlirough  endless  ages  sleep  in  dust? 

Thonuu, 

M68.  BB8TTBBE0TI0F,  DMoriptioii  of  the. 

Now  starting  up  among  the  Uvmg,  changed. 
Appeared  innumerous  the  risen  dead. 
Each  particle  of  dust  was  claimed :  the  turf. 
For  ages  trod  beneath  the  careless  foot 


Of  man,  rose  oraanized  in  hunan  form ; 
The  monwncntfu'  stones  were  rolled  away ; 
The  doors  of  death  were  opened,  and  in  the 

dark  [honse. 

And  loattisomo  vault,   and   silent  chamd- 
Moving  were  heard  the  mouldering  bones  that 

sought 
Their  proper  place.     Instinctive  every  soul 
Flew  to  its  dayey  part:    from  grasa-gTOWB 

mould 
The  nameless  spirit  took  its  ashes  up. 
Reanimate :  and,  merging  from  beneath 
The  flattered  marble,  uncustinguished  rose 
The  great — ^nor  heeded  once  the  lavish  rhyme. 
And  costly  pomp  of  sculptured  gamiah  vain. 
The  Memphian  mummy,  that  from  age  to  age 
Descending,   bought  and  sold   a  thousand 
In  hall  of  curious  antiquary  stowed,    [times. 
Wrapt  in  mysterious  weeds,  the  wondrous 

theme 
Of  many  an  erring  tale,  shook  off  its  rags, 
And  the  brown  son  of  Egypt  stood  beside 
The  European,  his  last  purchaser. 
In  vale  remote  the  hermit  rose,  surprised 
At  crowds  that  rose  around  him,  where  he 

thought 
His  sluml^ers  had  been  single :  and  the  bard. 
Who  fondly  covenanted  with  his  fiiend 
To  lay  his  bones  beneath  the  sighing  bough 
Of  some  old  lonely  tree,  rising,  was  pressed 
By  multitudes,  that  claimed  their  proper  dost 
From  the  same  spot:  and  he  that,    richly 

hearsed 
With  gloomy  garniture  of  purchased  woe. 
Embalmed,  in  princely  sepulchre  was  laid. 
Apart  from  vulgar  men,  built  nicely  round 
And  round  by  the  proud  heir,  who  blushed 

to  think 
His  father's  lordly  clay  should  ever  mix 
With  peasant  dust — ^saw  by  his  side  awake 
The  clown,  that  long  had  slumbered  in  his 

arms. 
The  family  tomb,  to  whose  devouring  moutli 
Descended  sire  and  son,  age  after  age. 
In  lonff  unbroken  hereditary  line, 
Pourea  forth  at  once  the  ancient  father  mde. 
And  all  his  offspring  of  a  thousand  years. 
Refreshed  from  sweet  repose,  awoke  the  man 
Of  charitable  life— awoke  and  sung : 
And  from  his  prison-house,  slowly  and  sad. 
As  if  unsatisfied  with  holding  near 
Communion  with  the  earth,  the  miser  drew 
His  carcass  forth,  and  g^nashed  his  teeth,  and 

howled, 
Unsolaoed  by  his  gold  and  silver  then. 
From  simple  stone  in  lonely  wilderness. 
That  hoary  lay,  o^er-lettered  by  the  hand 
Of  oft-frequenting  pilg^rim,  who  had  taught 
The  willow-tree  to  weep  at  mom  and  even 
Over  the  sacred  spot — the  martyr  saint 
To  song  of  seraph  harp  triumphant  rose. 
Well  pleased  that  he  had  suffered  to  the  death. 
"The    cloud-capped  towers,   the   gorgeous 

palaces,  ^^ 
As  sung  the  bard  by  Nature's  hand  anointed. 
In  whose  capacious  giant  numbers  rolled 


589 


The  passions  of  old  Time,  fdl  lumbering 
All  cities  fdlf  and  every  work  of  man,  [down. 
And  gave  their  portion  forth  of  human  dust, 
Touched  by  the  mortal  linger  of  decay. 
Tree,  herb,  and  flower,  and  every  fowl  of 

heaven, 
And  fish,  and  animal,  the  wild  and  tame, 
Forthwith  dissolving,  crumbled  into  dust 
From  battle-fields,  where  men  by  millions  met 
To  murder  each  his  fellow,  and  make  sport 
To  kings  and  heroes — things  long  since  f  or^ 

got — 
InnumeroQB  armies  rose,  unbannered  all, 
XJnpanoplicd,  unpraised ;  nor  found  a  prince, 
Or  general  then,  to  answer  for  their  cnmes. 
All  woke — ^tho  north  and  south  gave  up  their 

dead: 
The  caravan,  that  in  mid-joumey  sunk. 
With  all  its  merchandise,  expected  long,^ 
And  long  forgot,  ingulfed  beneath  the  tide 
Of  death,  that  the  wild  spirit  of  the  vrinds 
Swept,  in  his  wrath,  along  the  wilderness, 
In  the  wide  desert  woke,  and  saw  all  calm 
Around,  and  populous  with  risen  men : 
Nor  of  his  relics  thought  the  pilgrim  then, 
Kor  merchant  of  his  silks  and  spioeries. 
All  rose,  of  every  age,  of  every  dime : 
Adam  and  Eve,  the  grreat  proganitors 
Of  all  mankind,  fair  as  they  seemed  that  mom 
"When  first  they  met  in  paradise,  unfallen, 
Uncursed — from   andent    dumber    broke, 

where  once  [stood, 

Euphrates  rolled  his  stream;   and  by  them 
In  stature  equal,  and  in  soul  as  large, 
Their  last  posterity. 

As  sudden  rose. 
From  out  thdr  watery  beds,  the  Oceania  dead. 
Renewed,  and  on  the  unstirring  billows  stood. 
From  pole  to  pole,  thick  covering  all  the  sea ; 
Of  every  nation  blent,  and  every  age. 

Wherever  slept  one  grain  of  human  dust, 
Essential  organ  of  a  human  soul, 
Wherever  tosscd^obedicnt  to  the  call 
Of  God's  omnipotence,  it  hurried  on 
To  meet  its  fellow  partides,  revived, 
Rebuilt,  in  union  indestructible. 
Ko  atom  of  his  spoils  remained  to  Death. 

Bobertlhlloh 

9609>  KBSDBSEOnOK,  Emblem  of  tlio. 

Have  you  not  seen  how  pent  in  narrow  room, 

From  leaf  to  leaf  the  worm-like  insect 
creeps  ?  [sleeps 

Have  you  not  seen,  how  undistinguished 
That  insect,  glided  by  its  death-like  tomb  ? 
Till,  bursting  forth  in  vernal  beauty*s  bloom, 

Quick  into  life  the  winged  wonder  leaps, 

Sports  in  the  sun,  the  flower,  the  brooklet 

sips,  [loom? 

Broider^d  with  brightest  tints  from  nature^s 

So  man,  within  his  being's  narrow  ring,  [lies 

Crawls  on  his  kindrea  earth :  so  down  he 
In  wintry  slumber  wrapt :  in  life's  new  spring 

Again,  no  more  a  grovelling  worm,  to  rise ; 
But  seraph-like,  to  soar  on  radiant  wing, 

And  quaff  ddight  'mid  heaven's  unclouded 
skies.  Bishop  Mdnt. 


M70.  SESUBBEOnOH,  Beoognition  hi  thk 

And  shall  I  e'er  again  thy  features  trace, 
Beloved  friend;  thy  lineaments  review? 
Yes :  though  the  sunken  eyes,  and  livid  hue, 
And  lips  compressed,  have  quenched  each 

lively  grace, 
Death's  triumph ;  still  I  recognize  the  face 
Which  thine  for  many  a  year  affection 
knew :  [anew, 

And  what  forbids,  that,  clothed  with  life 
It  still  on  memory's  tablet  hold  its  place  ? — 
Tho'  then  thy  cheek  with  deatldess  bloom  be 
sheen,  [brow. 

And  rays  of  splendor  wreathe  thy  sun-like 
That  change  I  deem  shall  sever  not  between 

Thee  ana  thy  former  self ;  nor  disallow 
That  love's  tried  eyes  discern  thee  through 
the  screen 
Of  glory  then,  as  of  corruption  now. 

Bishop  Mont, 

3671.  BESUBSEOTIOH,  Beoonstmction  of  the. 

Dust  to  dust,  it  minglcth  well  among  the 
sacred  soil: 

It  is  scattered  by  tho  winds,  it  is  wafted  by 
the  waves,  it  mixeth  with  herbs  and 
cattle. 

But  God  hath  watched  those  morsels,  and 
hath  guided  them  in  care : 

Each  waiting  soul  must  claim  his  own,  when 
the  archangel  soundeth. 

And  all  the  fields,  and  all  the  hills,  shall 
move  a  mass  of  life ; 

Bodies  numberless,  crowding  on  tho  land, 
and  covering  the  trampled  sea. 

Darkening  the  air  predpitate,  and  gathered 
scathless  from  the  fire ; 

The  Himalayan  peaks  shall  yield  their  charge, 
and  the  desolate  steppes  of  Siberia, 

The  Maelstrom  disingulf  its  spoil,  and  the  ice- 
burg  manumit  its  captive ; 

All  diall  teem  with  life,  the  converging  frag- 
ments of  humanity. 

Till  every  consdous  essence  greet  his  individ- 
ual frame; 

For  in  some  dlfpufied  dmilitude,  alike,  yet 
different  m  glory, 

This  body  shall  be  shaped  anew,  fit  dwelling 
for  the  soul : 

The  hovel  hath  grown  to  a  palace,  the  bulb 
hath  burst  into  the  flower, 

Matter  hath  put  on  incorruption,  and  is  at 
peace  with  spirit        M.  F,  Tapper. 

2673.  BESTTBSECTIOir,  The  Seoond. 

But  first  Messiah  spake  again.  His  voice 
Resounding  from  the  jasper  walls  of  heaven 
To  hell's  profoundest  caves.     And  lo,  the 

Deep 
Qrew  darker  at  the  summons.     Hades  shook 
Through  all  her  strong  foundations,  as  of  old 
Sinai  l)eneath  the  feet  of  God.     Nor  now 
Was  key  or  looscn'd  bar  or  fadle  bolt 
Needed  to  ope  her  adamantine  doors ; 
For,  OS  it  seem'd,  the  firmament,  which  ardi'd 
That  prison  of  the  damned  with  lurid  gloom. 
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To  right  and  left  "was  rent :  and  Death  and 

HeU 
With  dreadf  al  throes  and  agonizing  groans 
Disgorged  their  dead,  the  lost  of  every  age, 
In  myriads,  small    and  great  confusedly. 

These, 
As  shivering  on  the  bare  expanse  they  stood, 
Ejected  prisoners  but  not  escaped, 
Iho  angels  in  dead  ominous  sHence  led  [each 
Back  to  their  mother  earth,  where  waited 
His  ruined  spirits  tenement,  made  fit 
To'  endure  the  terrors  of  the  wrath  to  come. 
The  body  of  his  sin,  and  from  this  hoar 
The  body  of  his  everlasting  woe.  [they  forth 
Thus  clothed  with  shame,  not  glory,  came 
From  graves  innumerable  by  landana  sea. 
And  took  their  station,  so  the  Judge  ordain'd, 
Behind  the  accursed  angels,  who  first  sinn'd 
And,  as  was  meet,  must  first  receive  their 

doom.     Edward  Henry  Biekenteth. 

9078.  SESUBBEOnOHi  TruufiDniiationB  at  tho. 

Old  men,  that  on  their  stafE,  bending,  had 
leaned. 
Crazy  and  frail ;  or  sat,  benumbed  with  age, 
In  weary  listlessness,  ripe  for  the  grave. 
Felt  through  their  sluggish  veins  and  with- 
ered limbs  [smooth ; 
Kew  vigor  flow:   the  wrinkled  face  grew 
Upon  the  head,  that  time  had  razored  bare, 
Rose  bushy  locks ;  and  as  his  son,  in  prime 
Of  strength  and  youth,  the  aged  father  stood. 
Changing  herself,  the  mother  saw  her  son 
Grow  up,  and  suddenly  put  on  the  form  [sat, 
Of  manhood:  and  the  wretch  that  begging 
Limbless,  deformed,  at  comer  of  the  way, 
Unmindful  of  his  crutch,  in  joint  and  limb 
Arose  complete :  and  he  that  on  the  bed 
Of  mortal  sickness,  worn  with  sore  distress. 
Lay  breathing  forth  his  soul  to  death,  felt 
The  tide  of  life  and  vigor  rushing  back ;  [now 
And  looking  up  beheld  his  weeping  wife. 
And  daughter  fond,  that  o'er  him,  bending, 

stooped 
To  close  his  eyes :  the  frantic  madman  too, 
In  whose  confused  brain  reason  had  lost 
Her  way,  long  driven  at  random  to  and  fro. 
Grew  sober,  and  his  manacles  fell  off. 
The  newly  sheeted  corpse  arose,  and  stared 
On  those  who  dressea  it:  and  the  cofiSned 

dead, 
That  men  were  bearing  to  the  tomb,  awoke, 
And  mingled  with  their  friends :  and  armies, 

which 
The  trump  surprised,  met  in  the  furious  shock 
Of  battle,  saw  the  bleeding  ranks,  new  fallen, 
Rise  up  at  once,  and  to  their  ghastly  dieeks 
Return  the  stream  of  life  in  h^lhy  flow. 
And  as  the  anatomist,  with  idl  his  band 
Of  rude  disciples,  o'er  the  subject  hung, 
And  impolitely  hewed  his  way  through  bones 
And  muscles  of  the  sacred  human  form. 
Exposing  barbarously  to  wanton  gaze 
The  mysteries  of  nature— joint  eimiraced 
His  kindred  joint,  the  wounded  flesh  grew  up. 
And  suddenly  the  injured  man  awoke,  [plete 
Among  their  hands,  and  stood  arrayed  com- 


In  immortality — iorgiymft  scarce 
The  insult  offered  to  his  day  in  death. 

All  men  in  fidd  and  dty ;  by  the  wav; 
On  land  or  sea ;  lolling  in  gorgeous  hall. 
Or  plying  at  the  oar;  crawUng  in  rags 
Obscure,  or  dazzling  in  embrQidered  cold ; 
Alone,  in  companies,  at  home,  abroad ; 
In  wanton  merriment  surprised  and  taken ; 
Or  kneeling  reverently  in  act  of  prayer ; 
Or  cursing  recklessly,  or  uttering  lies ; 
Or  lapping  greedily  from  slander*s  cup 
The  blood  of  reputation ;  or  between 
Friendships  and  brotherhoods  devising  strife; 
Or  plottii^  to  defile  a  neighbor's  bed ; 
In  Quel  met  with  dagger  of  revenge; 
Or  casting  on  the  wicbw's  heritage 
The  eye  of  covetousness ;  or  with  full  hand 
On  mercy's  noiseless  errands,  unobserved. 
Administering;  or  meditating  fraud 
And  deeds  of  horrid  barbarous  intent ; 
In  full  pursuit  of  unexperienced  hope, 
Fluttermff  along  the  flowery  path  of  youth ; 
Or  steeped  in  disappointment's  bitterness — 
The  fevered  cup  that  guilt  must  ever  drink, 
When  pardied  and  Minting  on  the  road  of  ill ; 
Beggar  and  king,  the  down  and  haughty  lord ; 
The  venerable  sage,  and  empty  fop ; 
The  andent  matron,  and  the  rosy  bride ; 
The  virgin  diaste,  amd  shrivdled  harlot  vile; 
The  saviMpe  fleroe,  and  man  of  sdence  mild ; 
The  good  and  evil,  in  a  moment,  all 
Were  changed,  corruptible  to  inoorrapt, 
And  mortal  to  immortal,  ne'er  to  diange. 

BobertBMoi. 

MY4.  BBTIBEICEHT,  Onaof  o£ 

Thus  some  retire  to  nourish  hopeless  woe ; 
Some  seeking  happiness  not  found  below; 
Some  to  comply  with  humor,  and  a  mind 
To  social  scenes  by  nature  disinclined ;  [gust ; 
Some  sway'd  by  fashion,  some  by  deep  dis- 
Some  self-impoverish'd,  and  because   they 

must; 
But  few  that  court  letiTement  are  aware 
Of  half  the  toils  they  must  encounter  there. 

WUUam  Coftper. 

9676.  BBTMBnTIOV,  Fact  oft 

Though  the  mills  of  Qod  grind  slowly. 
Yet  they  grind  exceeding  small ; 

Though  with  patience  He  stands  waiting. 
With  exactness  grinds  He  alL 

Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow. 

9676.  BETRXBUnOV,  Vatoie'i. 

A  year  has  ended — ^let  the  good  man  pause. 
And  think,  for  he  can  think,  of  all  its  crime 

And  toil  and  suffering.    Nature  has  her  laws, 
Ihat  will  not  brook  infringement;  in  all 
time, 

All  drcumstances,  all  state,  in  every  dime. 
She  holds  aloft  the  same  avenging  sword ; 

And,  sitting  on  her  boundless  throne  sublime. 
The  vitals  of  her  wrath,  with  justice  stored. 
Shall,  in  her  own  good  hour,  on  all  thAt> 
ill  be  poured.  Jamee  Oatcs  Prrc:mL 
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MTT.  SETBOBFEOnOir,  Eoot  ofi 

There  are  moments  in  life  which  are  nerer 
forgot,  [away; 

Which  brighten  and  brighten  as  time  steals 
They  give  a  new  charm  to  the  happiest  lot, 
Aiid  they  shine  on  the  gloom  of  the  loneli- 
est day :  [tears ; 
These  moments  are  hallowed  by  smOes  and  by 
The  first  look  of  loYe,  and  the  last  x>arting 
given; 
As  the  sun,  in  the  dawn  of  his  glory,  appears. 
And  the  cloud  weeps  and  glows  witn  the 
rainbow  in  heaven. 
There  are  hours,  there  are  minutes,  whidi 
memory  brings, 
Like  blossoms  of  Bden,  to  twine  round  the 
heart;                                       [wings. 
And  as  time  rushes  by  on  the  might  of  his 
They  may  darken  awhile,  but  they  neyer  de- 
part: 
O,  these  hallowed  remembrances  cannot  decay. 
But  they  come  on  the  soul  with  a  magical 
thrill ;                                   [will  stay. 
And  in  days  that  are  darkest,  they  kindly 
And  the  heart,  m  its  last  throb,  will  beat  with 
them  still.        Jwmn  QaiM  I^reiwtk 

367§«  EEUKIOH  AboTO. 

If  yon  bright  stars,  which  gem  the  night, 

Be  each  a  blissful  dwelling-sphere. 
Where  kindred  spirits  re-unite, 

Whom  death  hath  torn  asunder  here; 
How  sweet  it  were  at  once  to  dib, 

To  leave  this  blighted  orb  afar, 
Mixt  soul  and  soul,  to  cleave  the  sky, 

And  soar  away  from  star  to  star  I 

But,  O !  how  dai'k,  how  drear  and  lone. 

Would  seem  the  brightest  world  of  bliss, 
If,  wandering  through  each  radiant  one. 

We  failed  to  find  the  loved  of  this  I 
If  there  no  more  the  ties  shall  twine 

Which  death's  cold  hand  alone  can  sever, 
Ah,  then  those  stars  in  mockery  shine. 

More  hateful  as  they  shine  forever  I 

I 

It  cannot  be  I — each  hope,  each  fear. 

That  lights  the  eye  or  douds  the  brow. 
Proclaims  there  is  a  happier  sphere 

Than  this  bleak  world  that  holds  us  now. 
There  is  a  voice  which  sorrow  hears, 

When  heaviest  weighs  life's  galling  chain, 
*Tis  Heaven  that  whispers,  **  Dry  your  tears ; 

The  pure  in  heart  shall  meet  again." 

William  Leggett, 

2679.  BEUHIOK,  Flaoo  of. 

Where  no  shadow  shall  bewilder. 

Where  life's  vain  parade  is  o'er, 
Where  the  sleep  of  sin  is  broken, 

And  the  dreamer  dreams  no  more : 
Where  the  bond  is  never  severed ; 

Partings,  claspii^s,  sob  and  moan, 
Midnight  waking,  twQight  weeping, 

Heavy  noontide, — all  are  done : 
Where  the  child  has  found  its  mother, 

Where  the  mother  finds  the  child. 


Where  dear  &milie8  are  gathered. 
Thai  were  scattered  on  the  wild : 
Brother,  we  shall  meet  and  rest 
'Mid  the  holy  and  the  blest! 

Where  the  hidden  wound  is  healed, 

Where  the  blighted  light  re-blooras, 
Where  the  smitten  heart  the  freshness 

Of  its  buoyant  youth  resumes : 
Where  the  love  that  here  we  lavish 

On  the  withering  leaves  of  time, 
Shan  have  fadeless  fiowers  to  fix  on 

In  an  ever  spring-bright  clime : 
Where  we  find  the  joy  of  loving, 

As  we  never  loved  before, 
Loving  on,  unchilled,  unhindered, 

Lovmg  once  and  evermore : 

Brother,  we  shall  meet  and  rest, 
'Mid  the  holy  and  the  blest ! 

Boratius  Bonar, 

M90.  fiBTEHGE,  Difgiaoe  of. 

You  satisfy  your  ani^r,  and  revenge : 
Suppose  this,  it  will  not 
Repair  your  loss ;  and  there  was  never  yet 
But  shame  and  scandal  in  a  victory, 
When,  rebels  unto  reason,  passions  fought  it ; 
Tlien  for  revenge,  by  great  souls  it  was  ever 
Contemn'd,  though  offer'd,   entertained  by 
none  [gcrs 

But  cowards,  base,  and  abject  spirits ;  stran- 
To  moral  honesty,  and  never  yet 
Acquainted  with  religion. 

Fhilip  Mcunnffer. 

MSI.  UVEVaB,  Light  of: 

Speak  not  of  vengeance  I  'tis  the  right  of  Gk>d. 
«« Vengeance  is  His."    Who  will  usurp  the 

bolt 
And  launch  it  for  omnipotence  ?    Shall  man 
Assume  the  right  of  judgment,  or  prescribe 
How  far  the  line  of  mercy  shall  extend, 
Or  punishment  shall  stretch  its  iron  rod  ? 
In  thine  own  cause  to  judge,  who  gave  thee 
Presumptuous  man  ?  [ri^ht, 

C.  P.  LayarcL 

9689.  BIOHES,  ManteL 

I've  a  mighty  part  within 
That  the  world  hath  never  seen. 
Rich  as  Eden's  happy  gpround, 
And  with  choicest  plenty  crown'd. 
Here  on  all  the  shining  boughs 
Eiiowledge  fair  and  useful  grows : 
On  the  same  young  flowering  tree 
All  the  seasons  you  may  see ; 
Notions  in  the  bloom  of  light, 
Just  disclosing  to  the  sight ; 
Here  are  thoughts  of  larger  growth. 
Ripening  into  solid  truth ; 
Fruits  r^n'd,  of  noble  taste ; 
Seraphs  feed  on  such  repast. 
Here,  in  a  green  and  shady  grove. 
Streams  of  pleasure  mix  with  love, 
There,  beneath  the  smiling  skies, 
Hills  of  contemplation  rise ; 
Now  upon  some  shining  top 
Angels  light,  and  coll  me  up ; 
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I  rejoice  to  raise  my  feet, 

Both  rejoice  when  there  we  meet. 

Isaac  WaUt. 
2683.  BIGHES,  True. 

Go,  buy  thee  new  lands,  and  enlarge  thy  es- 
tate, [and  great ; 
And  write  thy  prond  name  with  the  wealthy 
But  if  thou  shalt  fail  of  a  treasure  in  heaven, 
All  thy  wealth  to  the  winds  shall  be  rapidly 
given. 

Go,  enter  the  mart  where  the  merchantmen 

meet; 
Get  rich,  and  retire  to  some  rural  retreat : 
Ere  happiness  comes,  comes  the  season  to  die ; 
Quickly  then  will  thy  riches  all  vanish  and 

fly. 

Ck),  sit  with  the  mighty  in  purple  and  gold ; 
Thy  mansions  be  stately,  thy  treasures  untold : 
But  soon  shalt  thou  dwell  in  the  damp  house 
of  clay,  [and  away. 

While  thy  riches  make  wings  to  themselves. 

Oh,  give  me  the  flowers  that  droop  not  nor 

dicl 
A  treasure  up  yonder  t — a  home  in  the  sky ! 
Where  beautiful  things  in  their  beauty  still 

stay. 
And  where  riches  ne^er  fly  from  the  blessed 

away.  William  Httnter, 

9684.  RXDIOULE,  Antver  to. 

Ridicule  is  a  weak  weapon  when  levelled  at 
a  strong  mind ; 

But  common  men  are  cowards,  and  dread  an 
empty  lau^h. 

Fear  a  nettle,  and  touch  it  tenderly — ^its  poi- 
son shall  bum  thee  to  the  shoulder ; 

But  grasp  it  with  a  bold  hand — ^is  it  not  a 
bundle  of  myrrh  ? 

Betray  mean  terror  of  ridicule,  thou  shalt 
find  fools  enough  to  mock  thee ; 

But  ailBwer  thou  their  laughter  with  contempt, 
and  the  scofEers  will  Uck  thy  feet. 

M.  F,  Tupper. 

9685.  STDIOULE,  Pupose  of. 

Where'er  the  power  of  ridicule  displays 
Her  quaint-eyed  visage,  some  incongruous 
form,  [bin'd. 

Some  stubborn  dissonance  of  things  com- 
Strikes  on  the  quick  observer :  whether  pomp. 
Or  praise,  or  beauty,  mix  their  partial  claim 
Where  sordid  fashions,  where  ignoble  deeds, 
Where  foul  deformity,  are  wont  to  dwell ; 
Or  whether  these  with  violation  loathed. 
Invade  resplendent  pomp^s  imperious  mien. 
The  charms  of  beauty,  or  the  boast  of  praise. 
Ask  we  for  what  fair  end  the  Almighty  8ire 
In  mortal  bosoms  wakes  this  gay  contempt. 
These  grateful  stings  of  laughter,  from  dis- 
gust 
Edudng  pleasure  t    Wherefore,  but  to  aid 
The  taray  steps  of  reason,  and  at  once 
By  this  prompt  impulse  urge  us  to  depress 
The  giddy  aims  of  folly  f 

Mdrh  Akendde. 


9686.  BiaHT,  Dokg. 

Go  boldly  on.    Do  what  is  right  ; 

Ask  not  for  private  ease  or  good ; 
Let  one  bright  star  direct  thy  sight. 

The  polar  star  of  rectitude. 

Go  boldly  on.    And  though  the  road 
Thy  weary,  bleeding  feet  shall  rend. 

Angels  shall  help  thee  bear  thy  load. 
And  God  Himself  thy  steps  attend. 

Do  BIGHT.    And  thou  hast  naught  to  fear ; 

Bight  hath  a  power  that  makes  thee  strong ; 
The  night  is  dark,  but  light  is  near ; 

The  grief  is  short,  the  joy  is  long. 

Know,  in  thy  dark  and  troubled  day. 
To  friends  of  truth  and  right  are  given, 

When  strifes  and  toils  have  pass'd  away, 
The  sweet  rewards  and  joys  of  heaven. 

Thomas  C.  Upham. 

9687.  SIGHT,  Yindioation  of: 

Kot  to  the  swift  nor  to  the  strong 
The  battles  of  the  right  bel(»ig ; 
For  he  who  strikes  for  freedom  wears 
The  armor  of  the  captive^s  prayers, 
And  nature  proffers  to  his  cause 
The  strength  of  her  eternal  laws. 
While  he  whose  arm  essays  to  bind 
And  herd  with  common  brutes  his  kind. 
Strives  evermore  at  fearful  odds 
With  nature  and  the  jealous  gods. 
And  dares  the  dread  recoil  which  late 
Or  soon  their  right  shall  vindicata 

J.  a.  WhiUier. 

9688.  RIGHTEOnS,  Hope  of  the. 

Oh  I  have  ye  not  marked  on  the  lip  of  the  dy- 
ing, [gale. 
When  praises  have  fluttered  in  life's  latest 

When  the  blood^streams  of  life  in  their  foun- 
tains were  drying, 

And  the  cheek  once  so  blooming  was  death- 
like and  pale. 

That  the  righteous  hath  hope  in  his  death  ? 

For  the  brightness  of  joy  on  his  spirit  is 
beaming.  [illume, 

The  lights  of  heaven^s  splendor  his  bosom 
And  visions  of  bllas  on  his  rapt  soul  are 
streaming,  tomb — 

The  visions  that  gild  the  dark  vale  of  the 
For  the  righteous  hath  hope  in  his  death. 

9689.  BiaHTEOUSHESS,  Self. 

Grace,  triumphant  on  the  throne, 
Scorns  a  rival,  reigns  alone ; 
Come,  and  bow  beneath  her  sway. 
Cast  your  idol  works  away. 
Works  of  men,  when  made  bis  plea, 
Never  shall  accepted  be ; 
Fruits  of  pride  (vain-glorious  worm !) 
Are  the  best  he  can  perform. 
Self,  the  god  his  soul  adores, 
Influences  all  his  powers ; 
Jesus  is  a  slighted  name, 
Self-advancement  all  his  aim : 
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'  But  when  Qod  the  Judge  shall  come 
To  pronoonoe  the  final  doom, 
Then  for  rocks  and  hills  to  hide 
All  his  works  and  all  his  pride  1 

WilUam  Covoper. 

9M0.  SOCa;  lUpdrlag  totbtt. 
In  seasons  of  grief  to  my  (jk>d  Fll  repair, 
When  my  heift  is  overwhelmed  with  sorrow 
and  care ;  [cry, 

From  the  ends  of  the  earth  mito  Thee  will  I 
Lead  me  to  the  Bock  that  is  higher  than  L 

When  Satan,  the  tempter,  comes  in  like  a 
flood,  [good. 

To  driye  my  poor  sonl  from  the  fonntatn  of 
m  nray  to  the  Savionr  who  kindly  did  die, 
Leaa  me  to  the  Bock  that  is  higher  than  L 

And  when  I  hare  ended  my  pilgrimage  here. 
Clad  in  Jesus'  pure  righteousness   let  me 

appear. 
In  the  swellings  of  Jordan  on  Thee  Til  rely. 
And  look  to  the  Bock  that  is  higher  than  I. 

And  when  the  last  trumpet  shall  sound  through 

the  skies. 
When  the  dead  from  the  dust  of  the  earth 

shall  arise,  [der  sky. 

With  bright  millions  Fll  Join,  far  above  yon- 
To  praise  the  dear  Bock  Uiat  is  higher  than  L 

9M1.  BOOK  OF  AGES,  Hittvin  ihs. 

Bock  of  Ages,  deft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee  I 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood,' 
From  Thy  riven  side  which  flowed. 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure — 
deanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 

Kot  the  labors  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  Thy  law^s  demands ; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know. 
Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone— 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone. 

Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring. 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  ding ; 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress, 
Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace; 
Foul,  I  to  the  fountain  fly — 
Wash  me.  Saviour,  or  I  die. 

While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eye-strings  break  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  wonds  unknown. 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment-throne. 
Bock  of  Agra,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee  I 

Augiutus  Montague  Toplady. 

96M.  SUI1B8,  AdTSiitsg^  9L 

Slight  those  who  say  amidst  their  sickly 
healths,  [but  man? 

Thou  liv*st  by  rule.     What  doth  not  so 
Houses  are  built  by  rule,  and  commonwealths. 

Entice  the  trusty  sun,  if  that  you  can. 
From  his  ecliptic  line ;  beckon  the  sky. 
Who  lives  by  rule,  then,  keeps  good  company. 
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Who  keeps  no  guard  upon  himself  is  slacks 
And  rots  to  nothing  at  the  next  great  thaw. 

Man  is  a  shop  of  rules,  a  well-truss'd  pack, 
Whose  every  parcel  underwrites  a  law. 

Lose  not  thyself,  nor  give  thy  humors  way : 

God  gave  them  to  thee  under  lode  and  key. 

George  HerberU 

Oh  t  selling  of  rum  is  the  best  device 
To  make  (^henna  of  Paradise. 
MTherever  may  roll  the  fiery  flood,       [blood, 
It  is  swollen  with  tears,  it  id  crested  with 

And  with  wrecks — ^how  numberless  I  laden. 
The  voice  that  was  heard  erewhile  in  prayer, 
With  its  muttered  curses  stirs  the  air. 
And  the  hand  once  prompt  to  shield  from  ill. 
In  its  drunken  wrath  is  raised  to  kill 

Or  wife,  or  sire,  or  maiden. 

William  JZ  Burleigh. 

96M,  BUXOB,  Dtiigtr  oL 

Idle  causes,  noised  awhile,  shall  yield  most 

active  consequents. 
And  therefore  it  were  ill  upon  occasion  to 

scorn  the  voice  of  rumor. 
Te  have  seen  the  chemist  in  his  art  mingle 

invisible  gases ; 
And  lo  I  the  product  is  a  substance,  a  heavy, 

dark  predpitate ; 
Even  so,  fame,  hurtling  on  the  quiet  with 

many  meeting  tongues. 
Can  out  of  nothing  bring  forth  fruits,  and 

blossom  on  a  nourishment  of  air. 
For  many  have  earned  honor,  and  thereby 

rank  and  ridies. 
From  false  and  fleeting  tales,  some  casual, 

mere  mistake ; 
And  many  have  been  wrecked  upon  disgrace, 

and  have  struggled  with  poverty  and 

scorn, 
From  envious  hints  and  iU  reports,  the  slan- 
ders cast  on  innocence. 
Whom  may  not  scandal  hit?  those  shafts 

are  shot  at  a  venture ; 
Wlio  standeth  not  in  danger  of  suspidon? 

that  net  hath  caught  the  noblesL 
CsBsar^s  wife  was  spotless,  but  a  martyr  to 

false  fame; 
And  rumor,  in  temporary  things,  is  gigantic 

as  a  ruin  or  a  remedy : 
Many  poor  and  many  rich  have  tcstifled  its 

popular  omnipotence. 
And  many  a  panic-stricken  army  have  per- 
ished with  the  host  of  the  Assyrians. 

M.  F,  Tapper* 

96M.  BTJICOB,  Qrowih  ofi 

The  flying  rumors  gathered  as  they  roird ; 
Scarce  any  tale  was  sooner  heard  than  told, 
And  all  who  told  it  added  something  new. 
And  all  who  heard  it  made  enlargement  too ; 
In  every  ear  it  spread,  on  every  toi^e  it 
grew.  Alexander  Ape, 

M96.  8ABBATE,  Baadlti  of  tht. 

O  day  of  rest  and  gladness, 
O  day  of  joy  ana  lights 
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O  balm  of  care  and  sadness, 
Most  beautiful,  most  bright ; 

On  thee,  tiie  high  and  lowly 
Through  ages  joined  in  tune, 

Sing,  Holy,  Holy,  Holy, 
To  the  great  G^  Triune. 

On  thee  at  the  creation 

The  Ught  fint  had  its  birth, 
On  thee  for  our  salvation 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth ; 
On  thee,  our  Lord  victorious, 

The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven ; 
And  thus  on  thee,  most  glorious, 

A  triple  light  was  given. 

Thon  art  a  holy  ladder 

Where  angels  go  and  come ; 
Each  Sunday  finds  us  gladder, 

Nearer  to  heaven,  our  home ; 
A  day  of  sweet  refection 

Thou  art,  a  day  of  love, 
A  day  of  resurrection 

From  earth  to  things  above. 

To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls ; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls : 
Where  Gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams, 
And  living  waters  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 

New  graces  ever  gaining 

From  this,  our  day  of  rest, 
Wo  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest 
To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises. 

To  Father  and  to  Son ; 
The  Church  her  voice  upraises 

To  Thee,  blest  Three  in  One. 

Chrutapher  Wordmoorth, 

M97.  8ABBATH,  FiguM  of  the. 

Types  of  eternal  rest,  fair  buds  of  bliss. 

In   heavenly  flowers  uiifolding  week  by 

week ;  [this ; 

The  next  world^s  gladness  imaged  forth  in 

Days  of  whose  worth  the  Christianas  heart 

can  speak! 

Eternity  on  time,  the  steps  by  which 
Wo  climb  to  future  ages,  lamps  that  light 

Man  through  his  darker  days,  and  thought 

enrich,  [flight. 

Yielding   redemption  for   a  week's  dull 

Wakeners  of  prayers  in  man,   his  resting 
bowers 

As  on  he  journeys  in  the  narrow  way. 
Where  Eden-like,  Jehovah's  walking  hours 

Are  waited  for  as  in  the  cool  of  day. 

Days  fixed  by  God  for  intercourse  with  dust. 
To   raise   our  thoughts,  and  purify  our 
powers. 

Periods  appointed  to  renew  our  trust ; 
A  gleam  of  glory  after  six  days'  showers! 


A  milky-way  marked  out  through  skies  dae 
drear, 
By  radiant  suns  that  warm  as  well  as  shine ; 
A  clew,  which  ho  who  follows  knows  no  fear. 
Though  briers  and  thorns  around  his  path- 
way twine. 

Foretastes  of  heaven  on  earth ;  pledges  of  joy 
Surpassing   fancy's   flights  and   fictiou^s 
stoiy ; 
The  preludes  of  a  feast  that  cannot  cloy. 
And  the    bright  out-courts  of  immortal 
glory !  Bernard  Barton. 

M98*  SABBATH,  Lnpot  of  ths. 

Hail  to  the  day,  whidi  He,  who  made  the 

heaven, 
Earth,  and  their  armies,  sanctified  and  Uest» 
Perpetual  memory  of  the  Maker's  rest ! 
Hail  to  the  day,  when  He,  by  whom  was  grren 
New  life  to  man,  the  tomb  asunder  riven. 
Arose !    That  day  His  Church  doth  still  oon.- 

fess. 
At  once  Creation's  and  Redemption's  feast. 
Sign  of  a  world  called  forth,  a  world  for- 
given. 
Welcome  that  day,  tiie  day  of  holy  peace, 
The  Lord's  own  day !  to  man's  Creator  owed. 
And  man's  Redeemer ;  for  the  soul's  increaae 
In  sanctity,  and  sweet  repose  bestowed ; 
TVpe  of  the  rest  when  sin  and  care  shall  ceefle, 
liio  rest  remaining  for  the  loved  of  €k>d  I 

Bp.  Mant. 

MM.  8ABBATH,  ObMmaoa  «f  tlis. 

Now  let  us  repose  from  our  care  and  our 
sorrow, 
Let  all  that  is  anxious  and  sad  pass  away ; 
The  rough  cares  of  life  lay  aside  till  to- 
morrow. 
And  let  us  bo  tranquil  and  happy  to-day. 

Let  us  say  to  the  world,  should  it  tempt  us  to 
wander. 
As  Abraham  said  to  his  men  on  the  plain — 
There's  the  mountain  of  prayer,  I  am  going 
up  yonder. 
And  tarry  you  here  till  I  seek  you  again. 

To-day  on  that  mount  we  would  seek  for  Thy 

blessing ; 

O  Spirit  of  Holiness,  meet  with  us  there; 

Our  hearts  then  will  feel,  thine  inJIuenos 

possessing,  [prayer. 

The  sweetness  of  praise  and  the  fervor  of 

JamM  Edmeitan. 
drOO.  SABBATH,  Best  of  ««. 

Fresh  glides  the  brook  and  blows  the  gale, 

Yet  yonder  holts  the  quiet  mill! 
The  whirring  wheel,  the  rushing  sail. 

How  motionless  and  still  I 
Six  days  of  toil,  poor  child  of  Cain, 

Thy  strength  the  slave  of  Want  may  be ; 
The  seventh  thy  limbs  escape  the  chain — 

A  God  hath  made  thee  free ! 

Ah,  tender  was  the  Law  that  gave 
Tills  holy  respite  to  the  breast 
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To  breathe  the  g&le,  to  watch  the  wave, 
And  know — ^tho  wheel  may  rest  I 

But  where  the  waves  the  gentlest  glide 
What  image  charms,  to  lift  thine  eyes  t 

The  spire  reflected  on  the  tide 
Invites  thee  to  the  sides. 

To  teach  the  soul  its  nobler  worth 

This  rest  from  portal  toil  is  given ; 
Go,  snatch  the  brief  reprieve  from  earth. 

And  pass — a  guest  to  heaven. 
Six  days  may  Rank  divide  the  poor, 

O  Dives,  from  thy  banquet-hall ; 
The  seventh  the  Father  opes  the  door. 

And  holds  His  feast  for  all  I 

Sir  Edtcard  Btdwer  LytUm. 

9701«  8ABBATH8,  TbiMlbU. 

Sabbaths  are  threefold,  as  St  Austin  says : 
The  first  of  time,  or  sabbath  hero  of  days ; 
The  second  is  a  conscience  trespass-free ; 
The  last  the  sabbath  of  eternity. 

Mhmrt  Eerriek. 

97M.  SAOSinOE,  Qilaej  •£ 

The  highest  glory  is  not  where, 
'Mid  crimson  douds,  the  fight  is  won ; 
'lis  to  reclaim  the  erring  son. 

Long  used  the  sinful  yoke  to  bear. 

Better  to  dotho  with  com  the  wild 
Than  track  the  fire-path  of  a  star ; 
Less  the  proud  sons  of  science  are 

Than  clown  who  saves  a  drowning  child. 

Through  death  the  world  is  raised  above 
Its  alien  curse  and  kindi^  dust ; 
Wo  on  the  cross  read,  '^  God  is  Just," 

But  in  the  offering,  *'God  is  love.'' 

The  wheaton  com  which  falls  and  dies. 
In  autumn's  plenty  richly  waves ; 
So,  from  the  loathsome  place  of  graves 

With  Christ,  our  elder,  we  may  rise. 

From  death  comes  life.    The  hand  of  €k>d 
This  direst  curse  to  good  transforms ; 
80  purest  air  is  bom  of  storms ; 

So  bursts  the  harvest  from  the  dod. 

The  highest  benedictions  hide 
Where  sacrifice  is  pura  and  trae ; 
And  our  poor  self-denials,  too, 

If  done  for  Christ,  in  Him  abide. 

W,  Morley  ParUhon. 

9703.  8AIL0B,  Tha  OhxiitiAa. 
Launch  thy  bark,  mariner  1  Christian  Heaven 
speed  thee  1  fthee  1 

Let  loos3  the  radderbands  I  good  angels  lead 
Set  thy  sails  warily,  tempests  will  come : 
Steer  thy  course  steadily  t   Christian,  steer 
home! 

Look  to  the  weather-bow,  breakers  are  round 
thcc  I  [ground  thee ! 

Let-  fall  the  plummet  now,  shallows  may 

Reef  in  the  fore-sail  there!  hold  the  helm 
fasti 

So  let  the  vessel  wear  and  'scape  the  blast 


What  of  the  night,  watdiman  t  what  of  the 
night  t  [right." 

"Cloudy — all    quiet — ^no    land     yet — all's 
Bo  wakeful,  be  vigilant,  danger  may  be 
At  an  hour  when  all  seems  securest  to  thee. 

How— 'f;ains  the  leak  so  fast)  dear  out  the 
hold  t  [gold ! 

Hoist   up  the  merdiandise — ^heave  out  the 

There — ^let  the  ingots  go!  now  the  ship 
rights ; 

Hurrah  I  the  harbor's  near — ^lo  the  red  lights  t 

Slacken  not  sail  yet  at  inlet  or  island. 
Straight  for  the  beaoon  steer— straight  for 

the  highland ;  [foam, 

Crowd  all   thy  canvas  on,  cut  through  the 
Christian !  cast  anchor  now :  Heaven  is  thy 

home!  C.  Southey, 

97M.  &AIHTBHIF,  B«ward  oil 

To  heaven  approached  a  Sufi  Saint, 
From  groping  in  the  darkness  late, 

And,  tapping  timidly  and  faint, 
Besought  admission  at  Qod's  gate. 

S^d  Qod,  "  Who  seeks  to  enter  here  t " 
'*"ns  I,  dear  Friend,"  tlie  Saint  replied. 

And  trembling  much  with  hope  and  fear. 
* '  If  it  be  «Aou,  without  abide." 

Sadly  to  earth  the  poor  Saint  turned,  ' 
To  bear  the  scourging  of  lifers  rods ; 

But  aye  his  heart  within  him  yearned 
To  mix  and  lose  its  love  in  God's. 

He  rolimed  alone  through  weary  years, 
By  cmel  men  still  scorned  and  mocked, 

Until  from  faith*s  pure  fires  and  tears 
Again  he  rose,  and  modest  knocked. 

Asked  God,  **  Who  now  is  at  the  door  ? ' 

'  *  It  is  Thyself,  beloved  Lord, " 
Answered  the  Saint,  in  doubt  no  more. 

But  dasped  and  rapt  in  his  reward. 

Panian^  tr.  hy  W,  R.  Alger. 

37M.  8ALVATI0V,  Foontab  of. 

There  is  a  fountain  fiU'd  with  blood 
Drawn  from  Emmanuers  veins ;  . 

And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood. 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day ; 
And  there  have  I,  as  vile  as  he, 

Washed  all  my  sins  away. 

Dear  dving  Lamb !  Thy  precious  Blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power. 
Till  all  the  ransom'd  Church  of  God 

Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

E*er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Bedecming  love  has  been  my  theme, 

And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song 
ril  sing  Thy  power  to  save, 
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When  this  poor  lisping,  staBEunering  tongue 
lies  silent  in  the  graye. 

Wffliam  Cawper. 

«r««y  aAL7ATI0V»  fteytr  lob 

Hear,  grackms  QodI  a  sinner^s  cry, 
For  I  have  nowhere  else  to  fly ; 
My  hope»  my  only  hope'a  in  Thee ; 
O  Qodi  be  merciful  to  me. 

To  Thee  I  come,  a  sinner  poor,. 
And  wait  for  mercy  hi  Thy  door ; 
Indeed,  I've  nowhere  else  to  flee : 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me  I 

To  Thee  I  come,  a  nnner  weak, 
And  scarce  know  how  to  pray  or  speak ; 
From  fear  and  weakness  set  me  free ; 
O  €k>d,  be  merciful  to  me  I 

To  Tliee  I  come,  a  sinner  vile ; 
Upon  me,  Lord,  vouchsafe  to  smile! 
Mercy  alone  I  make  my  plea ; 
O  Gk>d,  be  merciful  to  me  I 

To  Thee  I  come,  a  sinner  great, 
And  well  Thou  knowcst  all  my  state ; 
Yet  full  forgiveness  is  with  Thee ; 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me ! 

To  Thee  I  come,  a  sinner  lost. 
Nor  have  I  aught  wherein  to  trust ; 
But  where  Thou  art,  Lord,  I  would  be ; 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me  1 

To  glory  bring  me.  Lord,  at  last;  , 
And  there,  when  all  my  fears  are  past, 
With  all  the  sahxts  TU  then  agree, 
God  has  been  merdful  to  met 

Samud  Medley. 

S707.  BiliVATIOVi  PNdamtion  of. 

Salvation!  oh  the  joyful  sound ! 

'lis  pleasure  to  our  cars ; 
A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound, 

A  cordial  for  our  fcars.^ 
Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin, 

At  helFs  dark  door  wo  lay ; 
But  .we  arise  by  grace  divine 

To  see  a  heavenly  day. 
Salvation !  let  the  echo  fly 

Tho  spacious  earth  around; 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 

Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 

I9aae  WaUi. 

§709.  fiALTATIOV,  Tha  Only. 

When  wounded  sore  the  stricken  soul 
Lies  bleeding  and  unboun4t 

One  only  hand,  a  piercdd  hand, 
Can  salve  the  sinner^s  wound. 

When  sorrow  swells  the  laden  breast, 

And  tears  of  anguish  flow. 
One  only  hciurt,  a  broken  heart, 

Can  feel  the  sinner's  woe. 

When  i>eidtenoe  has  wept  in  vain 
Over  some  foul  dark  spot, 


One  only  stream,  a  stream  of  blood, 
Can  wash  away  the  blot 

"Hs  Jesus'  blood  that  washes  white. 

His  hand  that  brings  relief, 
His  heart  that's  touch'd  with  all  our  joys 

And  f eeleth  for  our  gri^ef. 

lift  up  Thy  bleedinft  hapd,  O  Lord ; 

Unseal  that  cleansing  tide ; 
We  have  no  shelter  from  our  sin 

But  in  Thy  wounded  side. 

€enL  Frameei  AUxander. 

9709.  8ATAH,  Delnsioa  o£ 
8atan^    I  know  He  is  Almighty :  but  I  see 
Another  image  of  OiAnipoteuce, 
The  awful  Power  of  self-detenafned  choioe. 
Suppose  I  chooee  to  wonlap  at  that  shrine, 
What  hinders  1    Will  God  drag  me  to  His 

feett 
Forced  adoration,  what  were  this,  and  where 
His  own  irrevocable  gift,  free-will  I 
Will  He  destroy  me!    Nay,  Himself  has  said 
We  are  endow'd  with  immortality. 
That  fatal  dowry  makes  destruction  nulL 
What  then  ?    He  will  beseech  mo  to  repent; 
And,  if  obdurate,  punish  mo  ?    But  how ! 
He  spake  of  death :  but  what  is  death  to  ust 
Beasts  die  and  birds ;  man,  made  of  flesh,  may 
But  we  are  spirits,  imperishable  spirits,  [die: 
He  spake  of  hell :  but  where  or  what  is  hell  ? 
Gabriel,  thy  lightsome  wing  from  star  to  star 
Has  spann'd  creation's  height,  depth,  length, 

and  breadth ; 
Say,  brother,  hgaxt  thou  ever  seen  this  hell! 
Whatis't!  a  place  of  chains!  ofpunidmient? 
Can  fetters  bind  ethereal  essences  !  [live 

Or  would  God  make  a  creature  who  should 
Forever  in  perpetual  torment!  say, 
Gabriel,  is  this  like  God— God,  who  is  love  ? 
Nay,  rather  when  mankind  has  broken  loose 
From  his  poor  pledge,  as  tempted  he  will 
We  sliall  be  left  solo  arbiters  of  earth,  [break, 
And  all  angelic  natures,  one  by  one. 
Or  flocking  to  our  side  in  multitudes. 
Will  join  us.    Edward  Bsnry  BickersUtk. 

9710.  BATAH,  Powtr  A 
Verily,  there  is  nothing  so  true,  that  the 

damps  of  error  have  not  warped  it ; 
Verily,  there  is  nothing  so  false,  that  a  ^«kk 

of  truth  is  not  m  it 
For  the  enemy,  the  father  of  lies,  the  ffMxA 

Upas  of  creation. 
Whose  deadly  shade  hath  blasted  this  once 

green  garden  of  the  Lord,  [the  evil ; 
Can  but  pervert  the  good,  but  may  not  create 
He  destroyeth,  but  cannot  build;  forheisnct 

antagonist  deity ; 
Ifighty  in  ms  stolen  power,  yet  is  he  a  creatiure 

and  a  subject ; 
Not  a  maker  of  abstract  wrong,  but  a  qKnhr 

of  concrete  right : 
The  fiend  hath  not  a  royal  crown;  hoishvta 

prowling  robber, 
Suffered,  for  some  mysterious  end,  to  haunt 
tho  Kill's  highway; 
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And  the  keen  swoid  he  beareth,  onoe  was  a 
simple  ploftighshare ; 

Tea,  and  Us  panopl  j  of  error  is  but.  a  distor- 
tion of  the  truth ; 

The  sickle  that  onoe  reaped  righteousness, 
beaten  from  its  useful  curYo» 

With  axe,  and  spike,  and  bar,  headeth  the 
marauder's  halbert 

Seek  not  further,  O  man,  to  solve  the  dark 
riddle  of  sin; 

Snf9.ce  it,  that  thine  own  bad  heart  is  te  thee 
thine  origin  of  eriL    J£  F.  Tujpper. 

9711.  8ATAV1  SasMf  ot 

Satan  is  busy  in  planting 
Snares  in  thy  substance;  snares  attend  thy 

want; 
Snares  in  thy  discredit ;  ftnores  in  thy  disgrace ; 
Snares  in  thy  high  estate ;  snares  in  thy  base ; 
Snares  in  thy  quiet ;  snares  in  thy  commotion ; 
Snares  in  thy  diet ;  snares  in  thy  derotion ; 
Snares  above  thy  head,  and  snares  beneath ; 
Snares  in  thy  sickness ;  snares  in  thy  death. 

FrancU  Quarles. 

9719.  SATIETT,  Bjxon'a 

Great  man !  the  nations  gazed,  and  wondered 

mudi, 
And  praised:  and  many  called  his  evil  good. 
Wits  wrote  in  favor  of  his  wickedness : 
And  kings  to  do  him  honor  took  delight. 
Thus  full  of  titles,  flatteiy,  honor,  fame; 
Beyond  desire,  beyond  ambition  full,    [noss. 
He  died.    He  died  of  what?    Of  wretched- 
Drank  every  cup  of  ioy,  heard  every  trump 
Of  fume ;  drank  early,  deeply  drank ;  drank 
draughts  [then  died 

That  common  millions  might  have  quenched, 
Of  thirBt,  because  there  was  no  more  to  diink. 
His  goddess.  Nature,  wooed,  embraced,  en- 
Joyed, 
Fell  from  his  arms,  abhorred;  his  passions 
Died  flJl  but  dreary  solitary  pride ;        [died ; 
And  all  his  sympathies  in  being  died. 
As  some  ill-guided  bark,  well  built  and  tall, 
Which  angry  tides  cast  out  on  desert  shore, 
And  then  retiring,  left  it  there  to  rot 
And  moulder  in  the  winds  and  rains  of  heaven : 
So  he,  cut  from  the  sympathies  of  life. 
And  cast  ashore  from  pleasure's  boisterous 
surge —  [thing; 

A  wandering,  weary,  worn,  and  wretched 
Scorched,  and  desolate,  and  blasted  soul ; 
A  gloomy  wilderness  of  dying  thouglit — 
Repined,  and  groaned,  and  withered  from  the 
earth.  Riberi  JFbUoi. 

3713.  8ATIBTT,  EmUma  ofl 

There  is  a  bird  who,  by  his  coat. 
And  by  the  hoarseness  of  his  note, 

Might  be  supposed  a  crow ; 
A  great' frequenter  of  the  church. 
Where,  bishop-like,  ho  finds  a  perch. 

And  dormitory  too. 

Ton  think,  ho  doubt,  he  sits  and  muses 
On  future  broken  bones  and  braises, 
If  he  shonld  chance  to  falL 


No:  not  a  single  thought  like  that 
Employs  his  jmilosophic  piate, 
Or  troubles  it  at  alL 

He  sees  that  this  great  roundabout. 
The  world,  with  all  its  moHey  nnaty 

Church,  army,  physic,  law, 
Its  customs  ana  its  businesses. 
Is  no  concern  at  all  of  Lis, 

And  says — what  says  he ! — Caw. 

Thrice-happy  bird  I    I  too  have  seen 
Much  of  the  vanities  of  men ; 

And  sick  of  having  seen  ^em, 
Would  cheerfully  these  limbs  resign 
For  such  a  pair  of  wings  as  thine, 

And  such  a  head  between  'cm. 
J^neent  Bourne,  tr,  hy  William  Cotoper. 

9714.  BIVIODX,  FlMlag  to  ths. 

Jesu,  lover  of  my  soul. 

Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly. 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll. 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high  1 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide. 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past, 
-Safe  into  the  haven  guide; 

0  receive  my  soul  at  last  t 

Other  jref  uge  have  I  none ; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee; 
Leave,  ah  1  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me  1 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  st^'d, 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring: 
Cover  my  defenoeless  Lead 

With  tiie  ihadow  of  Thy  wing ! 

Wilt  Thou  not  regard  my  call  ? 

Wilt  Thou  not  accept  my  prayor  t 
Lol  I  unk,  I  f amt,  I  f all  I 

Lo !  on  Thee  I  oast  my  care ! 
Reach  me  out  Thy  gracious  bond! 

While  I  of  Thy  strength  receive. 
Hoping  against  hope  I  stand, 

Dying,  and  behold  I  live  I 

Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find :  ' 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind ! 
Just  and  holy  is  Thy  Name ; 

1  am  all  unrighteousness ; 
False  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  covet  all  my  sin ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound ; 

Hake  and  keep  me  pure  within ! 
Thou  of  Life  the  Fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee ; 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart ! 

Rise  tp  all  eternity  t      Charles  Wesley, 

97M.  8019DAI;  OriMs  d;. 

He  that  shall  rail  against  his  absent  friends, 
Ch-  heaa  then  scandaliz'd,  and  not  dafends; 
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Sports  with  tfaeir  fame,  and  speaks  whatever 

he  can, 
And  only  to  bo  thought  a  witty  man ; 
Tells  tales  and  brings  his  friends  in  discsteem ; 
That  man^s  a  knaye;  bo  sure  beware  of  him. 

Creech. 

971II.  BOHOOL,  Fniiti  of  tiio. 

When  nursed  with  skill  what  dazzling  fruits 
appear; 
£*en  now  sagacious  foresight  points  to  show 
A  little  bench  of  lieedless  bishops  here, 

And  there  a  chancellor  in  embryo, 
Or  bard  sublime,  if  bard  may  e'er  be  so,  [die, 
As  Milton,  Shakespeare,  names  that  ne*er  shall 
Though  now  he  crawl  along  the  ground  so  low. 

William  Bhenstone, 

9T1T.  80IEV0E,  DiMOftrfet  ci. 

The  potter  must  haye  his  clay,  and  the  mason 

his  quarry,  [around  it. 

And  mind  must  drain  ideas  from  everything 
From  ths  basket  and  acanthus  is  modelled  the 

graceful  capital : 
The  shadowed  profile  on  the  wall  helpeth  the 

limner  to  his  likeness : 
The  foot-marks  stamped  in  day  lead  on  the 

thoughts  to  printing : 
The  strange  skin  garments  cast  upon  the 

shore  suggest  another  hemisphere : 
A  falling  apple  taught  the  sage  pervading 

gravitation :  [upon  the  grass ; 

The  Huron  is  certain  of  his  prey,  from  tracks 
And  shrewdness,  guessing  on  the  hint,  follow- 

eth  on  the  trail : 
But  the  hint  must  be  given,  the  trail  must  be 

there,  or  the  keenest  sight  is  as  blind- 
ness, [and  things  around  it. 
And  the  soul,  fed  and  fattened  on  the  thoughts 
Oroweth  to  perfection,  full  of  fruit,  the  fruit 

of  foreign  seeds. 
For  we  learn  upon  a  hint,  we  find  upon  a  clew. 
We  yield  a  hundred-fold ;    but   the  great 

sower  is  Analogy. 
Atoms  and  thoughts  are  used  again,  mixing 

in  varied  combinations ; 
And  though,  by  moulding  them  anew,  thou 

makest  them  thine  own, 
Tet  have  they  served  thousandis,  and  all  their 

merit  is  of  Qod.         M,  F,  Tupper. 

9719.  BOIEVOEp  BtsUlitj  nl 

The  feeble  sea-birds,  blinded  in  the  storms, 
On  some  tall  light-house  dash  their  little  forms. 
And  the  rude  ffranite  scatters  for  their  pains 
Those  small  deposits  that  were  meant  for 

brains. 
Tet  the  proud  fabric  in  thd  moming*s  sun 
Stands  ail  unconscious  of  the  miscliief  done ; 
Still  the  red  betcon  pours  its  evening  rays 
For  the  lost  pilot  with  as  full  a  blaze,    [fleet 
Kay,  shines,  all  radiance,  o'er  the  scattered 
Of  gulls  and  boobies  brainless  at  its  feet 
I  teU  their  fate,  though  courtesy  disclaims 
To  call  our  kind  by  such  ungentle  names; 
Yet,  if  your  rashness  bid  you  vainly  dare. 
Think  'Of  their  doom,  ye  simple,  and  beware ! 

Oliver  Wendell  BoUnsi, 


9719.  BOBIFFirBBS,  Ootttnts  of  tba. 
Holy  Bible  I  book  divine ! 
Precious  treasure !  thou  art  mine ! 
Mine  to  tell  me  whence  I  came ; 
^lino  to  teach  me  what  I  am ; 
Mine  to  chide  me  when  I  rove ; 
Mine  to  show  a  Saviour's  love ; 
Mine  art  thou  to  guide  my  feet ; 
Mine  to  judge,  condemn,  acquit ; 
Mine  to  comfort  in  distress. 
If  the  Holy  Spirit  bless ; 
Mine  to  show  by  living  faith 
Man  can  triumph  over  death ; 
Mine  to  tell  of  joys  to  come, 
And  the  rebel  sinncr*s  doom. 

9790.  80BIFnJBE8»  Eiiwts  of  tiio. 
Here  is  the  spring  where  wateA  flowe 

To  quench  our  beate  of  sinno ; 
Here  is  the  tree  where  trueth  doth  grow. 

To  lead  our  lives  therein ; 
Here  is  the  Judge  that  stints  the  strife. 

Where  men's  devices  faille ; 
Here  is  the  bread  that  feeds  the  life 

Tliat  death  cannot  assaile ; 
The  tidings  of  salvation  deare 

Come  to  our  eares  from  hence ; 
The  fortress  of  our  faith  is  here, 

And  shielde  of  our  defence. 
Then  be  not  like  the  hogge  that  bath 

A  pearie  at  his»dcsire, 
And  takes  more  pleasure  in  the  trouth. 

And  wallowing  in  the  mire ; 
Reade  not  this  book  in  any  case 

But  with  a  single  eye ; 
Read  not  but  first  desire  God*s  grace 

To  understand  thereby ; 
Pray  still  in  faith  with  this  respect, 

To  fructifie  therein. 
That  knowledge  may  bring  this  effect. 

To  mortify  thy  sinne. 
Then  happie  thou  in  all  thy  life. 

What  so  to  thee  befalles; 
Yea,  double  happie  shalt  thou  be 

When  God  by  death  thee  calies. 

Barher'e  Bible,  1504. 

9791.  BOSIFTUBBS;  Troaiuo  of  the. 

Welcome,  dear  book,  &oul*8  joy  and  foodt 
the  feast 

Of  spirits ;  heaven  extracted  lies  in  thee. 
Thou  urt  life's  charter,  the  dove's  spotless  nest 

Where  souls  are  hatched  into  eternity. 
In  thee  the  hidden  stone,  the  manna  lies ; 

Thou  art  the  great  elixir  rare  and  choice ; 
The  key  that  opens  to  all  mysteries. 

The  Word  in  character,  God  in  the  Toioe: 

Thou  art  the  oil  and  the  wine-house ; 

Thine  are  the  present  healing  leaves, 
Blown  from  the  tree  of  life  to  us 
By  His  breath  whom  my  dead  heart  heavesi 
Eadi  page  of  thine  hath  true  life  in  *t 
And  Goa*s  bright  mind  cxprest  in  prioL 

Thou  art  the  &ithful,  pearly  rode; 

The  hive  of  beamy,  living  lights; 
Ever  the  same,  whose  diffused  stock 

Entire  still  wears  out  blackest  nights* 


soRumrKss. 

Thy  lines  are  rays  the  trad  Sun  sheds ; 
Thy  leaves  are  healing  wings  He  spreads. 

Eenry  Vaughan. 
9799.  fiOBIFTUBES  UnduiaocL 

Within  the  old  cathedral  dim^ 

A  solemn  group  arc  mot ; 
And  hearts  are  gloiving  in  their  heat. 

And  dieeks  irith  tears  arc  wet 
The  book  is  chained  to  the  desk, 

And  from  its  pago  the  throng 
Listen  to  Him  of  Kazaretb, 

Or  Zion*s  holy  song. 

Ah  t  well  may  tyrants  fear  the  truth 

That  sets  the  spirit  free ; 
And  fain  would  they  hate  quenched  hi  Uood 

Its  glorious  liberty. 
But  kindled  was  a  beacon  light, 

That  higher  tower'd  and  higher ; 
Ho !  people,  answer  with  a  STOut, 

'•Is  not  My  word  a  fire  ?  " 

And  kindled  wore  a  thousand  hearts. 

And  quenchless  was  the  fiamc ; 
The  spirit  it  had  called  to  life 

Kor  rack  nor  stake  could  tame. 
'Twos  folded  'neath  the  bloody  plaid 

Of  him  who  grasped  the  swora« 
And  fought  for  kirk  and  covenant 

The  battles  of  the  Lor^ 

Iho  chainless  truth,  our  country^s  boast 

Through  many  a  glorious  age ; 
The  truth  that  gilds  her  high  renown, 

And  lights  her  lettered  page ; 
That  teaches  no  commanos  of  men, 

But  wisdom  from  above ; 
And  needs  no  weapons,  but  its  own,  ' 

Strong  faith  ana  holy  love. 

9733.  SOSIFTUBES,  Utiiig  the. 

Who  has  this  Book  and  reads  it  not 

Doth  God  EQmsolf  despise ; 
Who  reads,  but  undcrstandcth  not. 

His  soul  in  darkness  lies. 
Who  understands,  but  savors  not. 

He  finds  no  rest  in  trouble ; 
Who  savors  but  obeyeth  not, 

He  hath  his  judgment  double. 
Who  roads  this  Book — ^who  understands-^ 

Doth  savor  and  obey; 
His  soul  shall  stand  at  Ctod^s  right  hand 

In  the  cf^eat  Judgment  Day. 

9794.  8EA,  iMunof  the. 

Beautiful,  sublime,  and  glorious, 

Wild,  majestic,  foaming,  free ; 
Over  time  itself  victorious, 

Image  of  eternity. 
Sun,  and  moon,  and  stars  shine  o*cr  thee, 

See  thy  surface  ebb  and  flow; 
Yet  attempt  not  to  explore  thee 

In  thy  soundless  depth  below. 
Whether  moraing*s  splendor  steep  thee 

With  the  rainlx>w^s  glowing  grace, 
Teanpests  rouse,  or  navies  sweep  thee, 

Tis  but  for  a  moment's  space. 
Earth,  her  valleys  and  her  mountains, 

Mortal  man^s  behest  obey ; 
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Thy  unfathomable  fountains 
Soora  his  search  and  scorn  his  sway. 

Such  art  thou,  stupendous  ocean  t 
But  if  overwhelmed  by  thee. 

Can  we  think  without  emotion 
What  must  thy  Creator  bef 

JSttnurd  JSmttoti, 

979ft.  SEA,  Moral  of  Os. 

In  every  object  here  I  see 
Something,  O  Lord,  that  leads  to  Thee: 
Firm  as  the  rocks  Thj  promise  stands, 
Thy  mcrdes  countless  as  the  sands, 
Thy  love  a  sea  immensely  wide. 
Thy  grace  an  over-flowing  tide. 
In  every  object  here  I  see 
Something,  my  heart,  that  points  at  tlice: 
Hard  as  the  rocks  that  bound  the  straad. 
Unfruitful  as  the  barren  sand. 
Deep  and  deceitful  as  the  ocean, 
An^  like  the  tides,  in  constant  motion. 

John  Newton. 

9796.  8EA,  TnasozM  of  tht. 

What  hid*st  thou  in  thy  treasure-caves  and 

cells?  I  main  t 

Thou   hollow-sounding    and    mysterious 

Pale,  glistening  pearls  and  rahibow-colored 

shells,  [and  in  vain ! 

Briglit  things  which  gleam  unrecked  of, 

Keep,  keep  thy  ridies,  melancholy  sea  1 

We  ask  not  such  from  thee. 

Tct  more,  the  d^ths  have  more  I — thy  waves 
have  rollea 
Above  the  cities  of  a  world  gone  by  I 
Sand  hath  filled  up  the  palaces  of  old. 

Sea-weed  overgrown  the  halls  of  revelry  I 
Dash  o'er  them.  Ocean,  in  thy  scornful  play  I 
Man  yields  them  to  decay. 

Yet  more,  the  billows  and  the  depths  have 

more  I  [breast  \ 

High  hearts  and  brave  are  gathered  to  thy 

They  hear  not  now  the  booming  waters  roar, 

The  battle-thunders  will  not  break  their 

rest  [gravel 

Keep  thy  red  gold  and  gems,  thou  stormy , 

Give  back  the  trao  and  brave  I 

Give  back  the  lost  and  lovdy!— 4hose  for 

whom  [long  t 

The  place  was  kept  at  board  and  hearth  so 

The   prayer  went  up  through   midnight^s 

breathless  gloom,  [song  I 

And  the  vain  yearning  woke  midst  festal 

Hold  fast  thy  buried  isles,  thy  towers  o*er- 

thrown — 

But  all  is  not  thine  own. 

To  thcQ  the  love  of  woman  hath  gone  down. 

Dark  flow  thy  tides  o'er  manhood's  noble 

head,  [ery  crown ; 

0*cr  youth's  bright  locks,  and  beauty's  flow- 

Tet  must  thou  hear  a  voice — ^Restore  the 

dead !  [thee  t 

Earth  shall  reclaim  her  precious  things  from 

Restore  the  dead,  thou  seal 

Fdicia  D.  JUnnaTU^ 
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9737.  SEA,  VdM  of  tha. 

I  fain  would  be  thy  pnpiU  mighty  Sea ! 
Tet  speak  thou  gently  to  mc,  for  I  fear 
Thy  lifted  tenor,  and  I  would  not  learn 
The  leason  that  doth  make  the  mariner 
So  deadly  pale. 

My  mother,  Earth,  doth  teach 
An  easy  lore.    She  likes  to  speak  of  man. 
Her  levelled  mountains  and  her  cultured  vales, 
Town«  tower,   and  temple,  and  trium]>hal 

arch,  [speak. 

All  speak  of  man,  and  moulder  while  they 
But  of  whoso  architecture  and  design 
Tell  thine  eternal  fountains,  when  they  rise 
In  conflict  with  the  clouds,  and  when  they 

fall  ?  [plants. 

Of  whoso  strong  culture  speak  thy  sunless 
And  groves  and  gardens,  which  no  mortal  eye 
May  sec,  and  live  ? 

What  sculptor^s  art  hath  wrought 
Those  coral  monuments  and  tombs  of  pean. 
Where  sleeps  the  sea-boy,  *mid  a  pomp  that 
Denies  her  ouried  king  ?  [earth 

Whose  science  stretched 
The  simplest  Ime  to  curb  thy  monstrous  tide  ? 
And,  writing  **  Hither  to  ^^  upon  the  sand, 
Bade  thy  mad  surge  re8i)ect  it  ? 

From  whose  loom 
CSomes  forth  thy  drapery  that  ne*er  wazeth 

old  ?  [note 

Who  hath  thy  keys,  thou  deep  t  Who  taketh 
Of  all  thy  wealth  ?  Who  numbereth  the  host 
That  make  their  bed  with  thee  ?    What  eye 

doth  scan 
Thy  secret  annal,  from  creation  locked 
Fast  in  those  dark,  illimitable  cells. 
Which  he  who  visited  hath  ne'er  returned 
To  commune  with  the  living  ? 

One  reply  I 
Do  all  thine  echoing  depths  apd  tossing  waves 
Make  but  one  answer — of  that  One  Dread 

Kamo 
Which  ho  who  deepest  graves  within  his  heart 
Is  wisest)  though  the  world  may  call  liim  f  ooL 
Therefore  I  come,  a  listener  to  thy  voice, 
And  bow  me  at  thy  feet,  and  touch  ray  lip 
To  thy  cold  billow — ^if  perchance  my  soul. 
That  fleeting  wanderer  on  the  shores  of  time, 
May,  by  thy  lore  instructed,  learn  of  €k>d. 

Mrs,  L,  H,  Siffoumey. 

973§.  8£A80VB»  Eyma  of  the. 

These,  as  they  change.  Almighty  Father,  these 
Are  but  the  varied  God.    The  rolling  year 
Is  full  of  Thee.   Forth  in  the  pleasing  spring 
Thy  beauty  walks,  Thy  tenderness  and  love. 
Wide  flush  the  fields;  tiie  softening  air  is 

balm; 
Echo  the  mountains  roond ;  the  forest  smiles ; 
And  every  sense  and  every  heart  is  Joy* 
Then  comes  Thy  glory  in  the  summer  months, 
Wiih  light  and  heat  refulgent    Then  Thy 

sun  [year ; 

Shoots  full  perfection  through  the  swelling 
And  oft  Thy  voice   in  di^adful  thunder 

speaks. 


And  oft  at  dawn,  deep  noon,  or  fsQling  eve. 
By  brooks  and  groves  in  hoUow-whiqMring 

gales. 
Thy  bounty  shines  in  autumn  unconfined. 
And  spreads  a  common  feast  for  all  that " 
In  winter  awful  Thou  I  with  clouds  and  storms 
Around  Thee  thrown,  tempest  o*er  tempest 

rolled, 
Majestic  darkness  t   On  the  whiriwind*s  wing 
Riding  sublime.  Thou  bid'st  the  world  adore^ 
And  humblest  nature  with  Thy   northern 

blast.  [divine, 

Mysterious  round  I  what  skill,  what  force 
Deep  felt,  in  these  appear  I  a  simple  train. 
Yet  so  ddightf  ul  mixed,  with  such  kind  art. 
Such  beauty  and  beneficence  combined ; 
Shade,  unperoeived,  so  softening  into  shade ; 
And  all  so  forming  an  harmonious  whcde. 
That,  as  they  still  succeed,  they  ravish  stilL 
But  wandering  oft^  with  brute  unconscioitt 

gaze,  [hand, 

Man  marks  not  Thee,  marks  not  the  mighty 
That,  ever  busy,  wheels  the  silent  spheres ; 
Works  in  the  secret  deep ;  shoots,  steaming, 

.    thence 
The  fair  profusion  that  overspreads  the  spring ; 
Flings  from  the  sun  direct  the  fiaming  day  ; 
Fee£  every    creature;    hurls    the   tempest 

forth ; 
And,  as  on  earth  this  grateful  change  revolves, 
With  transport  touches  all  the  tarings  of  life. 

Nature,  attend  I  join  every  living  soul. 
Beneath  the  spacious  temple  of  the  sky. 
In  adoration  join ;  and,  ardent,  raise 
One  general  song  1    To  Him,  ye  vocal  gales, 
Breathe  soft,  Whose  spirit  in  your  freshness 

breathes : 
O,  talk  of  Him  in  solitary  glooms  I 
Where,  o^er  the  rock,  the  scarcely  waving  pine 
Fills  the  brown  shade  with  a  religious  awe. 
And  ye,  whose  bolder  note  is  heard  afar. 
Who  shake  the  astonished  world,  lift  high  to 

heaven 
The  impetuous  tong,  and  say  from  whom 

you  rage.  [rills ; 

His  praise,  ye  brooks,  attune,  ye  trembling 
And  let  me  catch  it  as  I  muse  along. 
Te  headlong  torrents,  rapid,  and  profound; 
Te  softer  fioods,  that  lead  tlie  humid  nmze 
Along  the  vale  ;  and  thou,  majestic  main, 
A  secret  world  of  wonders  In  thyself, 
Sound  His  stupendous  praise — ^Whbeo  greater 

voice 
Or  bids  you  roar,  or  bids  your  roaring  foU. 
Soft  roll  your  incense,  herbs,  and  f nuts,  and 

flowers. 
In  mingled  clouds  to  Him — ^whose  sun  ezattB^ 
Whoso  l)reath  perfumes  you,  and  whose  pen- 
cil paints. 
Ye  forests  bend,  ye  harvests  wave,  to  BOm ; 
Breathe  your  still  song  into  the  rcaper*s  hearty 
As  home  ho  goes  beneath  the  joyous  moon. 
Ye  that  keep  watch  in  heaven,  as  eartli  asleep 
Unoonscious  lies,  effuse  your  mildest  beuns» 
Ye  constellations,  while  your  angels  strike, 
Amid  the  spangled  sky,  the  silver  lyro. 
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Great  BOQzce  of  day  I  best  image  here  belew 
Of  thy  Crcatpr,  ever  pouring  wide, 
From  world  to  world,  the  Yital  occau  round, 
On  Nature  writ.o  with  every  beam  Hia  praise. 
The  thunder  rolls :  be  hushed  the  prostrate 

world;  [hymn. 

WhUe  cloud  to  doud  retunis  the  solemn 
Bleat  out  afresh,  yc  hills ;  ye  mossy  rocks, 
Retain  the  sound;  the  broad  responsive  low, 
Te  vall^rs,  raise;  for  the  great  Shepherd 

reigns, 
And  His  unsufFering  kingdom  yet  will  come. 
Te  woodlands  all,  awake  :  a  boundless  song 
Burst  from  the  groves ;  and  when  the  restless 

day, 
Expiring,  lays  the  warbling  world  asleep. 
Sweetest  of  birds  I  sweet  Philomela,  charm 
The  listening  shades,  and  teach  the  night  His 

praiso. 
Te  Chief,  for  whom  the  whole  creation  smiles. 
At  once  the  head,  the  heart,  and  tongue  of  all, 
Crown  the  great  hymn  I  in  awarming  cities 

vast, 
Assembled  men  to  the  deep  organ  join  [clear, 
The  long-resounding   voice,    oft    breaking 
At  solemn  pauses,  through  the  swelling  bass ; 
And,  as  each  mingling  £uue  increases  each, 
In  one  united  ardor  rise  to  heaven. 
Or  if  you  rather  choose  the  rural  shade, 
And  find  a  fane  in  every  sacred  grove. 
There  let  the  shepherd's  flute,  the  virgin^s  lay, 
The  prompting  seraph,  and  the  poet's  lyre, 
Still  sing  the  God  of  seasons  as  they  rolL 
For  me,  when  I  forget  the  darling  theme. 
Whether  the  blossom  blows,  the  summer  ray* 
Russets  the  plain,  inspiring  Autumn  gleams, 
Or  winter  rises  in  the  blackening  east, 
Be  my  toQgoo  mute—my  fancy  paint  no 

more, 
And,  dead  to  joy,  forget  my  heart  to  beat  I 
Should  fate  offlnmand  me  to  the  farthest 

verge  [climes. 

Of  the  green  earth,  to  distant  bwrbarous 
Rivers  unknown  to  song-^whcre  first  the  sun 
Gilds  Indian  mountains,  or  his  setting  beam 
Flamea  on  the  Atlantic  islo^'tis  naught  to 
Since  God  is  ever  present,  ever  f  elt^  [me  : 
In  the  void  waste,  as  in  the  city  full ; 
And  wheie  Qe  vital  spreads  there  must  be  joy. 
When  even  at  last  the  solcnm  hour  shidl 

come. 
And  wing  my  mystic  flight  to  future  worlds, 
I  cheerful  will  obey;  there,  with  new  powers. 
Will  rising  wonders  ang ;  Icaanot  go 
Where  Univeml  Love  not  smiles  around. 
Sustaining  all  yon  orbs,  and  all  their  suns ; 
From  seeming  evil  still  educing  good. 
And  better  thence  again,  and  batter  still. 
In  infinite  progression.    But  I  lose 
Myself  in  Him,  in  light  ineffable  1 
Come   then,  expressive   Silence,  muse   His 

praise.  Jame$  ThamMtnu 

dVW.  BEOBETSi  Keep  thy. 

Do  thou  thy  precious  secrets  to  no  other  lend : 
Thy  friend  another  has :  beware  of  thy  friend's 
friend  1  Oriental. 


9730.  SEOTS,  Unity  of  tka. 

Tes;  we  do  differ  when  we  most  agree ; 
For  words  are  not  the  same  to  you  and  me. 
And  it  may  be  our  several  spiritual  needs 
Are  best  supplied  by  seeming  different  creeds. 

And  differing  we  agree  in  one 

Inseparable  communion. 
If  the  true  life  be  in  our  hearts— the  faith 

Which  not  to  want  is  death ; 

To  want  is  penance ;  to  drairo 

Is  purgatorial  fire ; 
To  hope  is  paradise ;  and  to  believe 
Is  all  of  heaven  that  earth  can  e'er  receive. 

K,  Colmdge. 

9731.  SELF,  Igam 

Vviidt  oeavT^  I    And  is  this  the  prime 
And  heaven-sprung  adage  of  the  olden  timet 
Say,  canst  thou  make  thyself?    Learn  fint 

that  trade:  [made. 

Haply  thou  may^st  know  vE^hat  thyself  had 
What  host  thou,  man,  that  thou  dost  call 

thine  own  ? 
What  is  there  in  thee,  man,  that  can  be  known  I 
Dark  fluxion,  all  unfixable  by  thought, 
A  phantom  dim,  of  past  and  future  wro^ght, 
Vain  sister  of  the  worm,  life,  death,  soil,  clod. 
Ignore  thyself,  and  stiive  to  know  thy  Qod  1 

Samud  T.  Coleridge. 

d733.  SELF,  Xing  ot 

Ah,  siUy  man,  who  dream^st  thy  honor  stands 
In  ruling  others,  not  thyself  I    Thy  slaves 
Serve  thee,  and  thou  thy  dave ;  in  iron  bands 
Thy  servile  spirit,  pressed  with  wild  passions, 

raves.  [wing ; 

Wouldst  thou  live  honored?-— dip  ambition's 
To  reason's  yoke  thy  furious  passions  bring : 
Thrice  noble  Is  the  man  who  of  himself  is 

king  I  Phineae  Fletcher. 

3733.  fiELFi  Lou  at 

Thou  that  wouldst  find  the  Lost  One,  lose 

th  vself  1 
Nothing  but  self  thyself  from  Him  divides. 
Ask  ye  now  I  o'erpassed  the  dreary  gulf  ? 
One  step  beyond  myself,  and  naught  besides. 
Oriental,  tr.  hy  W.  R  Alger. 

9734.  SELF-DEHIAL,  Gain  oft 

Would'st  thou  inherit  life  with  Christ  on 

Then  count  the  cost,  and  know     L^igh  ? 

That  here  on  earth  below  [did 

Thou  needs  must  suffer  with  Thy  Lord,  and 

We  reach  that  gain,  to  which  aU  else  is  loss^ 

But  through  the  cross  I 
Not  e'en  the  sharpest  sorrows  we  can  feel. 
Nor  keenest  pangs,  we  dare 
With  that  great  bliss  compare^ 
When  God  His  gloiy  shall  in  us  reveal,  [o V, 
That  shall  endure  when,  our  brief  woes  are 
Forcvermore  I  Bienan  ^aeh. 

9735.  6ELF;E8TEEM,  Dinger  ofi 

Beware  of  too  sublime  a  sense 
Of  your  own  worth  and  consequence. 
The  man  who  deems  himself  so  great, 
And  his  importance  of  such  weight,' 
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That  all  around  in  all  that*s  done 
Host  m6vc  and  act  for  him  alone, 
Will  learn,  in  school  of  tribulation. 
Tho  folly  of  his  expectation. 

TT.  Cowper, 

9736.  8ELFISHHB88,  PanliaonioaB. 

Look  at  tho  selflsh  man  I  seo  how  he  locks 
Tight  in  his  arms  his  mortgages  and  stocks  I 
TThilc  deeds  and  titles  in  his  hand  he  grasps, 
And  gold  and  silver  close  around  him  clasps. 
But  not  content  with  this,  behind  he  drags 
A  cart  well-laden  with  the  ponderous  bags ; 
The  orphan^tt  wailings  and  tho  widow's  woe 
From  mcrcy^s  fountain  causa  no  toars  to  flow : 
Ho  pours  no  cordial  in  the  wounds  of  pain ; 
Unlocks  no  prison,  and  unclasps  no  chain ; 
His  heart  is  like  the  rock  where  sun  nor  dew 
Can  rear  one  plant  or  flower  of  heavenly  hue. 
No  thought  of  mercy  there  may  have  its  birth, 
For  helpless  misery  or  suffering  worth ; 
The  end  of  all  his  life  is  paltry  pelf. 
And  all  his  thoughts  are  csntrod  on— -himself : 
The  wretch  of  both  worlds ;  for  so  mean  a  sum, 
''First  starved  in  this,  then  damned  in  that 
to  come."  W,  Holmea, 

9737.  BELFISHVESS,  Beproof  of. 

O  man,  forget  not  thou,  earth's  honored  priest, 
Its  tongue,  its  soul,  its  life,  its  pulse,  its  heart, 
In  earth's  great  chorus  to  sustain  thy  part  t 
Chiefest  of  guests  at  lovers  ungrudging  feast, 
Play  not  the  niggard ;  spurn  thy  native  dod, 
And  »elf  disown ; 

Live  to  thy  neighbor ;  live  unto  thy  Gk>d ; 
Not  to  thyself  tdono  I 

9738.  SELF-nrOWLEDGE,  Pnrgdt  of: 
Oft  have  I  wished  a  traveller  to  be : 
Mine  eyes  did  even  itch  the  sights  to  seo 
That  I  had  heard  and  read  of.     Oft  I  have 
Been  greedy  of  occasion,  as  tho  grave. 
That  never  says  enough ;  yet  still  was  crossed 
When  opportunities  had  promised  most  [elf, 
At  lost  I  said.  What  meanest  thou,  wandering 
To  strogglo  thus  ?    Qo,  travel  first  thyself. 
Thy  little  world  can  show  theo  wonders  great : 
The  greater  may  have  more,  but  not  more  neat 
And  curious  pieces.  Bcarch  and  thou  shalt  find 
Enough  to  talk  of.    If  thou  wilt,  thy  mind 
Europe  supplies,  and  Asia  thy  will. 

And  Af ric  thine  affections.    Pot  thy  senses 
For  both  the  Indies.    Make  no  pretences 
Of  new  discoveries,  whilst  yet  thine  own 
And  nearest  little  world  is  still  miknown. 
Away,  then,  with  thy  quadrants,  compasses, 
Glotira,  tables,  cards,  and  maps,  and  minute 

glasses  I 
Lay  by  thy  journals  and  thy  diaries  t 
Close  up  thy  annals  and  thy  histories  I 
Study  thyself,  and  read  what  thou  hast  writ 
In  thine  own  book — thy  conscience  I     Is  it  fit 
To  labor  after  other  knowledge  so. 
And  thine  own  nearest,  dearest  self  not  know  ? 
Travels  abroad  both  dear  and  dangerous  are. 
Whilst  oft  the  soul  pays  for  the  b^y's  fare. 
Travcjs  at  home  are  cheap  and  safe.    Salvation 
Ck>me8  mounted  on  tho  wings  of  meditation. 


He  that  doth  live  at  home,  and  learns  to  know 
God  and  himself,  needeth  no  further  go. 

ChriUcpher  Harvey, 

9739.  8ELF-L0VE»  Tnub 

Thyself  first  know — ^then,  lore.' ...  A  self 

there  is 
Of  virtue  fond,  that  kindles  at  her  charms : 
A  self  there  is  as  fond  of  every  vice, 
Willie  every  virtue  wounds  it  to  tho  heart. 
Humility  degrades  it,  justice  robs. 
Blessed  bounty  beggars  it,  fair  truth  betrays, 
And  god-like  ma^nimity  destroys. 
This  self,  when  rival  to  the  former,  scorn : 
When  not  in  competition,  kindly  treat 
Defend  it — feed  it ;  but  when  virtue  bids, 
Toss  it,  or  to  the  fowls,  or  to  tho  flames. 
And  why?    "Tis  love  of  pleasure  bids  thee 

bleed; 
Comply,  or  own  self-love  extinct  or  blind. 
For  what  is  vice?  self-lovo  in  a  mistako ; 
A  poor,  blind  merchant,  buying  joys  too  dear. 
And  virtue,  what  ?  'tis  self-love  in  her  wits, 
Quito  skilful  in  the  market  of  delight. 
Self-love*s  good  sense  is  love  of  that  dread 

Power, 
From  whom  herself  and  all  she  can  enjoy. 
Other  self-love  is  but  disguised  self -hate ; 
More  mortal  than  the  mauoe  of  our  foes ; 
A  self-liate  now  scarce  felt ;  then  felt  full  sore, 
When  being,  cursed;   extinction,   loud  im- 
plored; 
And  everything  pref ened  to  what  wc  are. 

Edward  Young. 

9740.  BEHSIBIIiITT,  Deioription  ot 

Sweet  Sensibility  I  thou  keen  delight  I 
Unprompted  moral  I  sudden  sense  of  right ! 
Perception  exquisite  1  fair  Virtue^s  seed  I 
Thou  quick  precursor  of  tho  liberal  deed  I 
Thou  hasty  oonsdenoe!    reason's   blushing 

momt 
Instinctive  kindness  ere  Ueflection's  bom  I 
Prompt  sense  of  equity !  to  thee  belmigs 
The  swift  redress  of  unexamined  wrongs; 
Eager  to  serve,  the  cause  perhaps  untried. 
But  alwajrs  apt  to  dioose  tlie  suffering  side : 
To  those  who  know  thee  not,  no  words  cua. 
paint,  [faint. 

And  those  who  know  thee,  know  all  words  are 
She  does  not  feel  thy  power  who  boasts  thy 

flame. 
And  rounds  her  every  period  with  thy  name ; 
Nor  she  who  vents  her  disproportioned  sighs 
With  pining  Lesbia,  when  her  spairDw  dies ; 
Nor  she  who  melts  when  hapless  Shore  expires, 
While  misery  unrelieved  retires; 
Who  thinks  f  dgned  soirows  all  her  tears  de- 
serve, [starve. 
And  weeps  o*er  Werter,  while  her  children 
As  words  are  but  the  external  marks  to  tdl 
The  fair  ideas  in  the  mind  that  dwell. 
And  only  are  of  things  the  outward  sign. 
And  not  the  things  themselves  they  but  define ; 
So  exclamations,  tender  tones,  fond  tears. 
And  all  the  graceful  drapery  FeeUng  weu^ 
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These  are  her  garb»  not  her :  tbey  but  express 
Her  form,  her  semblance,   her  appropriate 

dress; 
And  these  fair  marks,  reluctant  I  admit — 
These  lovely  symbols  may  be  counterfeit 
One,  scorning  life*s  low  duties  to  attend. 
Writes  odes  on  friendship  while  he  cheats  his 

friend; 
Of  jails  and  punishments  he  grieves  to  hear. 
And  pensions  prisoned  Virtue  with  a  tear : 
While  unpaid  bills  his  creditor  presents. 
And  ruined  Innocence  liis  crime  laments ; 
O  Lord,  divine,  sole  Source  of  charity  I  [Thee, 
MoEB  dear  one  genuine  deed  performed  for 
Than  all  the  penods  Feeling  ere  could  tum^— 
Than  all  thy  touching  page,  perverted  Sterne. 

Sannah  Mare, 

9741.  BEFASATIOH,  Ths  FiaoL 

Thus  stood  they  mixed!   all  generations 
Of  all  mankind  I  innumerable  throng  I  [stood 
Great  harvest  of  the  srave !  waiting  the  will 
Of  Heaven,  attentive^  and  silent  all. 
As  forest  spreading  out  beneath  the  calm 
Of  evening  skies,  when  even  the  single  leaf 
Is  heard  distinctly  rustle  down  and  fall ; 
So  silent  they,  when  from  above  the  sound 
Of  rapid  i^hoeb  approached,  and  suddenly 
Li  heaven  appeared  a  host  of  ansels  strong. 
With  chariots  and  with  steeds  of  ouming  fire : 
Cherub,   and  Seraph,  Thrones,   Dominions, 

Powers, 
Briffht  in  celestial  armor,  dazzling,  rode : 
Ana  leading  in  the  front,  illustrious  shone 
Michael  and  Gabriel,  servants  long  approved 
In   high  conmiission — ^girt   that   day  with 

power. 
Which  naught  created,  man  or  devil,  might 
Besist :  nor  waited  gazing  long ;  but  quick 
Descending,  silently  and  without  song, 
As  servants  bent  to  do  their  Master^s  work, 
To  middle  air  they  raised  the  human  race, 
Above  the  path  long  travelled  by  the  sun ; 
And  as  a  shepherd  from  the  sheep  divides 
The  goats;    or  husbandman,  with  reaping 

bands^ 
In  harvest  separates  the  precious  wheat, 
Selected  from  the  tares :  so  did  they  part 
Mankind— the  good  and  bad,  to  right  and 

left— 
To  meet  no  more ;  these  ne^er  again  to  smile ; 
Koc  those  to  weep ;  these  never  more  to  share 
Society  of  mercy  with  the  saints ; 
Kor,  henc^orth,  those  to  suffer  with  the  vile. 
Stiaiage  parting  1  not  for  hourS)  nor  days,  nor 

months,  [years; 

Kor  for  ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand 
But  for  a  whole  eternity  I  though  fit, 
And  pleasant  to  the  righteous,  yet  to  all 
Strang  and  most  strangely  felt !   The  sire,  to. 

right 
Retiring,  saw  the  son,  sprang  from  his  loins. 
Beloved  how  dearly  onco-~but  who  f oigot, 
Too  soon,  in  sin's  intoxicating  cup, 
Tlie  father's  warnings  and  the  mother's  tears — 
Fall  to  the  left  among  the  reprobate. 
And  SODS  redeemed,  mheld  the  fathers,  whom 


They  loved  and  honored  once,  gathered  among 
The    wicked:    brothers,    sisters,    kinsmen, 

friends, 
Husband  and  wife,  who  ate  at  the  same  board. 
And  under  the  same  roof,  united,  dwelt. 
From  youth  to  hoary  age,  bearing  the  chance 
And  change  of  time  together— parted  then 
Forevermore.    But   none  whose   friendship 

grew 
From  virtue's  pure  and  everlasting  root 
Took  different  roads;  these,  knit  in  stricter 
Of  amity,  embracing,  saw  no  more      [bonds 
Death  with  his  scythe  stand  by,  nor  heard  the 

word,  [friendships 

The  bitter  word,  which  closed  all  earthly 
And  finished  every  feast  of  love — ^Farewell. 
To  all,  strange  parting  t  to  the  wicked,  sad 
And  terrible  I  new  horror  seized  them  while 
They  saw  the  sain^  withdrawing,  and  with 
All  hope  of  safety,  all  delay  of  wrath,  [them 

Mohert  B)Uoh 

974d.  BHEFHEBD,  Jafoi  our. 

Jesus  is  our  Shepherd, 

Wiping  everv  tear. 
Folded  in  His  bosom. 

What  have  we  to  fcarf 
Only  let  us  follow 

Whither  He  doth  lead 
To  the  thirsty  desert, 

Or  the  dewy  mead. 

Jesus  is  our  Shepherd ; 

Well  we  know  His  voice, 
How  its  gentlest  whisper 

Makes  our  heart  rejoice ; 
Even  when  He  chidcth. 

Tender  is  His  tone : 
None  but  He  shall  guide  us; 

We  are  His  alone. 

Jesus  is  our  Shepherd ; 

For  the  sheep  Ho  bled ; 
Every  lamb  is  sprinkled 

With  the  blood  He  shed ; 
Then  on  each  He  setteth 

His  own  secret  sign — 
They  that  have  My  Spirit, 

These,  saith  He,  are  Mineu 

Jesus  is  our  Shepherd ; 

Guarded  by  His  arm. 
Though  the  wolves  may  raven. 

None  can  do  us  harm ; 
When  we  tread  death's  valley, 

Dark  with  fearful  gloom. 
We  will  fear  no  evil, 

YictoiB  o'er  the  tomU 

Muffh  SUnodL 

9748.  8HEPHE1U),  Ydm  of  ths. 

They  hear  His  voice  I 
It  is  tlieir  She^^erd^s,  and  they  know  it  welL 

They  follow  Him, 
Where'er  Ho  leads.  Shepherd  of  IsraeL 

A  stranger-voice 
They  know  not»  love  not,  f ollpw  not,  but  flee. 
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One  voice  alono 
Attracts ;  'tis  His  who  said,  * '  Ckuae  unto  Me." 

He  knows  His  sheep ; 
He  oounts  them,  and  He  calleth  them  by  name. 

Ho  goes  before ; 
They  follow  as  He  leada»  ihroagh  flood  or 

He  leads  them  out,  [flame. 

Into  the  pastures  green,  by  waters  still ; 

He  leads  them  in ; 
And  ffuards  thom  safe  within  the  fold  from  ilL 

And  \7hen  this  day 
Of  storm  and  scattering  is  ended  here, 

Thqu  wilt  them  bring 
To  greener  pastures  and  to  streams  moie  dear. 

Amen,  amen! 
Good  Shepherd,  hasten  Thou  that  glorious 

When  we  shall  all  [day, 

In  the  one  fold  abide  with  Thee  for  aye, 

SaraUut  Bonar, 

9r44«  8HB0UA  A  Kodttm'i. 
I  saw  a  Moslem  work  upon  his  shroud  alone, 
With  earnest  care,  even  as  the  silk-worms 

weave  their  own. 
In  his  illness  it  always  near  his  bedside  lay. 
And  he  wrote  Eoian-verses  on  it  night  and 

day. 
When  with  that  sacred  script  it  was  filled 

from  side  to  side,  [died. 

He  wrapt  it  round  his  body,  and  in  calmness 
In  that  protecting  robe,  now  buried  in  the 

ground. 
Still  may  ho  know  the  peace  he  in  his  writing 

found !  Oriental, 

9745.  8I0ZHES8,  Fatal 

Ay,  thou  art  for  the  grave ;  thy  glances  shine 

Too  brightly  to  shine  long ;  another  spring 

Shall  deck  her  for  men's  eyes — ^but  not  for 

thine—  [ing. 

Sealed  in  a  sleep  which  knows  no  waken- 

The  fields  for  thee  have  no  medicinal  leaf, 

And  the  vexed  ore  no  mineral  of  power ; 

And  they  who  love  thee  wait  in  anxious  grief 

lUl  the  slow  plague  shall  bring  the  fatal 

hour.  [come 

Glide  softly  to  thy  rest,  then;  Death  should 

Gently,  to  one  of  gentle  moruld  like  thee, 
As  light  winds  wandering  through  groves  of 
bloom 
Detach  the  delicate  blossom  from  the  tree. 
Close  thy  sweet  eyes,  calmly,  and  without 

pain; 
And  we  will  trust  in  (3k>d  to  see  thee  yet  again. 

WUliam  Cidlen  Bryant, 

9746.  filODBSS,  SduMl  oL 

Sickness  is  a  school  severe, 
Where  the  soul  (in  childhood  here). 
Wayward  'neath  a  milder  sway, 
Leaxns  to  think,  and  leams  to  pray. 
Blest  and  wise  its  discipline, 
There  the  teacher  is  divine. 

Wert  thou  thoughtless  led  away 
By  each  foUy  of  the  day  f 
Cleaving  to  the  things  of  earth, 
Mimllfioi  «l  thy  heavenly  birtk  t 


Bless  the  boors  which  broke  their  iptll. 
Made  thee  sick  to  make  thee  welL 

Wert  thou  selfish,  thinking  not 
On  the  starving  suffercr^s  lot? 
Fed  with  dainties,  gayly  dressed, 
Wert  thou  by  the  poor  unblessed  t 
Kow  for  sufferers  thou  wilt  feel, 
God  has  wounded  but  to  heaL 

Wert  thoQ  f retftil,  harsh,  unkind. 
Finding  nothing  to  thy  mindt 
Though  with  countless  .merdes  blest, 
Never  thankful,  ne'er  at  rest  f 
Sickness  comes  to  purge  thy  dross, 
Prove  thy  gain,  and  not  thy  loss. 

Wert  thou  proud,  exalted  high 
By  affluence,  station,  ancestry? 
Oft  with  supercilious  ken 
Glancing  at  thy  fellow-men  t 
God  now  strips  thee,  lays  thee  low, 
All  thy  nothingness  to  show. 

Dwelt  thy  soul  at  ease,  asturcd 
All  was  well,  and  heaven  secured  f 
Didst  thou  need  no  better  dress 
Than  thy  fancied  righteousness  ? 
Sickness  comes  to  probe  the  heart, 
Comes  to  show  thee  what  thou  art 

Is  the  one  thing  needed  most 
Tliat  which  scarce  thy  mind  has  croosed 
Hast  thou  earthly  sdenoe  prized, 
But  the  themes  of  heaven  despised  ? 
God  now  waina  thee,  thus  he  saith : 
*'  Soul,  awoke,  they  sleep  in  death ! " 

CharlaUe  SCUott. 

9747.  BIOnESS,  Yowb  la. 

And  wilt  thou  now  that  God  hath  raised  tboe 
up,  [made. 

The  vows,   the  prcMnises,  thy  consdenco 
What  time  beneath  God^s  chastening  rod 
a&aid 
Thou  drank*st  sabmisslTeoi  affliction's  cap« 
Wilt  thou  in  health  perform  ?    Or  wilt  thou 
stoop 
Again  to  sin,  as  if  thou  wouldst  apbniid 
God  for  E[is  Irindnwt,  oU  thy  debt  unpaid 
Of  gratitude,  foregone  thy  Christian  hope, 
Thy  tears,  and  prayeiB  for  pardon?  Ifmisosod 
God's  graoe,  bethink  thee  lest  thy  end  be 
worse 
Than  thy  be^nnlng !    Heeey's  boon  refused 
Shall  fall  m  judgment  on  the  soul  pervene 
That  slights  dbo  gift;  and  goodness  long 
abused 
Convert  the  intended  blessing  to  a  cnaBe. 

BUhop  ManL 

3749.  8ILEH0E,  Dittiks. 

Never  with  blast  of  trumpets 
And  tho  chariot  wheels  of  fame 

Do  tho  servants  and  sons  of  tho  nighcHt 
His  oracles  prodaim ; 

But  when  grandest  truths  are  uttcr^ 
And  whtfi  hoUoit  49pths  ve  stiiindt 
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When  our  God  Himself  dratrs  nearest^ 

The  still,  small  Toioe  is  heard. 
He  has  sealed  His  own  mth  sUenoo : 

His  years  that  oomo  and  go, 
Bringing  still  their  mighty  measures 

of  glory  and  of  woe — 
Have  you  heard  one  note  of  trimnph 

Proclaim  their  course  begun  I 
One  Toice  of  bell  [O^ive  tidings 

When  their  ministry  was  done  ? 

9749.  SnXVOB,  Wlie. 

In  silence  \nse  men  oft  great  things  hare  to 
perfection  brought; 

And  fools  as  oft  have  made  a  most  tremen- 
dous noise  for  naught 

The  mighty  sky-wheel  rolls  about  its  axis 
without  sound: 

The  weaver^s  rickd;y  q[K>ol  rattles  its  clatter- 
ing course  around. 

This  wooden  bobbin  only  a  small  piece  of 
linen  yields : 

That  azure  one  with  starry  veil  overspreads 
heaven's  boundless  ^ds.    OrientaL 

97M.  filLOAX;  FosBtaia  vL 

Beneath  MoriaVs  rocky  side 
A  gentle  fountain  springs ; 
Silent  and  soft  its  waters  gUde, 
•  Like  the  peace  the  Spirit  brings. 
-  The  thirsty  Arab  stoops  to  drink 

Of  the  cool  and  quiet  wave, 
And  the  thirsty  spirit  stops  to  think 

Of  Him  who  came  to  save. 
Siloam  is  the  fountain's  name ; 
It  means  One  sent  from  God: 
And  thus  the  Holy  Saviour's  fame 

It  gently  spreads  abroad. 
O  grant  that  I,  like  this  sweet  well. 

May  Jesus*  image  bear, 
And  spend  my  life,  my  all,  to  tell 
How  full  His  mercies  are. 

S.  M.  JtCheyne, 
9751.  BHT,  BeglBiiag  o£ 

Tls  fearful  building  upon  any  sin : 
One  mischief  cnterea  brinss  another  in ; 
The  second  pulls  a  third^  the  third  draws 

Aiore, 
And  they  for  all  tlie  rest  set  ope  the  door: 
Till  custom  takes  away  the  juoging  sense, 
Thai  to  ofiEend  we  think  it  no  offew^e. 

WiUum  BmUh. 
9759.  SOT,  Onmd. 

Oh,  cursed,  cursed  Gbk  I  tndtor  to  God, 

And  miner  of  man  I  mother  of  Woe, 

And  Death,  and  Hell — ^wretched,  yet  seeking 

worse: 
Pollttted  most^  yet  wvllowing  in  the  mire ; 
Most  mad,  yet  drinking  Frenzy's  giddy  cup ; 
Depth  ever  deepening,  <1arkne8S  darkening 

still ; 
Folly  for  wisdom,  guHt  for  innocence ; 
Anguish  for  rapture,  and  for  hope,  despair  ; 
Destroyed,  destroying ;  in  tormenting  pained ; 
Unawed  by  wrath ;  by  mercy  unreclaimed ; 
Thing  most  unsightly,  mostforlom,  most  sad ; 
Thy  time  on  earth  is  past,  thy  war  with  God 


And  holiness:  but  who,  oh  who  shall  tcll^. 
Thy  unrepcntablo  and  ruinous  thoughts  ! 
Thy  sighs,   thy  groans?    Who  reckon  thy 

buminff  tears, 
And  damned  looks  of  everlasting  grief, 
Where  now,  with  those  who  took  their  part 

with  thee,  [Worm — 

Thou  sitVst  in  Hell,  gnawed  by  the  eternal 
To  hurt  no  more  on  all  the  holy  hills  9 

SobertlUloh 

9753.  snr,  EtU  of; 

Sin  is  tlie  living  worm,  the  lasting  fire ; 
Hell  soon  womd  lose  its  heat,  could  sin  ex- 
Better  sinless  in  hell,  than  to  b3  where  [pire. 
Heaven  is,  and  to  be  found  a  sinner  there. 
One  sinless  with  infemals  might  do  well. 
But  sin  woidd  make  of  heotven  a  very  helL 

Look  to  thyself  then,  keep  it  out  of  door, 

Lest  it  get  in  and  never  hkvo  thee  more. 
Fools  make  a  mock  of  sin,  will  not  believe 
It  carries  such  a  dagger  in  its  sleeve ; 
'*How  can  it  be,**  say  they,  "that  such  a 
thing,  [sting?** 

So  full  of   sweetness,   e*er  should  wear  a 
They  know  not  that  it  is  the  very  spell 
Of  sin,  to  make  men  lausrh  themselves  to  hclL 

Look  to  thyself  then,  deal  with  sin  no  more. 

Lest  He  that  saves  against  thee  shuts  the 
door.  JoTui  Bunyan, 

9754.  8IV,  Snant  ofi 

Sin  is  composed  of  nausht  but  subtle  wiles, 
It  fawns  and  flatters  and  betrays  bv  smiles; 
*Tis  like  the  panther,  or  the  crocodile, 
It  seems  to  love,  and  promises  no  wile, 
It  hides  its  sting,  seems  harmlesa  as  a  dore ; 
It  hugs  the  soul,  and  hates  when  *t  vows  most 

love. 
It  plays  the  tyrant  most  by  gilded  pills ; 
It  secretly  ensnares  the  souls  it  kills. 
Sin*s  promises  they  all  deceitful  be, 
Docs  promise  wealth,  but  pay  us  poverty ; 
Does  promise  honor,  but  doth  pay  us  shame ; 
And  quite  bereaves  a  man  of  his  good  name ; 
Does  promise  pleasure,  but  doth  pay  us  sor- 
row :  [row. 
Does  promise  life  to-day,  pays  death  to-mor- 
No  thief  so  vile  nor  treacherous  as  sin. 
Whom  fools  do  hug,  and  take  much  pleasure 
in.                                      j51  Keach, 

97M,  BISSBB,  OsU  to  tlis. 

God  calling  yet  I  shall  I  not  hear  ? 
Earth*s  pleasures  shall  I  still  hold  dear? 
Shall  life*s  swift  passing  years  all  fly, 
And  still  my  soul  in  slumbers  lie  ? 

God  calling  yet  I  shall  I  not  rise  ? 
Can  I  His  loving  voice  despise, 
And  basely  His  Kind  caro  repay  % 
He  calls  me  still ;  can  I  delay  ? 

Gk)d  calling  yet  I  and  shall  He  knock, 
And  I  my  heart  tiie  closer  lock  ? 
Ho  still  is  waitingto  receive, 
And  shall  I  dare  His  spirit  grieve? 
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God  calling^  yet !  and  shall  I  giTO 
Ko  heed,  bat  still  in  bondage  liyo  ? 
I  wait,  but  Ho  does  not  forsake ; 
He  calls  me  still ;  my  heart,  awake  I 

God  colling  yet  I  I  cannot  stay ; 
My  heart  I  yield  without  delay : 
Vain  world,  farewell  I  from  thee  I  part ; 
The  voice  of  Qod  hath  reached  my  neoart 
Tertteege/if  tr.  by  J,  Borthvnck, 

975d.  BIHITEB,  Doom  of  the. 

Woe,  woe  to  the  sinner,  who  lives  in  his  sin ; 
Unrighteons  without,  and  unholy  within : 
Each  thought  of  his  heart,  and  each  look  of 

his  eye, 
Is  tainted  with  sin,  and  his  doom  is  to  die. 

Woe,  woe  to  the  sinner;   his  hopes,  bright 

but  vain,  * 

Will  turn  to  despair,  and  his  pleasures  to  pain ; 
To  whom  in  the  day  of  distress  wiU  he  fly  t 
Forsaken  of  God — and  his  doom  is  to  die. 

Woe,  woe  to.  the  sinner ;  his  deeds  of  dark 

night 
Shall  aU  be  reyeaVd  by  eternity's  light ; 
Like  spectres  of  horror  shall  each  meet  his 

^       eye ; 

Too  late  then  to  pray — ^f  or  his  doom  is  to  die. 

Woe,  woo  to  the  sinner,  who  will  not  repent ; 
To  hell  shall  his  sin-burdcn^d  spirit  be  sent; 
Forever  in  that  fearful  prison  to  liej 
No  hope  for  him  there — oh  I  his  doom  is  to 
die.  William  Hunter, 

9757;  SIHHBB,  The  Lett. 

Descend,  O  sinner,  to  thy  woe  t 

Thy  day  of  hope  is  done ; 
Light  shall  revisit  thee  no  more, 
Life  with  its  sanguine  dreams  is  o*er, 
Love  reaches  not  yon  awful  shore ; 

Forever  sets  thy  sun  I 

■    Pass  down  to  the  eternal  dark ; 

Tot  not  for  rest  nor  sleep ; 
.    Thine  is  tlie  everlasting  tomb, 
Thine  the  inexorable  doom, 
The  moonless,  momless,  stmless  gloom, 
Where  souls  forever  weep. 

Depart,  lost  soul,  thy  tears  to  weep, 

Thy  never-drying  tears ; 
To  sigh  the  never-ending  sigh* 
To  send  up  the  unheeded  cry, 
Into  the  unresponding  sky. 

Whose  silence  mocks  lj[ty  fears. 

Call  upon  God ;  He  hears  no  more ; 

Call  u}M>n  death ;  'tis  dead ; 
Ask  the  live  lightnings  in  their  flight, 
Seek  for  some  sword  of  hell  and  night, 
The  worm  that  never  dies  to  smite ; 

No  weapon  strikes  its  head. 

Thou  livcst,  and  must  ever  live ; 

But  life  is  now  thy  foe ; 
Thine  is  the  sorrow-shrivcll'd  brow 


Thine  the  eternal  heartache  now ; 
'Neath  the  long  burden  thou  must  bow, 
The  living  death  of  woe. 

Thy  songs  are  at  an  end ;  thy  harp 

Shall  solace  thee  no  more ; 
All  mirth  has  perish*d  on  thy  grave, 
The  melody  that  could  not  save 
Has  died  upon  death's  suUqp  wave 

That  flung  thee  on  this  shore. 

No  river  of  f orgetf ulneaa, 
'    As  poets  dream'd  and  sung, 
Bolls  yonder  to  efface  the  past, 
To  quench  the  sense  of  what  thou  wast| 
To  soothe  or  end  thy  pain  at  last. 
Or  cool  thy  burning  tongue. 

No  God  is  there ;  no  Christ ;  for  He, 

Whose  word  on  earth  was  Comb, 
Hath  said  Dbpabt  :  go,  lost  one,  go, 
Reap  the  sad  Iiarvest  thou  didst  sow. 
Join  yon  lost  angels  in  their  woe. 
Their  prison  is  thy  home. 

Descend,  O  sinner,  to  the  gloom  I 
Hear  the  deep  judgment-knell 

Send  forth  its  terror^hrieking  sound 

These  walls  of  adamant  around, 

And  filling  to  its  utmost  bound 
Thy  wof  ul,  wof  ul  heUL 

Depart,  O  sinner,  to  the  chain  1 

Enter  the  eternal  cell ; 
To  all  that*8  good,  and  true,  and  right. 
To  all  tliat's  fond,  and  fair^  and  bright. 
To  all  of  holiness  and  light. 

Bid  thou  thy  last  farewell  I 

HoraliuM  Bonar, 
975§.  8Et|  Onp  of  the. 

The  sky  is  a  drinking-cup. 

That  was  overturned  of  old. 
And  it  pours  in  the  eves  of  men 

Its  wine  of  airy  gold ! 
We  drink  that  wine  all  day. 
Till  the  last  drop  is  drained  up, 
.  And  are  lighted  off  to  bed 
By  the  jewels  in  the  cup  I 

Bichard  Henry  Stoddard, 

8759.  SLAKD^  Eipotnce  tg^ 

*Ti8  slander 
Whose  edge  is  sharper  than  the  sword,  whose 

tongue  [breath 

Outvenoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile;  whose 
Rides  on  the  posting  winds,  and  doth  lielie 
All  comers  of  tho  world,  kings,  queens,  and 

states. 
Maids,  matrons ;  nay,  the  secrets  of  the  grave 
This  vip'rous  slander  entera.     Shakeapwre^ 

97d0.  SLAVDEB,  Veihods  of 

Tlie  hint  malevolent,  the  look  oblique, 
The  obvious  satire,  or  implied  dislike^ 
The  sneer  equivocal,  the  harsh  reply. 
And  all  the  cruel  language  of  tlie  eye ; 
The  artful  injury,  whose  venomcd  dart 
Scarce  wounds  the  hearing,  while  it  stabs  the 
heart; 


607 


The  guarded  phrase  whose  meaning  kills,  yet 
told  [cold; 

The  listener  wonders  how  you  thought  it 
These,  and  a  thousand  griefs  minute  as  these, 
Corrode  our  comfort,  and  destroy  our  case. 

Ednncth  Mor^, 

9761.  SLAHDEBf  Pudon  for. 

The  world  with  calumny  abounds, 
The  whitest  yirtue  slander  wounds ; 
There  are  whose  joy  is,  night  and  day 
To  talk  a  character  away : 
Eager  from  rout  to  rout  they  haste, 
To  blast  the  generous  and  the  chaste, 
And  hunting  reputation  down. 
Proclaim  tlieir  triumphs  through  the  town. 

Alexander  Bfpe. 

3769.  SLAHBEB,  Spirit  of; 

'Twas  Slander  filled  her  mouth  with  lying 

words; 
Slander,  the  foulest  whelp  of  Sin:  the  man 
In  whom  tWs  spirit  entered  was  undone. 
His  tongue  was  set  on  firo  of  hcU ;  his  heart 
TVafl  black  as  death ;  his  legs  were  faint  with 

haste 
To  propagate  the  lie  his  soul  had  framed ; 
His  pillow  was  the  peace  of  families 
Destroyed,  tho  sigh  of  innocence  reproached. 
Broken  friendships,  and  the  strife  of  brother- 

lioods: 
Yet  did  ho  spare  his  sleep,  and  hear  the  clock 
Numl)cr  the  midnight  watches,  on  bis  bed 
Devising  mischief  more ;  and  early  rose. 
And  made  most  hellish  meals  of  good  men's 

names.  [him  speed. 

From  door  to  door  you  might  have  seen 

Or  placed  amidst  a  group  of  ^ping  fools. 

And  whispering  in  their  earn  with  his  foul  lips. 

Peace  fled  the  neighborhood  in  which  he 

made 
His  haunts :  and  like  a  moral  pestilence, 
Before  his  breath  the  healthy  shoots,  and 

blooms 
Of  social  joy,  and  happiness,  decayed. 
Fools  only  in  his  company  were  seen. 
And  those  forsaken  of  Qod,  and  to  themselves 
Given  up :  the  prudent  shunned  him,  and  his 

house, 
As  one  who  had  a  deadly  moral  pla^e.  [day 
And  fain  would  all  have  shunned  lum  at  the 
Of  judgment;  but  in  vain.    All  who  gave 

car 
With  greediness,  or  wittingly  their  tonnes 
Made  herald  to  his  lies,  around  him  wailed ; 
While  on  his  £ice,  thrown  back  by  injured 

men. 
In  characters  of  ever-blushing  shame, 
Appeared  ten  thousand  sUnders,  all  his  own. 

Hobert  IhUoh. 

3763.  8UUn>BB»  Troatmont  o£ 

If  a  liar  accuscth  thee  of  evil,  be  not  swift  to 

answer : 
Tea,  rather  give  him  license  for  a  while ;  it 

shaU  bo  thine  honor  afterward  : 
Nerer  yet  was  calumny  engendered,  but  good 

men  speedily  discerned  it, 


And  innocence  hath  burst  from  its  injustice, 
as  the  green  world  rolling  out  of  chaos. 

What  though  still  the  widced  scoff,  this  also 
tumeth  to  his  praise ; 

Did  ye  never  hear  that  censure  of  the  bad  is 
buttress  to  a  good  man*s  glory  f 

What  if  the  ignonnt  still  hold  out,  obstinate 
in  unkind  judgment — 

Ignorance  and  calumny  are  paired;  we  af- 
firm by  two  negations ; 

Let  them  stand  round  about,  pushing  at  the 
column  in  a  circle, 

For  all  their  toil  and  wasted  strength,  the 
•  foolish  do  but  prop  it. 

And  note  thou  this;  in  the  secret  of  thdr 
hearts,  they  feel  tho  taunt  is  false, 

And  cannot  help  but  reverence  the  courage 
that  walketh  amid  calumnies  unan- 
Bwering :  [shot  or  shell ; 

He  standeth  as  a  gallant  chief,  unheeding 

He  trusteth  in  God,  his  Judge ;  neither  arrows 
nor  the  pestilence  shul  harm  him. 

J(£,  F,  Tupper. 

3764*  BLAYEBT,  InlnunaBi^  ot 

O,  for  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness, 

Some  bouniuess  contiguity  of  shade, 

Where  rumor  of.  oppression  and  deceit, 

Of  unsuccessful  or  successful  war. 

Might  never  reach  me  more.    My  ear  is  pained. 

My  soul  is  sick,  with  every  days'  report 

Of  wrong  and  outrage,  with  which  earth  is 

filled. 
There  is  no  flesh  in  man's  obdurate  heart. 
It  does  not  feel  for  man ;  the  natural  bond 
Of  brotherhood  is  severed  as  the  flax-  . 
That  falls  asunder  at  the  touch  of  fire. 
He  finds  his  fellow  guilty  of  a  skin 
Not  colored  like  his  own ;  and  having  power 
To  enforce  the  wrong,  for  such  a  worthy 

cause 
Dooms  and  devotes  him  as  his  lawful  prey. 
Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  frith 
Abhor  each  other.    Mountains  interposed 
Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  else 
Like  kmdred  drops  been  mingled  into  one. 
Thus  man  devotes  his  brother,  and  destroys ; 
And,  worse  than  all,  and  most  to  be  deplored, 
As  human  nature's  broadest,  foulest  blot. 
Chains  him,  and  tasks  him,  and  exacts  his 

sweat  [heart. 

With  stripes,  that  Mercy,  with  a  bleeding 
Weeps  when  she  sees  inflicted  on  a  beast. 
Then  what  is  man?    And  what  man,  seeing 

this, 
And  having  human  feelings,  does  not  blush, 
And  hang  his  head,  to  think  himself  a  man  ? 
I  would  not  have  a  slave  to  till  my  ground, 
To  carry  me,  to  fan  me  while  I  sleep. 
And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealth 
Tliat  sinews,   bought  and  sold,  have  evei 

eam'dL  * 

No :  dear  as  freedom  is,  and  in  my  heart's 
Just  estimation  prized  above  all. price, 
I  would  much  rather  be  myself  the  slave. 
And  wear  the  bonds,  than  fasten  them  on  him. 

William  Cowper, 
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97e5.  BLEEFi  Oonditioni  o£ 

Sxng  Henry.    O  sleep !  O  gentle  sleep  I 
Katare^s  soft  nurse,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 
That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eyelids 
And  steep  my  senses  in  f orgetfalness  f  [down, 
Why  rather,  sleep,  liest  thou  in  smoky  cribs, 
Upon  uneasy  pallets  stretching  thee. 
And  hushed  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy 

slumber. 
Than  in  the  perfumed  chambers  .of  the  great, 
Under  the  canopies  of  costly  state. 
And  lulled  with  sounds  of  sweetest  melody  ? 
O  thou  dull  god!  why  liest  thou  with  the 

vile,  [couch. 

In  loathsome  beds,  and  leay^st  the  kingly 
A  watch-case,  or  a  common'  larum-bell? 
Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  mast 
Seal  up  the  ship-boy*s  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 
In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  surge, 
And  in  the  visitation  of  the  winds, 
Who  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  top, 
Curling  their  monstrous  heads,  and  hanging 

them,  [clouds. 

With   deafening    clamors,   in  the    slippery 
That,  with  the  hurly,  death  itself  awakes  t 
Canst  thou,  O  partial  sleep  I  give  thy  repose 
To  the  wet  sea-boy  in  an  hour  so  rude ; 
And  in  the  calmest  and  most  stillest  night, 
With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot. 
Deny  it  to  a  king?    Then,  happy  low,  lie 

down. 
Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

Shahegpeare, 

3766.  8LEEP,  Baiktk's. 

O,  for  a  soul-sleep,  long,  and  deep,  and  still  I 
To  lie  down  quiet  after  the  weary  day, 
Dropping    all   pleasant    flowers   from   the 

numbed  hands, 
Bidding  good-night  to  all  companions  dear. 
Drawing  the  curtains  on  this  darkened  woild, 
Closing  the  eyes,  and  with  a  patient  sigh 
Murmuring,  ''Our  Father'* — fxXL  on  sleep, 

till  dawn  1 

Dinak  Maria  Mtdoth  Oraih 

fnm.  BLEEP,  CMil  o£ 

Of  all  the  thoughts  of  €k)d  that  are 
Borne  inward  unto  souls  afar. 
Among  the  Psalmist's  music  deep, 
Now  tell  me  if  that  any  is 
For  gift  or  grace  surpassing  this — 
*'  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep  "  f 

What  would  we  give  to  our  beloved  ? 
The  hero's  heart,  to  be  unmoved ; 
The  poet's  star-toned  harp,  to  sweep ; 
The  patriot's  voice,  to  teach  and  rouse; 
The  monardi's  crown,  to  light  the  brows! 
He  giveth  His  beloved  sl^p." 
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What  do  we  give  to  our  beloved? 
A  little  faith,  all  undisproved; 
A  little  dust,  to  overweep ; 
And  bitter  memories,  to  make 
The  whole  earth  blasted  for  our  sake, 
"  He  giveth  Hia  beloved  sleep." 


"  Sleep  soft,  beloved  I  '•  we  sometimes  say. 

But  have  no  tune  to  charm  away 

Sod  dreams  that  through  the  eyelids  creep ; 

But  never  doleful  dream  again 

Shall  break  the  happy  slumber  when 

"He  grivoth  His  beloved  sleep." 

O  earth,  so  full  of  dreaiy  noises  I 
O  men,  with  wailing  in  your  voices  I 
O  delvdd  gold  the  wallers  heap  I 

0  strife,  O  curse,  that  o*er  it  fall  t 
Ood  strikes  a  silence  throush  you  all. 
And  "giveth  His  beloved  Sleep." 

His  dews  drop  mutely  on  the  Iiill, 
His  doud  above  it  saileth  still. 
Though  on  its  slope  men  sow  and  reap ; 
More  softly  than  the  dew  is  shed, 
Or  cloud  is  floated  overhead, 
"  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep." 

For  me,  my  heart,  that  erst  did  go 
Most  like  a  tired  child  at  a  show. 
That  sees  through  tears  the  mummers  leap, 
Would  now  its  wearied  vision  close. 
Would  child-like  on  His  love  repose 
Who  **  giveth  His  beloved  sleep." 

Yea  1  men  may  wonder  while  they  scan — 
A  living,  thinking,  feeling  man 

In  such  a  rest  his  heart  to  keep  I 
But  angels  say — and  through  the  word, 

1  ween,  their  blessed  smile  is  heard — 
"  He  giveUi  His  beloved  sleep." 

BUMobeth  Barrett  Br&wning, 

9768.  SLEEP,  XeditMiMi  boftn. 

The  night  is  come :  like  to  the  day. 
Depart  not  Thou,  great  God,  away. 
Let  not  my  sin,  black  as  the  nighty 
Eclipse  the  lustre  of  Thy  light. 
Keep  still  in  my  horizon:  to  me 
The  mm  makes  not  the  day,  but  Thee. 
Thou,  whose  nature  cannot  sleep,' 
On  my  temples  sentry  keep ; 
Guard  me  'gainst  those  watchful  foes 
Whose  eyes  are  open  while  mine  dose : 
Let  no  dreams  mv  head  infest. 
But  such  as  Jacob's  temples  blest 
While  I  do  rest,  my  soul  advance: 
Make  my  sleep  a  holv  trance. 
That  I  may,  my  rest  being  wrought. 
Awake  unto  some  holy  thought, 
And  with  as  active  vigor  run  ' 
My  course,  as  doth  the  nimble  aun. 
Sleep  is  a  death :  Oh,  make  me  tiy, 
By  sleeping,  what  it  is  to  die! 
Aiid  as  gently  lay  mine  head 
On  my  grave,  as  now  my  bed. 
Howe'er  I  rest,  g^reat  Ckd,  let  me 
Awake  again  at  last  with  Thee ; 
And,  thus  assured,  behold,  I  lie 
Securely,  or  to  wake  or  die. 

/8tr  Thotmu  Brcwm. 

917  W.  BLEEP,  Kvdml. 

Macbeth  does  murder  sleep,  the  innocent  sleep, 
Sleep  that  knits  up  the  ravelled  sleeve  of  cajra^ 
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The  death  of  each  day's  life,  Bore  labor^s 
bath,  [course, 

Balm  of  liurt  minds,  great  nature's  second 
Chief  nonrisher  in  lifers  feast.    Shakespeare, 

97T0.  8IiBEP»  FosM  la. 
Come,  sleep,  O  sleep,  the  certain  knot  of 

peace, 
'  The  baiting-plaoe  of  wit,  the  balm  of  woe. 
The  poor  man's  wealth,  the  prisoner's  release. 
The  mdifferent  jadge  between  the  high  and 

low. 
With  shield  of  proof  shield  me  from  ont  the 

prease  [throw ; 

Of  those  fierce  darts  Despair  at  me  doth 
O,  make  in  me  those  civil  wars  to  cease ; 
I  will  good  tribute  pay,  if  thou  do  so.  [bed ; 
Take  won  of  me  smooth  piUows,  sweetest 
A  chamber  deaf  to  noise,  and  blind  to  light ; 
A  rosy  garland,  and  a  weary  head. 

8ir  Philip  Sidney, 

9771*  SLEEP,  B«mp«ntl<tt  o£ 
With  grief  and  blows  when  worn  and  torn, 
If  sleep  we  may,  we  wake  at  mom 
Refreshed  in  every  nerve  and  thought. 
Because  this  marvel  hath  been  wrought : 
The  instant  that  asleep  we  fall, 
The  soul  escapes  its  fleshly  pall, 
And  is  alieorbed  in  heaven  irom  this. 
To  lave  with  love,  and  bathe  in  bliss 
Its  stiffened  limbs  and  flagging  powers 
Through  all  the  nightly  slumberous  hours ; 
And  wnen  returning  mom  arrives^ 
iXfreehfram  Qod^s  embrokoe  revives. 

Oriental,  tr,  by  W,  R,  Alger. 

9779.  BLEEP,  fM^mAM  ofi 

They  are  sleeping  I  Who  are  sleeping? 

Mortals,  compassed  round  with  woe^ 
Eyelids,  wearied  out  with  weeping, 

Close  for  very  weakness  now : 
And  that  short  relief  from  sorrow, 

Harassed  nature  shall  sustain, 
TUl  they  wake  again  to-morrow. 

Strengthened  to  contend  with  pain. 

They  are  sleepiuff  I     Who  are  sleeping  f 

Misers,  by  their  hoarded  gold; 
And  in  fancy  now  are  heaping 

Gems  and  pearls  of  price  tmtold. 
Golden  chains  their  limbs  encumber, 

Diamonds  seem  before  them  strown ; 
But  they  waken  from  their  slumber, 

And  the  splendid  dream  is  flown. 

They  are  sleeping  I    Who  are  sleeping  ? 

lliousands  who  have  passed  away. 
From  a  world  of  woe  and  weeping, 

To  the  re^ona  of  decay  I 
Safe  they  r^  the  green  turf  under ; 

Sighing  breeze,  or  music's  breath, 
Winter's  wind,  or  summer's  thunder, 

Cannot  break  the  sleep  of  death  1 

M,  A.  Brovme, 

3773.  SLUQGAS]),  Portrait  of  the. 

'TIS  the  voice  of  the  sluggard,  I  heard  him 
complain,  [ber  again. " 

"  Ton  have  waked  mc  too  soon,  I  m^t  slum- 
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As  the  door  on  its  hincea,  so  he  on  his  bed. 
Turns  his  sides,  and  his  shoulders,  and  his 
heavy  head. 

*'  A  little  more  sleep,  and  a  little  more  slum- 
ber;" [without  number; 

Thus  he  wastes  half  his  days  and  his  hours 

And  when  he  gets  up,  he  sits  folding  his 
hands,  [stends. 

Or  walks  about  sauntering,  or  trifling  he 

I  pass'd  by  his  garden,  and  saw  the  wild 
brier,  [higher; 

The  thorn  and  the  thistle,  ^^row  broader  and 

The  clothes  that  hang  on  him  are  turning  to 
rags ;  [he  begs. « 

And  his  money  still  wastes,  till  he  starves,  or 

I  made  him  a  visit,  still  hoping  to  find 
He  took  better  care  for  improvmg  his  mind ; 
He  told  me  his  dreams,  talk'd  of  eating  and 
drinking,  [thinking. 

But  he  scarce  r»EMb  his  Bible,  and  never  loves 

Said  I  then  to  my  heart,  '*  Here's  a  lesson 

for  me ; 
That  man's  but  a  picture  of  what  I  might  be ; 
But  thanks  to  my  friends  for  their  care  in  my 

breeding, 
Who  taught  me  betimes,  to  love  working  and 

reading."  laaac  WatU, 

9774.  BOOiKTY,  Benefit  o£ 

Man  in  society  is  like  a  flower 
Blown  in  its  native  bed :  'tis  there  alone 
His  faculties,  expanded  in  full  bloom. 
Shine  out — ^there  only  reach  their  proper  use. 

William  Cowper, 

9775.  800IETT,  Ohoosiag. 

Better  where  awful  mountains  rise 
With  raging  tigers  dwell, 
Than  share  the  halls  of  Paradise 
With  men  who  merit  helL      Oriental. 

9776.  BODOli;  Deetniotioii  of. 

Get  ye  up  from  the  wrath  of  €^'s  terrible 

day  I 
Ungirded,  unsandalled,  arise,  and  away ! 
"Us  the  vintage  of  blood,  'tis  the  fulness  of 

time,  [crime ! 

And  vengeance  shall  gather  the  harvest  of 

The  warning  was  spoken ;  the  righteous  had 
gone,  [alone ; 

And  the  proud  ones  of  Sodom  were  feasting 
AH  gay  was  the  banquet ;  the  revel  was  long, 
With  the  pouring  of  wine  and  the  breathing 
of  song. 

'Twas  an  evening  of  beauty ;  the  air  was  per- 
fume, [bloom ; 
The  earth  was  all  greenness,  the  trees  were  all 
And  softly  the  deucate  viol  was  heard, 
Like  the  murmur  of  love,  or  the  notes  of  a 
bird. 

And  beautiful  maidens  moved  down  in  the 

dance,  [glance ; 

With  the  magic  of  motion  and  suniSbdne  of 
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And  white  arms  wreathed  lightly,  and  tresses 

fell  free 
As  the  plumage  of  birds  in  some  tropical  tree. 

Where  the  shrines  of  foul  idols  were  lighted 
on  high, 

And  wantonness  tempted  the  Inst  of  the  eye ; 

Midst  rites  of  obsceneness,  strange,  loath- 
some, abhorred,  [Lord. 

The  blasphemer  scoffed  at  the  name  of  the 

Hark  I  the  growl  of  the  thunder — the  quaking 
of  earth !  [mirth  I 

Woe,  woe  to  the  worship,  and  woe  to  the 

^e  black  sky  was  opened — ^there^s  flame  in 
the  air — 

The  red  arm  of  vengeance  is  lifted  and  bare  I 

Then  the  shriek  of  the  dying  rose  wild  where 
the  song  [along ; 

•And  the  low  tone  of  love  had  been  whispered 

For  the  fierce  flames  went  lightly  o'er  palace 
and  bower,  [devour  I 

Like  the  red  tongues  of  demons,  to  blast  and 

Down-^own  on  the  fallen,  the  red  ruin 
rained,  [undrained ; 

And   the  reveller  sank  with  his  wine-cup 

The  foot  of  the  dancer,  the  music's  loved 
thrill,.  [denly  still. 

And  the  shout  and  the  laughter  grew  sud- 

The  last  throb  of  anguish  was  fearfully  given ; 
The  last  eye  glared  forth  in  its  madness  on 

heaven !  [vain. 

The  last  groan  of  horror  rose  wildly  and 
And  death  brooded  over  the  pride  of  the 

plain  I         John  GhreenUaf  WMUier, 

97T7.  80LDIEBS,  Ohristiaa. 

Christian  soldiers,  wake  to  glory  I 

Hark  I  your  Leader  bids  you  rise ; 
See  the  crown  of  life  before  ye, 

March  to  seize  the  heavenly  prize. 
Let  the  hope  of  full  salvation. 

Helmet-like,  your  head  adorn; 
Be  the  Gk)spers  preparation 

On  your  feet  like  sandals  worn. 
Let  your  loins  around  be  girded 

By  the  truth  your  lips  profess, 
From  your  breast  be  danger  warded 

By  the  plate  of  righteousness. 

3778.  SOLBIEB,  Dirge  for  a. 

Close  his  eyes ;  his  work  is  done  I 
What  to  him  is  friend  or  foeman. 

Rise  of  moon  or  set  of  sun, 
Hand  of  man  or  kiss  of  woman  9 
Lay  him  low,  lay  him  low. 
In  the  clover  or  the  snow  I 
What  cares  he  ?  he  cannot  know ; 
Lay  him  low ! 

Fold  him  in  his  country's  stars. 
Roll  the  drum  and  fire  the  volley ! 

What  to  him  aie  all  our  wars  ? 
What  but  death  bemoddng  folly  t 


Leave  him  to  God's  watching  eye ; 

Trust  him  to  the  hand  that  made  him. 
Mortal  love  weeps  idly  by  ; 

God  alone  baa  power  to  aid  him. 

George  Henry  Boker, 

3770.  SOLITUDE,  Eubmii. 

To  sit  on  rocks,  to  muse  o'er  flood  and  fell. 
To  slowly  trace  the  forest's  shady  scene, 
Where  thinss  that  own  not  man's  dominion 

dweU, 
And  mortal  foot  hath  ne^er  or  rarely  been ; 
To  climb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen, 
With  the  wild  flock  that  never  needs  a  fold; 
Alone  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  falls  to  lean— 
This  is  not  sobtnde ;  'tis  but  to  hold 
Converse  with  Nature's  charms,  and  view  her 
stores  unrolled.  [men, 

But  midst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shock  of 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel,  and  to  possess, 
And  roam  along,  the  world's  tired  denizen, 
With  none  who  bless  us,  none  Whom  we  can 

bless; 
Minions  of  splendor  shrinking  from  distress ! 
None  that,  with  kindred  consciousness  en- 
dued. 
If  we  were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  less 
Of  all  that  flattered,  followed,  sought,  and 

sued; 
This  is  to  be  alone ;  this,  this  is  solitude! 

Lord  Byron. 

97M.  BOLITUDE,  FleMoiM  of. 

Pleasant  were  many  scenes,  but  most  to  me 
The  solitude  of  vast  extent,  untouched    4 
By  hand  of  art ;  where  nature  sowed  herself, 
Ajid  reaped  her  crops ;  whose  garments  were 
ti^e  douds ;  [moon  and  stars ; 

Whose  minstrels,  brooks ;  whose  lamps,  the 
Whose  organ-choir,  the  voice  of  many  waters; 
Whose  bouquets,  morning  dews;  whose  he- 
roes, storms;  [flowers; 
Wliose  warriors,  mighty  winds ;  whose  lovers, 
Whose  orators,  the  thunderbolts  of  Qod; 
Whoso  palaces,  the  everlasting  hills ; 
Whose  ceiling,  heaven's  unfathomable  blue; 
And  from  whose  rocky  turrets  battled  high. 
Prospect  immense  spread  out  on  all  sides 

round; 
Lost  now  between  the  welkin  and  the  main— 
Now  walled  with  hills  that  slept  above  the 
storm.  Sobert  Ibllok. 

9791.  805,  Training  s. 

When  his  reason  yieldeth  fruit,  make  thj 

child  thy  friend ; 
For  a  filial  friend  is  a  double  gain,  a  dia- 
mond set  in  gold. 
As  an  infant,  thy  mandate  was  enough,  bat 

now  let  him  see  thy  reasons : 
Confide  in  him,  but  with  discretion;    and 

bend  a  willing  ear  to  his  questions. 
More  to  thee  than  to  all  beside,  let  him  owe 

good  counsel  and  good  guidance ; 
Let  him  feel  his  pursuits  have  an  interest, 

more  to  thee  than  to  all  beside. 
Watch  his  native  capacities;   nourish  that 

wluch  suiteth  mm  the  -  -  ^*  -^ 
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And  coltiTate  early  those  good  inclinations 
wherein  thou  f  carcst  he  is  most  lacking : 

Is  he  phlegmatic  and  desponding  ?  let  small 
successes  comfort  Ms  hope ; 

Is  he    obstinate   and   sangaine?   let  petty 
crosses  accnstom  him  to  life : 

Showeth  he  a  sordid  spirit  ?  bo  quick,  and 
teach  him  generosity : 

Indineth  he  to  liberal  excess  f  prove  to  him 
how  hard  it  is  to  cam. 

Gather  to  thy  hearth  sach  friends  as  are 
worthy  of  honor  and  attention, 

For  the  company  a  man  chooseth  is  a  yisible 
index  of  his  heart ; 

It  is  well  to  take  hold  on  occasions,  and  ren- 
der  indirect  instruction ; 

It  is  better  to  teach  upon  a  system,  and  reap 
the  wisdom  of  books : 

The  history  of  nations  yicldeth  grand  out- 
lines ;  of  persons,  minute  details ; 

Poetry  is  polish  to  the  mind,  and  high  ab- 
stractions cleanse  it. 

Consider  the  station  of  thy  son,  and  breed 
him  to  his  fortune  with  judgment : 

The  rich  may  profit  in  much  which  would 
bring  small  advantage  to  the  poor. 

But  with.  3l  thy  care  for  thy  son,  with  all 
thy  strivings  for  his  welfare, 

Bxpect  disappointment,  and  look  for  pain ; 
for  he  is  of  an  evil  stock,  and  will 
grieve  thee.  JH.  F.  Tapper, 

9789.  SOHOS,  Qnietiag. 

.X!/ome,  read  to  me  some  poem, 
dome  simple  and  heartfelt  lay 

That  shall  soothe  this  restless  feeling. 
And  banish  the  thoughts  of  day. 

Such  songs  have  power  to  quiet 

The  restless  pulse  of  care. 
And  come  like  the  benediction 

That  follows  after  prayer. 

And  the  night  shall  be  filled  with  music, 
And  the  cares  that  infest  the  day. 

Shall  fold  their  tents,  like  the  Arabs, 
And  as  silently  steal  away. 

H,  W.  Ltmgfedow. 

3783.  80ES0W,  Benefit  of; 

The  tears  we  shed  are  not  in  vain ; 

Nor  worthless  is  the  heavy  strife ; 
If,  like  the  buried  seed  of  grain, 

They  rise  to  renovat3d  life. 
It  is  through  tears  our  spirits  grow ; 

'lis  in  the  tempest  souls  expand. 
If  it  but  teaches  us  to  go 

To  Him  who  holds  it  in  His  hand. 
Oh,  welcome,  then,  the  stormy  blast ! 

Oh,  welcome,  then,  the  ocean^s  roar  I 
Te  only  drive  more  sure  and  fast 

Our  trembling  bark   to  Heaven's  bright 
shore.  Thmruu  G.  Upham. 

9784.  BOBEOWi  Gap  of. 

Sweet  cup  of  sorrow, 
I  would  drink  thee  I 


Cup  of  unearthly  wine, 
As  thy  lip  touches  mine, 
I  would  bethink  me : 
"  Christ  my  joy  and  hope. 
Once  drained  a  bitterer  cup. 
Let  me  then  drink  thee  up  I " 

Dear  cup  of  sorrow, 

I  womd  own  thee  I 
And  speak  thy  praises  true. 
As  only  those  can  do 

Who  have  known  thee. 
Sweet  and  bitter  joined 
Medicine  of  soul  and  mind, 
Health  in  thee  let  me  find  I 

Though  thou  art  bitter, 

Love  is  in  thee ; 
Pledge  of  the  brighter  wine, 
Let  my  pale  lips  touch  thine ; 

For  within  thee 
Are  the  blessmgs  seven; 
O  cup,  O  wine  of  heaven. 
At  the  high  banquet  given  I 

Horatiiis  Bonar, 

9785.  80BB0W,  Induleing. 

Methinks  we  do  as  fretful  children  do. 

Leaning  their  faces  on  the  window-pane 

To  sigh  the  glass  dim  with  their  own  breath's 

stain,  [view. 

And  shut  the  sky  and  landscape  from  their 
And  thus,  alas  I  since  God,  the  Maker,  drew 
A  mystic  separation  'twixt  those  twain, 
The  life  beyond  us,  and  our  souls  in  pain, 
We  miss  the  prospect  which  we're  called  unto 
By  grief  we're  fools  to  use.     Be  still  and 

strong, 
O  man,  my  brother  I  hold  thy  sobbing  breath. 
And  keep  thy  soul's  large  window  pure  f ron'i 
That  so,  as  life's  appointment  issueth,  [wrong, 
Thy  vision  may  be  clear  to  watch  along 
The  sunset  consummation-lights  of  death. 

Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning, 

9786*  BOBBOW,  Seoeption  o£ 

Count  each  affliction,  whether  light  or  grave, 
Gk>d's  messenger  sent  down  to  thee.    Do 

thou 
With  courtesy  receive  him ;  rise  and  bow. 
And  ere  his  shadow  pass  thy  threshold,  crave 
Permission  first  his  heavenly  feet  to  lave. 
Then  lay  before  him  all  thou  hast.    Allow 
No  cloud  of  passion  to  usurp  thy  brow. 
Or  mar  thy  hospitality ;  no  wave 

Of  tumult  to  obliterate  [should  be. 

The   soul's  marmorean  calmness.     Grie^ 

Like  joy,  majestic,  equable,  sedate, 
Confirming,    cleansing,    raising,    making 
free; 
Strong  thoughts,  grave  thoughts,  lasting  to 
the  encU  AuSrey  Be  Vere, 

9787.  80BB0W,  Teit  of. 

Sorrow  is  solid  joy,  and  pain 
Is  pure  delight,  endured  for  Thee. 

Reproach  and  loss  are  glorious  gain. 
And  death  is  immortality ; 
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And  who  for  Theo  their  all  haye  given 
Haye  nobly  bartered  earth  for  hearen. 

Saved  is  the  life  for  Jesus  lost, 
Hidden  from  earth,  but  found  in  God. 

To  suffer  is  to  triumph  most, 
The  highest  gift  on  man  bestowed : 

Seal  of  my  sure  election  this, 

Seal  of  mine  everlasting  bliss : 

The  touchstone  and  the  proof  of  grace, 
The  standard  of  perfection  here. 

The  measure  of  my  heavenly  place 
When  Christ  and  all  His  samts  appear ; 

The  mark  divine,  by  Jesu^s  art 

Imprinted  on  my  faithful  heart 

CharlM  Wetley. 

9788.  80SB0W,  Vi«wt  o£ 

Self-love  no  grace  in  Sorrow  sees. 
Consults  her  own  peculiar  ease ; 

'Tis  all  the  bliss  she  knows ; 
But  nobler  aims  true  Love  employ, 
In  self-denial  is  her  joy. 

In  suffering  her  repose. 

Sorrow  and  Love  go  side  by  side ; 
Nor  height  nor  depth  can  e^er  divide 

Their  heaven-appointed  bands ; 
Those  dear  associates  still  are  one, 
Nor  till  the  race  of  life  is  run. 

Disjoin  their  wedded  hands. 

Madame  Guyon,  tr,  hy  Oowper, 

9789.  SOUL,  Ooit  of  ft. 

If  for  a  world  a  sonl  be  lost. 

Who  can  the  loss  supply  ? 
More  than  a  thousand  worlds  it  cost 

One  single  soul  to  buy. 

CharUB  WeaUif, 

9790.  SOXn;  DiMfttiiftMtl<m  of  tho. 

The  soul  on  earth  is  an  immortal  g^est. 
Condemned  to  starve  at  an  unreal  feast 
A  spark,  which  upwards  tends  by  natore^s 

force ; 
A  stream,  diverted  from  its  parent  source ; 
A  drop,  dissevered  from  the  boundless  sea ; 
A  moment,  parted  from  eternity ; 
A  pilgrim,  panting  for  the  rest  to  come ; 
An  exile,  anxious  for  his  native  home. 

Hanndh  More. 

9791.  SOUL,  Oroami  of  the, 

Wings  of  beauty  I  wings  immortal  I  hovering 

o^er  mo  in  death's  night. 
Ye  will. bear  me  onward  ever,  through  the 

bowers  of  pure  delight  t 
I  shall  pass  the  sable  portiu,  only  changed  to 

form  of  light. 
Leaving  earth,  to  soar,  a  spirit,  boundless  in 

its  trackless  flight, 
day  may  feel  a  pang  at  parting,  as  the  spirit 

brighter  glows. 
As  the  phoenix  mounts  in  rapture  from  the 

ashes  of  its  woes ; 
Then,  away,  a  pure  thought  fleeting  where 

vast  worlds  their  lore  disclose. 
Where  love's  vestal  lights  flame  brightly, 

hopes  with  f  oldea  wings  repose. 


Through  vast  space,  on  freedom^s  pinions 

seeking  knowledge  evcrmoro ; 
Its  wide  home  the  blue  empyrean,  the  eternal 

spirit  shore ; 
There  the  twinklmg  stars  are  pages,  genuned 

with  wisdom^s  boundless  store. 
Where  the  records  of  the  ages  yield  in  light 

their  spirit  lore. 
Kindred   spirits   there   are   meeting,    will- 
winged  thoughts  that  God-like  move. 
In  their  r^iant  robes  electric,  through  the 

starry  isles  they  rove. 
Wings  of  beauty  I  wings  immortal  I  hovering 

o'er  me  in  death^s  night, 
Te  will  bear  me  onward  ever,  through  the 

bowers  of  pure  delight  I 
I  shall  pass  the  saole  portiu,  only  changed  to 

form  of  light. 
To  dust  returning  what  is  mortal,  seeking 

€k>d  in  boundless  flight  I 

9799.  SOUL,  Efflvta  fiirthOi 

Know^st  thou  the  importance  of  a  soul  im- 
mortal? [worlds! 
Behold  this  midnight  glory — ^worlds  on 
Amazing  pomp !  R^oubk  this  amaze ; 
Ten  thousand  add,  and  twice  ten  thousand 
more ;  [them  all. 
Then,  weigh  the  whole  I  One  soul  outweighs 
And  calls  th^  astonishing  magnificence 
Of  unintelligent  creation  poor. 

For  this,  believe  not  me ;  no  man  believe. 
Trust  not  in  words,  but  deeds ;  and  deeds  no 

less 
Than  those  of  the  Sufbeme  ;  nor  His  a  few. 
Consult  them  all.    Consulted,  all  proclaim 
Thy  soul's  importance.     Tremble  at  thyself. 
For  whom  Omnipotence  has  waked  so  long: 
Has  waked,  and  worked,  for  ages — from  the 
Of  nature,  to  this  unbelieving  hour.       [birth 
In  this  small  province  of  His  vast  domain, 
What  has  God  done,  and  not  for  this  sole  end, 
To  rescue  souls  horn,  death  ?    The  soul's  high 
Is  writ  in  all  the  conduct  of  the  skies,  [price 
The  soul's  high  price  is  the  creation's  key, 
Unlocks  its  mysteries,  and  naked  lays 
The  genuine  cause  of  every  deed  divine. 
That  is  the  chain  of  ages,  which  maintains 
Their  obvious  correspondence,  and  unites 
Most  distant  periods  in  one  blessed  design. 
That  is  the  mighty  hinge,  on  which  have  turned 
All  revolutions,  whether  we  reg^ard 
The  natural,  dvil,  or  religious  world  .... 
The  former  two  but  servants  to  the  third: 
To  that  their  duty  done,  they  both  expire; 
Their  mass  new-cast,  forgot  their  deeds  re- 
nowned; [fairf* 
And  angels  ask,  '*  Where  once  they  shone  so 

To  lift  us  from  this  abject  to  sublime — 
This  flux,  to  permanent ;  this  dark,  to  day ; 
This  font  to  pure;  this  turbid,  to  serene; 
This  mean  to  mighty  ....  for  this  gloriona 

end 
Th^  Almighty,  rising.  His  long'sabbath  broke  1 
The  world  was  made;  was  ruined;  was  re- 
stored;    ,  [pealed; 
Laws  from  the  skies  were  published ;  were  re- 
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On  earth,  kings,  kingdoms  rose ;  kings,  king- 
doms fell ; 
Famed  sa^  lighted  up  the  Pagan  world; 
Prophets  from  Zion  darted  a  keen  glance 
Through  distant  age ;  saints  travelled ;  mar- 
tyrs bled; 
By  wonders,  sacred  nature  stood  controlled ; 
The  living  were  translated ;  dead  were  raised ; 
▲ngels,  and  more  than  angels,  came  from 

heaven ; 
And,  oh,  for  this,  descended  lower  still  I 
GUt  was  heirs  gloom  I     Astonished  at  his 

guest. 
For  one  short  moment,  Lucifeb  adored. 
Kot  Europe  against  Afric — warring  worlds 
Of  more  than  mortal,  mounted  on  the  wing. 
On  ardent  wings  of  energy  and  zeal. 
High-hovering  o^er  this  little  brand  of  strife. 
This  sublunary  ball  I  But  strife  for  what  f 
In  theh'  own  cause  conflicting  ?  No ;  in  thine, 
In  man's.    His  single  interest  olows  the  flame ; 
His  the  sole  stake ;  his  fate  the  trumpet  sounds 
Which  kindles  war  immortal. 

Edioard  Young. 

9793.  80nii»  IdMi  sboat  the. 

Musicians  think  our  souls  are  harmonies ; 

Physicians  hold  that  they  complexions  be ; 
Epicures  make  them  swarms  of  atomies, 

Which  do  by  chance  into  our  bodies  flee. 

One  thinks  the  soul  is  air ;  another  fire. 
Another  blood,  difihised  about  the  heart ; 

Another  saith  the  elements  conspire, 
And  to  her  essence  each  doth  yield  a  part 

Some  thkik  one  general  soul  fills  every  brain. 
As  the  bright  sun  sheds  lights  in  every  star ; 

And  others  think  the  name  of  soul  is  vain. 
And  that  we  only  well-mix'd  bodies  are. 

Thus  these  great  clerks  their  little  wisdom 
show,  [play ; 

While  with  their  doctrines  they  at  hazard 
Tossing  their  light  opinions  to  and  fro, 

To  mock  the  lewd,  as  learned  in  this  as  they ; 

For  no  crazed  brain  could  ever  yet  propound, 

Tondiing  the  soul,  so  vain  and  fond  a 

thought,  [found. 

Bat  some  among  these  masters  have  been 

Which,  in  their  schools,  the  self-same  thing 

have  taught  Bir  J,  Ikmei. 

9T94«  SOUL,  Immortality  of  the. 

The  soul,  how  passionately  fond  of  fame  1 
How  anxious  that  fond  passion  to  conceal  I 
We  blush,  detected  in  designs  on  praise, 
Though  for  best  deeds,  and  from  the  best  of 

men. 
And  why  9    Because  inmiortaL    Art  divine 
Has  made  the  body  tutor  to  the  soul : 
Heaven  kindly  gives  our  blood  a  moral  flow, 
Bids  it  ascend  the  glowing  cheek,  and  there 
Upbraid  that  little  heart's  inglorious  aim 
Which  stoops  to  court  a  character  from  man, 
While  o^er  us,  in  tremendous  judgment,  sit 
Far  more  than  man,  with  endless  praise  and 

blame. 


Ambition^s  boundless  appetite  outspeaks  [Are 
The  verdict  of  its  shame.    When  souls  take 
At  high  presumptions  of  their  own  desert, 
One  age  is  poor  applause ;  the  mighty  shout, 
The  thunder  by  the  living  few  begun. 
Late  time  must  edio — worlds  unborn,  resound. 
We  wish  our  names  eternally  to  live : 
Wild  dream,  which  ne*er  had  haunted  human 

thought 
Had  not  our  natures  becii  eternal  too  1 
Instinct  points  out  an  interest  in  hereafter ; 
But  our  blind  reason  sees  not  where  it  lies. 
Or,  seeing,  ffives  the  substance  for  the  shade. 

Fame  is  the  shade  of  immortality. 
And  in  itself  a  shadow.     Soon  as  caught. 
Contemned,  it  shrinks  to  nothing  in  the  grasp. 
Consult  the  ambitious — ^*tis  ambition^s  cure. 
'  *  And  is  this  all  t "  cried  Caesar,  at  his  height. 
Disgusted. 

Whence  inextinguishable  thirst  of  gain  f 
From  inextinguishable  life  in  man. 
Man,  if  not  meant  by  worth  to  reach  the  skies, 
Had  wanted  wings  to  fly  so  far  in  guilt 
Sour  grapes,  I  grant,  ambition,  avarice ; 
Tet  still  their  root  is  immortality. 
These,  its  wild  growths,  so  bitter  and  so  base, 
(Pain  and  reproach  I)  religion  can  reclaim, 
Refine,  exalt — ^throw  down  the  poisonous  lee, 
And  inake  them  sparkle  in  the  bowl  of  bliss. 

Edward  Young. 

9795.  SOULp  Kyitary  of  the. 

That  mysterious  thing, 
Which  hath  no  limit  fiom  the  walls  of  sense, 
No  chill  from  hoary  time,  with  pale  decay 
No  fellowship,   but  shall  stand  forth  un- 
changed, 
Unscorched  amid  the  resurrection  fires. 
To  bear  its  boundless  lot  of  good  or  ilL 

Mrs.  L.  H.  Sigoumey, 

9796.  BOULi  Palaoo  of  tho. 

Remove  yon  skull  from  out  the  scattered 

heaps; 
Is  that  a  temple  where  a  God  may  dwell  t 
Why,  even  the  worm  at  last  disdains  her 
shattered  cell  t 
Look  on  its  broken  arch,  its  ruined  wall, 
Its  chambers  desolate,  and  portals  foul ; 
Yes,  this  was  onoe  ambition^s  airy  haU, 
The  dome  of  thought,  the  palace  of  the  soul ; 
Behold  through  each  lack-lustre  eyeless  hole 
The  gay  recess  of  wisdom  and  of  wit, 
And  passion's  port,  that  never  brooked 

control. 
Can  all  saint,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  writ 
People  this  lonely  tower,  this  tenement  refit  t 

LordByrcn. 

9797.  BOULi  Prloe  of  a. 

Gk>,  bring  me,  said  the  dying  &dr, 

With  anguish  in  her  tone, 
Those  costly  robes  and  jewcds  rare, 

Go,  brinff  them  every  one. 
They  strew  d  them  on  her  dying  bed; 

Those  robes  of  princely  cost ; 
Father,  with  bitterness  she  said. 

For  these  my  soul  is  lost  t 
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With  glorious  hopes  I  once  was  blest, 

Kor  feared  the  gaping  tomb ; 
With  heaven  already  in  my  heart, 

I  looked  for  heaven  to  come. 
I  heard  a  Saviour^s  pardoning  voice, 

My  soul  was  fillea  with  peace ; 
Father,  you  bought  me  with  these  toys, 

I  bartered  heaven  for  these. 

Take  them,  they  are  the  price  of  blood. 

For  them  I  lost  my  soul, 
For  them  must  bear  the  wrath  of  God 

While  ceaseless  ages  roll. 
Remember,  when  you  look  on  these, 

Your  daughter's  fearful  doom, 
Tliat  she,  her  pride  and  thine  to  please. 

Went  quakmg  to  the  tomb. 

Gk),  bear  them  from  my  sight  and  touch ; 

Tour  gifts  I  here  restore ; 
Keep  them  with  care,  they  cost  you  much. 

They  cost  your  daughter  more. 
Look  at  them  every  rolling  year 

Upon  my  dying  day,  ' 
And  drop  for  me  the  burning  tear. 

She  said,  and  sunk  away. 

William  Hunter, 

979§.  BOULS,  Frooeation  oft 

I  stood  upon  the  open  casement, 

And  looked  upon  the  night. 
And  saw  the  westward-going  stars 

Pass  slowly  out  of  sight. 

Slowly,  the  bright  procession 
Went  down  the  gleaming  arch. 

And  my  soul  discerned  the  music 
Of  the  long  tiiumphal  march ; 

Till  the  great  celestial  army, 
Btretching  far  beyond  the  poles. 

Became  the  eternal  symbol 
Of  the  mighty  march  of  souls. 

Onward,  forever  onward. 

Red  Mars  led  down  his  clan ; 
And  the  Moon,  like  a  maildd  maiden, 

Was  riding  in  the  van. 

And  some  were  bright  in  beauty, 
And  some  were  faint  and  small. 

But  these  might  be  in  their  great  heights 
The  noblest  of  them  all. 

Downward,  forever  downward. 

Behind  earth's  dusky  shore, 
They  passed  into  the  unknown  night. 

They  passed,  and  were  no  more. 

No  more  I  oh  t  say  not  so ! 

And  downward  is  not  just; 
For  the  sight  is  weak  and  the  sense  is  dim 

That  looks  through  heated  dtkst. 

The  stars  and  the  mailM  moon. 
Though  they  seem  to  full  and  die. 

Still  sweep  with  their  embattled  lines 
An  endless  reach  of  sky. 

And  though  the  hills  of  Death 
May  hide  the  bright  array. 


The  marshalled  brotherhood  of  boqIs 
Still  keeps  its  onward  way. 

Upward,  forever  upward, 

I  see  their  march  sublime. 
And  hear  the  glorious  music 

Of  the  conquerors  of  Time. 

And  long  let  me  remember. 

That  the  palest  fainting  one 
May  to  diviner  vision  be 

A  bright  and  blazing  son. 

T.B.Bead. 
9799.  80WIHa,  Fmiti  ot 

Are  we  sowing  seeds  of  goodnees  t 

They  shall  blossom  bright  ere  long. 
Are  we  sowing  seeds  of  discord? 

They  shall  ripen  into  wrong. 
Are  we  sowing  seeds  of  honor  ? 

They  shall  bring  forth  golden  ffrain. 
Are  we  sowing  se^  of  falsehood? 

We  shall  yet  reap  bitter  pain. 
Whatsoever  our  sowing  be. 
Reaping,  we  its  fruit  must  see. 

We  can  never  be  too  careful 

What  the  seed  our  hands  shall  sow ; 
Love  from  love  is  sure  to  ripen, 

Hate  from  hato  is  sure  to  grow. 
Seeds  of  good  or  ill  we  scatter 

Heedlessly  along  our  way ; 
But  a  glad  or  grievous  fruitage 

Waits  us  at  the  harvest  day. 

9900.  SOWIHa,  Kindi  oC 

are  sowing  their  seed  by  the  dawnlight 
fair;  [gl&i^; 

are  sowing  their  seed  in  the  noonday*8 
are  sowing  their  seed  in  the  soft  twi- 
light; [night; 
are  sowing  their  seed  in  the  solemn 
What  shall  the  harvest  be? 


They 

They 
They 

They 


They  are  sowing  the  seed  of  word  and  deed. 
Which  the  cold  know  not,  nor  the  carel( 

heed — 

Of  the  gentle  word,  and  the  kindly  deed 
That  hath  blest  the  earth  in  its  sorest  need ; 
Sweet  wHl  the  harvest  be. 

And  some  are  sowing  the  seed  of  pain. 
Of  dire  remorse  and  a  maddened  brain ; 
And  the  stars  shall  fall  and  the  sun  shall  wane, 
Ere  they  root  the  weeds  from  the  soil  again; 
Dark  will  the  harvest  be. 

Sown  in  darkness,  or  sown  in  light, 
Sown  in  weakness,  or  sown  in  might. 
Sown  in  meekness,  or  sown  in  wrath, 
In  the  broad  world-field  or  the  shadowy  path. 
Sure  will  the  harvest  be. 

9801.  8FEB0H,  Elo^ofloiiM  et 

How  shall  we  learn  to  sway  the  minds  of  meo 
By  eloquence  ?  to  rule  them,  or  x^ersaade  ? 
Do  you  seek  genuine  and  worthy  fame? 
Reason  and  honest  feeling  want  no  arts 
Of  utterance,  ask  no  toil  of  elocution  I 
And,  when  you  speak  in  earnest,  do  you  need 
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To  83arch  for  words  ?  Ohl  these  fine  holiday 

phi'usea,  [places, 

In  which  you  robs  your  worn-out  common- 
Thc83  scraps  of  paper  which  you  crimp  and 
And  twist  into  a  thousand  idle  shapes,  [cui'l, 
These   filigree    omaments,    are    good    for 

nothing,  [one ; 

Cost  time  and  pains,  please  few,  impose  on  no 
Are  unrefreshing,  as  the  wind  that  whistles 
In   antnmn  'mong  the  dry    and  wrinkled 

leaves. 
If  feeling  does  not  prompt,  in  rain  yon  strive. 
If  from  the  soul  the  language  does  not  come, 
By  its  own  impulse,  to  impel  the  hearts 
Of  hearers  with  communicated  power. 
In  vain  you  strive,  in  vain  you  study  earnestly, 
Toil  on  forever,  piece  together  fragments. 
Cook  up  your  broken  scraps  of  sentences. 
And  blow,  with  puffing  breath,  a  struggling 

light,  [ashes- 

Glimmering  confusedly  now,  now  cold  in 
Startle  the  school-boys  with  your  metaphors, 
And,  if  such  food  may  suit  your  appetite. 
Win  the  vain  wonder  of  applauding  children  1 
But  never  hope  to  stir  the  hearts  of  men. 
And  mould  the  souls  of  many  into  one. 
By  words  which  come  not  native  from  the 

heart  I  Ooethe. 

3§a3.  8PBB0H,  Epilogoe  to  a. 

Tve  passed  my  zenith  long  ago,  it^s  time  for 
mo  to  sat ;  [gering  yet, 

A  dozen  planets  wait  to  shine,  and  I  am  lin- 

As  sometimes  in  the  blaze  of  day  a  milk-and- 
watery  moon 

Stains  with  its  dim  and  fading  ray  the  lus- 
trous blue  of  noon. 

Farewell  I  yet  lot  one  echo  rise  to  shake  our 

ancient  hall; 
God  save  the  Queen — whose  throne  is  here — 

the  mother  of  us  all  I 
Till  dawns  the  great  commencement-day  on 

every  shore  and  sea. 
And   **  Ecpeclantur^''  all  mankind,  to  take 

their  last  Degree ! 

Oliver  WendeU  Sohnes, 

a803.  8PIBIT,  Haonti  of  the. 

Tla  said  that  when  life  is  ended  here. 
The  spirit  is  borne  to  a  distant  sphere ; 
That  it  visits  its  earthly  home  no  more, 
Kor  looks  on  the  haunts  it  loved  before. 
But  why  should  the  bodiless  soul  be  sent 
Far  off,  to  a  long,  long  banishment  f 
Talk  not  of  tho  light  and  the  living  green  I 
It  will  pinq  for  the  dear  familiar  scene ; 
It  will  yearn,  in  that  strange,  bright  world,  to 

behold 
The  rock  and  the  stream  it  knew  of  old. 

^Tis  a  cruel  creed,  believe  it  not  I 
Death  to  the  good  is  a  milder  lot.  [pair. 

They  are  here — ^they  are  there — ^that  harmless 
In  the  yellow  sunshino  and  flowing  air, 
In  the  light  doud-shadows  that  slowly  pass. 
In  the  sounds  that  rise  from  the  murmuring 
gras). 


They  ait  where  their  humble  cottage  stood, 
They  walk  by  the  waving  edge  of  the  wood. 
And  list  to  the  long-accustomed  flow 
Of  the  brook  that  wets  the  rocks  below. 
Patient,  and  peaceful,  and  passionless. 
As  seasons  on  seasons  swiftly  press. 
They  watch,  and  wait,  and  linf^er  around. 
Till  the  day  when  their  bodies  shall  leave  the 
ground.        WUliam  CuUen  Bryant. 

3M4.  BHEIT,  Xemory  of  a. 

My  little  span 
Of  mortal  life,  inured  and  stereotyped, 
Is  branded  on  the  tablet  of  my  soul 
Each  year,  each  month,  each  week,  each  day, 

each  hour. 
As  drowning  men  have  lived  their  bygone  life 
Again  in  one  brief  minute,  so  to  me. 
Each  minute  of  these  ages  without  end. 
My  past  is  always  present.    Now  I  see 
Myself.  Edward  Hsnry  BichersUth, 

3SM.  8FIRIT8,  Kindrod. 

Drops  from  the  ^cean  of  eternity, 

Rays  from  the  centre  of  unfailing  light. 
Things  that  the  human  eye  can  never  see. 

Are  spirits — yet  they  dweU  near  human 
sight. 
But  as  the  shattered  magnet's  fragments  still, 

Though  far  apart,  will  to  each  other  turn. 
So,  in  the  breast  imprisoned,  spirits  will 

To  meet  their  fellow  spirits  vainly  bum ; 
And  yet  not  vainly.     If  the  drop  shall  pass 

Through  streams  of   human  sorrow  un- 
If  the  eternal  ray  that  heavenly  was,  [defiled. 

To  no  false  earthly  fire  be  roconcUed, 
The  drop  shall  mingle  with  its  native  main. 

The  ray  shall  meet  its  kindred  ray  again ! 

Mary  Anne  Browne, 

d§a8.  8FIBITS,  Traits  of: 

They  miss  the  truth  who  meditate  that  death. 
Or  that  which  follows  after  death,  can  change 
The  native  idealities  of  men. 
These  in  the  saved  and  lost  alike  remain 
Immutable  forever.     There  is  naught 
In  the  unloosing  of  the  mortal  tent 
To  alter  or  transform  immortal  minds. 
The  gentle  still  are  gentle,  and  the  strong 
Are  ever  strong.    Innumerable  traits 
Each  from  the  rest  distinguish.     It  is  true 
There  lies  a  gulf  impassable  betwixt 
Salvation  and  perdition,  heaven  and  hell ; 
But  oh  1  the  almost  infinite  degrees 
Betwixt  the  lost  and  lost. 

Edward  Henry  Bickereteth, 

3907.  BFEnra,  Oomlng  o£ 

The  bud  is  in  the  bough  and  the  leaf  is  in  the 
bud,  [the  blood. 

And  earth's  beginning  now  in  her  veins  to  feel 

Which,  warm^  by  summer's  sun  in  the  alem- 
bic of  the  vine,  [of  wine. 

From  her  founts  will  overrun  in  a  ruddy  g^h 

The  perfume  and  the  bloom  that  shall  deco- 
rate the  flower, 

Are  quickening  in  the  gloom  of  their  subter- 
ranean bower : 


616 


And  the  jnioeiB  meant  to  feed  trees,  vegetable^ 

fruits,  *  [roots. 

Unerringly  proceed  to  their  pre-appointed 

How  awful  is  the  thought  of  the  wonders  un- 
der ground, 

Of  the  mystic  changes  wrought  in  the  silent, 
dark  profound ;  [decreed. 

How  each  thing  upward  tends  by  necessity 

And  the  world^s  support  depends  on  the  shoot- 
ing of  a  seed  I 

The  summer^s  in  her  ark,  and  this  sunny-pin- 
ioned day 

Is  commissioned  to  remark  whether  Winter 
holds  her  sway ;  [thy  wing, 

Qo  back,  thou  dove  of  peace,  with  myrtle  on 

Say  that  floods  and  tempests  cease  and  the 
world  is  ripe  for  Spring. 

Thou  hast  fanned  the  sleeping  earth  till  her 
dreams  are  all  of  flowers, 

And  the  waters  look  in  mirth  for  their  over- 
hanging bowers ;  [leaves. 

The  forest  seems  to  listen  folc  the  rustle  of  its 

And  the  very  skies  to  glisten  in  the  hope  of 
summer  eves. 

The  cattle  lift  their  voices  from  the  valleys 

and  the  hills. 
And  the  feathered  race  rejoices  with  a  gush 

of  tuneful  bills ;  [with  glee. 

And  if  this  cloudless  arch  fills  the  poet^s  song 
O  thou  sunny  first  of  March  t  be  it  dedicate 
to  thee.  Horace  Smith. 

3906.  STAB,  Tho  E?eniiig. 

Many  glories  mingle 

In  the  azure  air, 
But  to  me  most  charming 

Shines  the  evening  star. 
For  in  its  pure  whiteness 

'Tis  a  type  of  Him 
In  whose  holy,  brightness 

Sun  aud  stars  are  dim. 

So  my  mind  it  raises 

To  my  Lord  above. 
Him  whom  heaven  praises^ 

Him  whose  name  I  loveu 
Thou  art  first  and  f  airest^ 

Jesus,  to  Thine  own ; 
Worthily  Thou  wearest 

Heaven's  golden  crown. 

Thou  art  high  and  holy, 

Angels  worship  Thee : 
Thou  art  meek  and  lowly, 

For  Thou  lovest  mc 
Thou  with  light  enlivening, 

Shining  from  afar. 
Art  at  once  my  evening 

And  my  morning  star. 

9§a9«  STATE,  OoDstitaanto  of  a. 

What  constitutes  a  state  ? 
Not  high-raised  battlement  or  labored  mound. 

Thick  wall  or  moated-  gate ;    [crowned ; 
Kot   cities  proud  with  spires   and  turrets 

Not  bays  and  broad-armed  porta, 


Where,  laughing  at  the  storm,  rich  navies 

Not  starred  and  spangled  courts,    [ride ; 
Where  low-browed  baseness  wafts  perfume  to 

No :  men,  high-minded  men,        [pride. 
With  powers  as  far  above  duU  brutes  endued 

In  forest,  brake,  or  den, 
As  beasts  excel  cold  rocks  and  brambles  rude — 

Men  who  their  duties  know. 
But  know  their  rights,  and  knowing,  dare 

Prevent  tiie  long-aimed  blow,  [maintain. 
And  crush  the  tyrant  while  they  rend  the 

These  constitute  a  state ;  [chain ; 

And  sovereign  law,  that  staters  collected  will, 

O^er  thrones  and  globes  elate. 
Sits  empress,  crowning  good,  repressing  ilL 

Smit  by  her  sacred  frown. 
The  fiend.  Dissension,  like  a  vapor  sinks ; 

And  e'en  the  all-dazzling  crown 
Hides  his  faint   rays,  and  at  her  bidding 
ehrinks.  Sir  William  Joneg. 

3810.  STATE,  Duty  to  the. 

Our  country  is  a  whole,  my  Publius,        [zea 
Of  which  we  all  are  parts :  nor  should  a  citi- 
Regard  his  interests  as  distinct  from  hers ; 
No  hopes  or  fears  should  touch  his  patriot 

soul. 
But  what  affect  her  honor  or  her  shame,  [her. 
E'en  when  in  hostile  fields  he  bleeds  to  save 
*Tis  not  his  blood  he  loses,  'tis  his  oountry*8 ; 
He  only  pays  her  back  a  debt  he  owesL 
To  her  he's  bound  for  birth  and  education ; 
Her  laws  secure  him  from  domestic  feuds, 
And  from  the  foreign  foe  her  arms  protect 

him. 
She  lends  him  honors,  dignity,  and  rank, 
His  wrongs  revenges,  and  his  merit  pays ; 
And,  like  a  tender  and  indulgent  mother. 
Loads  him  with  comforts,  and  would  make 

his  state 
As  blessed  as  nature  and  the  gods  designed  it. 
Such  gifts,  my  son,  have  their  alloy  of  pain. 
And  let  the  unworthy  wretch,  who  will  not 
His  portion  of  the  public  burden,  lose    [bear 
The  advantages' it  yields;  let  him  rotiro 
From  the  dear  blessings  of  a  social  life. 
And  from  the  sacred  laws  which  guard  those 

blessings. 
Renounce  tho  civilized  abodes  of  man. 
With  kindred  brutes  one  common  shelter  seek 
In  horrid  wilds,  and  dens,  and  dreary  caves. 
And  with  their  shaggy  tenants  share  the 

spoil; 
Or,  if  the  shaggy  hunters  miss  their  prey. 
From  scattered  acorns  pidc  a  scanty  m«Ekl ; 
Far  from  the  sweet  civilities  of  life. 
There  let  him  live  and  vaunt  his  wretched 

freedom. 
While  we,,  obedient  to  the  laws  that  guard  us. 
Guard  them,  and  Uvo  or  die,  as  they  decree. 

Eann(UiM9r6. 

d§ll.  8TBEHGTH,  Adaption  of. 

When  adverse  winds  and  waves  arise, 
And  in  my  heart  despondence  sighs, 
When  life  its  throng  of  care  reveals. 
And  weakness  o'er  my  spirit  steals^ 
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Grateful  I  hear  tbo  kind  decree 

That — *'afl  my  day,  my  strength  shall  be." 

When,  with  sad  footstep,  memory  roves 
'Mid  smitten  joys  and  buried  loves. 
When  sleep  my  tearful  pillow  flies, 
And  dewy  morning  drinks  my  sighs, 
Still  to  thy  promise.  Lord,  I  flee, 
That — ^*  as  my  day,  my  strength  shall  be.*' 

One  trial  more  most  yet  be  past, 
One  pang,  the  keenest  and  the  last — 
And  when  with  brow  convulsed  and  pale, 
My  feeble,  quivering  heart-strings  fail, 
Redeemer  1  grant  my  soul  to  see 
That — "  as  her  day,  her  strength  shall  be.'* 

Mn.  L.  S,  Siffoumey, 

M19.  BDBMIBSIOV,  Entiie. 

God's  ways  are  not  as  our  ways,  His  thoughts 
are  not  as  ours ; 

He  wounds  us  sore  with  cruel  thorns,  where 
we  have  stooped  for  flowers ; 

But  oh  I  'tis  from  the  oft-pieroed  heart  those 
precious  drops  distil. 

That  many  a  life,  else  all  unblest,  with  heal- 
ing balm  shall  fill ; 

Then  give,  O  give  the  flower  to  those  wh9 
pray  it  so  may  be, 

But  I  would  choose  to  have  the  thorns,  with 
Thee,  dear  Lord,  with  Thee  I 

Man  judgeth  man  in  ignorance,  he  seeth  but 

in  pai-t; 
Our  trust  is  in  our  Maker,  God,  Who  search- 

eth  every  heart ; 
And  every'  wrong  and  every  woe,  when  put 

bsneath  our  feet, 
As  stepping-stones  may  help  ua  on  to  His 

high  mercy-seat 
Then  teach  us  still  to  smile,  O  Lord !  though 

sharp  the  stones  may  be. 
Remembering  that  they  bring  us  near  to  Thee, 

dear  Loi*d,  to  lliee  1 

mi3.  SUBMIBSIOVi  Making. 

When,  my  Saviour,  shall  I  be 
Perfectly  resigned  to  Thee  ? 
Poor  and  vile  in  my  own  eyes. 
Only  in  Thy  wisdom  wise  t 
Only  Thee  content  to  know. 
Ignorant  of  all  below ; 
Only  guided  by  Thy  light, 
Only  mighty  in  Thy  m.ight  ? 

Take  my  nature's  strength  away. 
Every  comfort,  every  stay. 
Every  hindrance  of  Thy  Love, 
All  my  power  to  act  or  move. 
Pain  I  would  be  truly  stiD, 
Fain  I  would  be  without  will, 
Simple,  innocent,  and  free. 
Free  ^m  all  that  is  not  Thee. 

Weaken,  bring  me  down  to  naught ; 
Captivate  my  every  thought 
Take  the  future  from  my  view, 
All  Thy  love  intends  to  do : 


Let  me  to  Thy  goodness  leave 
When,  and  what  Thou  art  to  give. 
All  Thy  works  to  Thee  arc  known : 
Let  Thy  blessed  will  bo  done. 

CfharUi  Wedey. 

2914.  BUOOEBS,  Unaatiiikotory. 

Now  in  frail  bark,  and  on  the  storm-tossed 

wave,  [port. 

Doth  this,  my  life,  approach  the  common 
Whither  all  haste  to  render  up  account 
Of  every  act — the  erring  and  the  just. 
Wherefore  I  now  do  see,  that  by  the  love 
Which  rendered  Art  mine  idol  and  my  Lord, 
I  did  much  err.    Vain  are  the  loves  of  man, 
And  error  lurks  within  liis  very  thought 
Light  hours  of  this  my  life,  where  are  ye  now. 
When   towards  a  twofold  death  my  foot 

draws  near  t  [loud. 

The  one  well-known,  the  other  threatening 
Not  the  erst-worshipped  art  can  now  give 

peace 
To  him  whose  soul  turns  to  that  love  divine, 
Whose  arms  shall  lift  him  from  the  Cross  to 

Heaven.  Michad  Angdo, 

3§15.  BUOOEBB,  Vuiity  of. 

But  grant  man  happy;  grant  him  happy  long; 
Add  to  life's  highest  prize  her  latest  hour ; 
That  hour,  so  late,  is  nimble  in  approach, 
Which,  like  a  post,  comes  on  in  full  career. 
How  swift  the  shuttle  flies  that  weaves  thy 

shroud  I 
Where  is  the  fable  of  thy  former  years  ? 
Thrown  down  the  gulf  of  time,  as  far  from 

thee 
As  they  had  ne'er  been  thine ;  the  day  in  hand. 
Like  a  bird  struggling  to  get  loose,  is  going — 
Scarce  now  possess'd,  so  suddenly  'tis  gone ; 
And  each  swift  moment  fled,  is  death  ad- 
By  strides  as  swift    Eternity  is  all !    [vanc*d 
Ajid  whose  eternity  ?  Who  tiiumphs  there. 
Bathing  forever  in  the  font  of  bliss  ? 
Forever  basking  in  the  Deity  9 
LoBENZo,  who? — ^thy  conscience  shall  reply. 

Edward  Young. 

9816«  SnPFESnra,  Appointment  of. 

Suffering  is  the  work  now  sent ; 
Nothing  can  I  do  but  lie 
Suffering  as  the  hours  go  by : 

All  my  powers  to  this  are  bent 

Suffermg  is  my  gain  ;  I  bow 
To  my  heavenly  Father's  will,' 
And*  receive  it  hushed  and  stilL 

Suffering  is  my  toor$hip  now. 

981T.  BUTFEfiOSra,  Oompeoaation  for. 
Consider,  whatever  be  thy  fate,  that  it  might 

and  ought  to  have  been  worse, 
And  that  it  lieth  in  thy  hand  to  gather  even 

blessing  from  afflictions ; 
Bethink  thee,  wherefore  wcro  they  sent  ?  and 

hath  not  use  blunted  their  keenness  ? 
Need  hope,  and  patience,  and  courage  be 

strangers  to  the  meanest  hovel  ? 
Thou  art  in  an  evil  case— it  vrexe  cruel  to 

deny  to  thee  compassion ; 
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But  then)  is  not  unmitigated  ill  in  the  sharp- 
est of  this  world^s  sorrows : 

I  touch  not  the  sore  of  thy  guilt;  but  of 
human  griefs  I  counsel  thee, 

Cast  off  the  weakness  of  regret,  and  gird  thee 
to  redeem  thy  loss ; 

Thou  hast  gained,  in  the  furnace  of  affliction, 
self-knowledge,  patience,  and  humil- 
ity, 

And  these  be  as  precious  ore,  that  waiteth 
the  skill  of  the  coiner : 

Despise  not  the  blessings  of  adversity  nor  the 
gain  thou  hast  earned  so  hardly. 

And  now  thou  hast  drained  the  bitter,  take 
heed  that  thou  lose  not  the  sweet 

9818*  BUFFEBIHO,  Fruits  ot 

Oh  let  me  suffer,  till  I  know 

The  good  that  cometh  from  the  pain, 
like  seeds  beneath  the  wintry  snow, 

That  wake  in  flowers  and  golden  grain. 
Oh  let  mc  suffer,  till  I  find 

What  plants  of  sorrow  can  impart, 
Some  gift,  some  triumph  of  the  mind. 

Some  flower,  some  fruitage  of  the  heart 
The  hour  of  an^ish  passes  by ;  * 

But  in  the  spirit  there  remains 
The  outgrowth  of  its  agony, 

yhd  compensation  of  its  pains. 
In  meekness,  which  suspects  no  wrong, 

In  patience,  which  endures  control. 
In  faith,  which  makes  the  spirit  strong. 

In  peace  and  purity  of  souL 

Tkomas  C,  Upham, 

3819.  SUFFEfilNOf-Infiaeiioe  of. 

Suffering  curbs  our  wayward  passions, 
Child-like  tempers  in  us  fashions, 

And  our  will  to  His  subdues : 
Thus  His  hand,  so  soft  and  healing, 
Each  disordered  power  and  feeling, 

By  a  blessed  change  renews. 

Suffering  keeps  the  thoughts  compacted, 
That  the  soul  bs  not  distracted 

By  the  world's  baguiling  art ; 
'Tis  like  some  angelic  waider 
Ever  keeping  sacred  order 

In  the  chambers  of  the  heart 

Suffering  tunes  the  hearths  emotion 
To  etermty^s  devotion. 

And  awakes  a  fond  desire 
For  the  l^d  where  psalms  are  rin^g. 
And  with  psalms  the  martyrs  singmg 

Sweetly  to  the  harper^s  choir. 

J,  Hartmann. 

9890.  SUIOIDB,  Orinie  of. 

Our  time  is  fiz^d,  and  all  our  days  are  num- 
bered ;  [know. 
How  long,  how  short,  we  know  not :  this  we 
Duty  requires  we  calmly  wait  the  summons, 
Kor  dare  to  stir  till  heaven  shall  give  permis- 
sion, [stand, 
like  sentiiea  that  must  keep  their  destmed 


And  wait  th*  appointed  hour,  till  they're  ro* 
lieved,  [ground. 

Those  only  are  the  brave  who  keep  their 
And  keep  it  to  the  last    To  run  away 
Is  but  a  coward^s  trick :  to  run  away 
From  this  world's  ill,  that  at  the  very  worst 
Will  soon  blow  o'er,  thinking  to  mend  our- 
selves 
By  boldly  vent'ring  on  a  world  unknown. 
And  plunging  headlong  in  the  dark !    'tia 
No  frenzy  half  so  desperate  as  this,      [mad : 

Robert  Blair. 

9891«  BUIDAT,  Fte-emlnsaoe  of  the. 

O  day  most  calm,  most  bright, 
The  fruit  of  this,  the  next  world's  bud, 
The  indorsement  of  supreme  delight, 
Writ  by  a  Friend,  and  with  His  blood ; 

The  couch  of  time,  care's  balm  and  bay  I 
The  week  were  dark,  but  for  thy  light  I 
Thy  torch  doth  show  the  way. 

The  other  dajrs  and  thou 
Make  up  one  man ;  whose  face  thou  art, 

Knocking  at  heaven  with  thy  brow  : 
The  worky-days  are  the  back  part ; 

The  burthen  of  the  week  lies  there, 
Making  the  whole  to  stoop  and  bow, 
Tul  thy  release  appear. 

Sundays  the  pillars  are. 
On  which  heaven's  palace  archdd  lies : 

The  other  days  fill  up  the  spare 
And  hollow  room  with  vanities. 

They  are  the  fruitful  beds  and  borden 
Of  God's  rich  garden  :  that  is  bare 

Which  parts  their  ranks  and  orden. 

The  Sundays  of  man's  life. 
Threaded  togetner  on  time's  string, 
Make  bracelets  to  adorn  the  wife 
Of  the  eternal  glorious  King. 

On  Sunday  heaven's  gat3  stands  ope; 
Blessings  are  plentiful  and  rife. 
More  plentiful  than  hope. 

This  day  my  Saviour  rose. 
And  did  enclose  this  light  for  His, 

That,  as  each  beast  his  manger  knows, 
Man  might  not  of  his  fodder  miss. 

Ciirist  hath  took  in  this  piece  of  ground. 
And  made  a  garden  there  for  those 
Who  want  herl)s  for  their  wound. 

Thou  art  a  day  of  mirth ; 
And  where  the  week-days  trail  on  ground. 

Thy  flight  is  higher,  as  thy  birth ; 
O  let  me  take  thee  at  the  bound. 

Leaping  with  thee  from  seven  to  seven. 
Till  that  we  both,  being  tossed  from  earth. 
Fly  hand  in  hand  to  heaven ! 

Qeorge  EdrberL 

9899.  SUHDAT,  SimUoi  o£ 

Bright  shadows  of  true  rest  I  some  shoots  of 
Heaven  once  a  week ;  [bliss, 

The  next  world's  gladness  prepossest  in  this ; 
A  day  to  seek: 
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Eternity  in  time ;  tho  steps  by  which 
Wo  climb  above  all  ages ;  lamps  that  light 
Slan  through  his  heap  of  dark  days ;  and  the 
rich  [flightl 

And  full  redemption  of  the  whole  week^s 

Tho   pulleys  unto   headlong   man;    time's 
The  narrow  way ;  •  [bower ; 

Transplanted  paradise ;  God's  walking  hour ; 

The  cool  o'  th'  day  I 
The  creature's  jubilee ;  God's  parlo  with  dust ; 
Heaycn  here :  man  on  those  hills  of  myrrh 

and  flowers ; 
Angels  descending ;  the  returns  of  trust ; 
A  gleam  of  glory  after  six  days'  showers  1 

The  chuich's  love-feasts ;  time's  prerogative, 

And  interest  [hive, 

Deducted  from  the  whole ;   the  combe  and 

And  home  of  rest 
The  milky- way  chalkt  out  with  suns ;  a  clue, 
That  guides  through  erring  hours;  and  in 
f uU  story  [cue 

A  taste  of  hcav'n  on  earth ;  the  pledge  and 
Of  a  full  feast ;  and  tho  out-courts  of  glory. 
Henry  Vaughan.     1621-1695. 

9933.  BUBEEBDEB,  Entin. 

Peace  has  unveOed  her  smiling  face. 
And  woos  tho  soul  to  her  embrace ; 
Enjoy'd  with  ease,  if  thou  refrain 
From  selfish  love,  else  sought  in  vain ; 
She  dwells  with  all  who  truth  prefer, 
But  seeks  not  them  who  seek  not  her. 
Yield  to  the  Lord,  with  simple  heart, 
All  that  thou  hast,  and  all  thou  art ; 
Benoance  all  strength  but  strength  divine ; 
And  peace  shall  be  forever  thine ; 
Behold  the  path  which  I  have  trod. 
My  path,  till  I  go  home  to  God. 

ifadame  Guyan. 

d834.  BUaPIOIOH,  Viotim  o£ 

Oh  fly  I  'tis  dire  Suspicion's  mien ; 
And  meditating  plagues  unseen. 

The  sorceress  luther  bends : 
Behold  her  torch  in  gall  imbraed ; 
Behold — ^her  garment  drops  with  blood 

Of  lovers  and  of  friends. 

Fly  far  I  already  in  your  eyes 
I  sec  a  pale  suffusion  rise ; 

And  soon  through  every  vein. 
Soon  will  her  secret  venom  spread, 
And  all  your  heart  and  all  your  head 
•    Imbibe  the  potent  stain. 

Then  many  a  demon  shall  she  raise 
To  vex  your  sleep,  to  haunt  your  ways; 

While  gleams  of  lost  delight 
Raise  the  dark  tempest  of  the  brain. 
As  lightning  shines  across  the  main 

llirou^h  wliirlwinds  and  through  night 

No  more  can  faith  or  candor  move ; 
But  each  ingenuous  deed  of  love, 

Whidi  reason  would  applaud, 
Kow,  smiling  o'er  her  dark  distress, 
Fancy  malignant  strives  to  dress 

like  injury  and  fraud. 


Farewell  to  virtue's  peaceful  times : 
Soon  wiU  you  stoop  to  act  the  crimes 

Which  thus  you  stoop  to  fear : 
Guilt  follows  guUt;  and  where  the  train 
Begins  with  wrongs  of  such  a  stain, 

What  horrors  from  tiie  rear  I 

Mark  Ahmiiide, 

3S35.  SWEABOra,  Frofimo. 

TUka  not  His  name,  who  made  thy  mouth,  in 

vain; 
It  gets  thee  nothing,  and  hath  no  excuse. 
Lust  and  wine  ples^  a  pleasure ;  avarice  sain : 
But  the  cheap  swearer,  through  liis  open  sluice. 
Lets  his  soul  run  for  naught,  as  little  fearing : 
Were  I  an  epicure,  I  could  bate  swearing. 
When  thou  dost  tell  another's  jest,  therein 
Omit  tho  oaths,  which  true  wit  cannot  need ; 
Pick  out  of  tales  the  mirth,  but  not  the  sin ; 
He  pares  his  apple  that  will  cleanly  feed. 

George  HerherU 

MM.  BTXPATHT,  Bond  o£ 

It  is  the  secret  synipathy. 
The  silver  link,  the  silken  tie. 
Which  heart  to  heart  and  mind  to  mind 
In  body  and  in  soul  can  bind. 

Walter  BcoU. 

M97.  BTMFATHT,  Eindnd. 

A  man's  nearest  kin  are  oftentimes  far  other 

than  his  dearest, 
Tet  in  the  season  of  affliction  those  will  haste 

to  help  him. 
For,  note  thou  this,  the  providence  of  God 

hath  bound  up  families  together, 
To  mutual  aid  and  patient  trial :  yea,  those 

ties  are  strong. 
Friends  are  ever  dearer  in  thy  wealth,  but 

relations  to  be  trusted  in  thy  need. 
For  these  are  God's  appointed  way,  and  tiiose 

the  choice  of  man ; 
There  is  lower  waimth  in  kin,  but  smaller 

truth  in  friends. 
The  latter  show  more  surface,  and  the  first 

have  more  depth. 
Relations  rally  to  the  rescue,  even  in  estrange- 
ment and  neglect, 
Where  friends  will  have  fled  at  thy  defeat, 

even  after  promises  and  kindness. 
For  friends  come  and  go;   the  whim  that 

bound,  may  loose  them ; 
But  none  can  dissever  a  relationship,  and  fate 

hath  tied  the  knot.     M.  F.  Tapper, 

9899.  8THPATE7,  Tears  o& 

No  radiant  pearl,  which  crested  fortune  wears ; 
No  gem,  tliat  twinkling  hangs  from  beauty's 
ears ;  [adorn ; 

Not  the  bright  stars,  which  night's  blue  arch 
Nor  rising  sun,  that  gilds  the  vernal  mom ; 
Shine  with  such  lustre  as  the  t^ar  that  flows 
Down  virtue's  manly  cheek  for  others'  woes. 

E,  Darvnn, 

M90.  TAOT,  ImpartooM  o£ 

What  boots  it,  thy  virtue. 
What  profit  thy  pails, 
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While  one  thing  ihou  lackest— ^ 

The  art  of  all  arts?  i 

The  only  crcdentiak, 

Passport  to  success, 
Opens  castle  and  parlor—* 

Address,  man,  address. 
Chnrch,  market,  and  tavem, 

Bed  and  board  it  will  sway ; 
It  has  no  to-morrow; 

It  ends  with  to-day. 

R  W.  Emerson. 

3§a0.  TALE9TS,  Parable  oft 

There  went  a  man  fi'om  home:   and  to  his 

neighbors  twain  [grain. 

He  gave  to  keep  for  him  two  sacks  of  golden 
Deep  in  his  collar  one  the  precious  charge 

concealed ;  [the  field. 

And  forth  the  other  went  and  strewed  it  in 
The  man  returns  at  last — asks  of  the  first  his 

sack :  [safely  back.*' 

"Here,  take  it;  'tis  the  same;  thou  hast  it 
Unharmed  it  shows  without,  but  when  he 

would  explore  [more : 

His  sack*8  recesses,  com  there  finds  he  now  no 
One-half  of   all  therein  proves  rotten  and 

decayed,  [preyed- 

Upon  the  other  half  have  worms  and  mildew 
The  putrid  heap  to  him  in  ire  he  doth  return ; 
And  of  the  other  asks,  '*  Where  is  my  sack  of 

com?"  [it  has  sped," 

Who  answered,  "Come  with  me,  behold  how 
And  took  and  showed  him  fields  where  wav- 
ing harvests  spread. 
Then  cheerfully  the  man  laughed  out  and 

cried,  *'This  one 
Had  sight,  to  make  up  for  the  other  that  had 

none :  [sense : 

The  letter  hs  observed,  but  thou  the  precept's 
And  thus  to  thee  and  me  shall  profit  grow 

from  hence. 
In  harvest  thou  shalt  fill  two  sacks  for  me, 
The  residue  of  right  remains  in  f uU  for  thee." 

Jiichard  Ohenewa  Trench, 

dS31.  TALEHTSi  Eespeot  for  OUmtb'. 

A  nightingale,  that  all  day  long 
Had  cheered  the  village  with  his  song, 
Nor  yet  at  eve  his  note  suspended. 
Nor  yet  when  eventide  was  ended. 
Began  to  feel — as  well  he  might — 
The  keen  demands  of  appetite ; 
When,  looking  eagerly  around. 
He  spied,  far  off,  upon  the  ground, 
A  something  shining  in  the  dark, 
And  knew  the  glow-worm  by  his  spark ; 
60,  stooping  down  from  hawthorn  top, 
He  thought  to  put  him  in  his  crop. 
The  worm,  aware  of  his  intent, 
Haran^ed  him  thus,  quite  eloquent : 

"Did  you  admire  my  lamp,"  quoth  he, 
"  As  much  as  I  your  minstrelsy, 
You  would  abhor  to  do  me  wrong, 
As  much  as  I  to  spoil  your  song ; 
For  'twas  the  self -same  power  divine 
Taught  you  to  sing  and  me  to  shine ; 


That  you  with  music,  I  with  light, 
Might  beautify  and  cheer  the  mght." 
The  songster  heard  his  short  oration. 
And,  warbling  out  his  approbation, 
.Released  him,  as  my  story  tells. 
And  found  a  supper  somewhere  else. 

William  Cawper. 

dSaa.  TALKnrO,  Oonitraiiiod. 

The  circle  formed,  we  sit  in  silent  state, 
Like  figures  drawn  upon  a  dial  plate ;   [show 
Yes,  ma'am,  and  no,  ma'am,  uttered  softly, 
Eveiy  five  minutes  how  the  minutes  go ; 
Each  individual  suffering  a  constraint, 
Poetry  may,  but  colors  cannot  paint ; 
As  if  in  close  committee  on  the  sky. 
Reports  it  hot  or  cold,  or  wet  or  dry ; 
And  finds  a  changing  dime  a  happy  source 
Of  wise  refiection,  and  well-timed  discourse. 
We  next  inquire,  but  softly  and  by  stealth. 
Like  conservators  of  the  public  health, 
Of  epidemic  throats,  if  such  there  are. 
And  coughs  and  rheums,  and  phthisic,  and 

catarrh. 
That  theme  exhausted,  a  wide  chasm  ensues, 
Filled  up  at  last  with  interesting  news, 
Who  danced  with  whom,  and  who  are  like 

to  wed,  [bed ; 

And  who  is  hanged,  ai)d  who  is  brought  to 
But  fear  to  call  a  more  important  cause. 
As  if  'twere  treason  against  English  laws. 
The  visit  paid,  with  ecstasy  we  come. 
As  from  a  seven  years'  transportation,  home. 
And  there  resume  an  unembarrassed  brow. 
Recovering  what  we  lost,  we  know  not  how. 
The  faculties  that  seemed  reduced  to  naught. 
Expression  and  the  privilege  of  thought. 

William  Cowper, 

9833,  TALEnra,  Dignity  of. 

Speech  is  the  golden  harvest  that  f  oUowetii 
the  flowering  of  thought ; 

Yet  oftentimes  runneth  it  to  husk,  and  the 
grains  be  withered  and  scanty : 

Speech  is  reason's  brother,  and  a  kingly  pre- 
rogative of  man. 

That  likeneth  him  to  his  Maker,  who  spake, 
and  it  was  done : 

Spirit  may  mingle  with  spirit,  but  sense  re- 
quireth  a  symbol ; 

And  speech  is  the  body  of  a  thought,  without 
which  it  were  not  seen. 

J£  R  Tupper. 

3834.  TALKnrOi  TrUUng. 

So  language  in  the  mouths  of  the  adult, 
Witness  its  insignificant  result, 
Too  often  proves  an  implement  of  play, 
A  toy  to  sport  with,  and  pass  time  away. 
Collect  at  evening  what  the  day  brou^t 

forth. 
Compress  the  sum  into  its  solid  worth. 
And  if  it  weigh  the  importance  of  a  fly, 
The  scales  are  false,  or  algebra  a  lie. 

WUliam  Omoper. 
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M35«  TASTE,  iBiiate. 

Not  content 
With  every  food  of  life  to  noarish  man. 
By  kind  iUnsions  of  the  wondering  sense, 
Thou  makest  all  Nature  beauty  to  his  eye, 
Or  music  to  his  ear :  well-pleas' d,  he  scans 
The   goodly  prospect;    and,   with   inward 

smiles, 
Treads  the  gay  verdure  of  the  painted  plain ; 
Beholds  the  azure  canopy  of  heaven. 
And  living  lamps  that  over-arch  his  head 
With  more  than  regal  splendor ;  bends  his  ears 
To  the  fuU  choir  of  water,  air,  and  earth ; 
Nor  heeds  the  pleasing  error  of  his  thought, 
Nor  doubts  the  paint^  g^reen  or  azure  arch, 
Nor  questions  more  the   music's  mingling 

sounds, 
Than  space  or  motion  or  eternal  time ; 
So  sweet  he  feels  their  influence  to  attract 
The  fixed  soul,  to  brighten  the  dull  glooms 
Of  care,  and  make  the  destined  road  of  life 
Delightful  to  lus  feel     80  fables  tell. 
The  adventurous  hero,  bound  on  hard  ex- 
ploits, 
Beholds  with  glad  surprise,  by  secret  spells 
Of  some  kind  sage,  the  patron  of  his  toils, 
A  visionary  paradise  disclosed  [shades 

Amid  the  dubious  wild:  with  streams  and 
Ajid  airy  songs,  the  enchanted   landscape 

smiles. 
Cheers  his  long  labors,  and  renews  his  frame. 
What  then  is  taste,  but  these  internal  powers 
Active  and  strong,  and  feelingly  alive 
To  each  fine  impulse  ?  a  discerning  sense 
Of  decent  and  sublime,  with  quick  disgust 
From  things  def  orm'd  or  disarranged,  or  gross 
In  species  ?  This,  nor  gems,  nor  stores  of  gold, 
Nor  pumle  state,  nor  culture  can  bestow, 
But  Qod  alone,  when  first  His  active  hand 
Imprints  the  secret  bias  of  the  souL 

Mark  Ahennde. 

39M.  TEAOHEB,  Bignitj  of  tlio. 
The  angel-choir  His  praise  may  chant  in  rap- 
turous songs  aoove. 
And  through  the  universe  His  power  ador- 
ingly proclaim ; 
But  they  can  never  win  for  Christ  a  child's 
first  ardent  love. 
Nor  whisper  in  an  infant's  ear  the  Saviour's 
precious  name. 
O  happy  teacher !  to  whose  trust  this  glorious 

work  is  given, 
A  work  unshared  by  those  who  dwell  amid 
the  joys  of  heaven. 

"Feed,  feed  My  lambs  I"  in  all  its  sweet 

persuasiveness  to-day. 
This  message  from  a  Saviour's   lips,  O 

Christian,  reaches  thee. 
Ask  not,  '^And  what  shall  others  do?''  but 

help  without  delay,  [and  purity. 

To  train  the  children  of  your  class  in  peace 

And  though,  perchance,  thou  may'st  not  call 

earth's  fading  laurel  thine, 
Tet,  bright  as  stars  that  gem  night's  brows, 

thou  shalt  forever  shine. 


9837*  TRAGHEBi  EaooungMnSDt  far  a. 

It  may  not  be  your  lot  to  wield 
The  sickle  in  the  crowded  field ; 
Not  yours  to  hear  on  summer  eves 
The  reaper's  song  'mid  thick'ning  sheaves, 
**  Yet  where  your  duty's  task  is  wrought 
In  unison  with  Gk>d's  g^reat  thought," 
Know  thou  that  there  the  Master's  eye 
Surveys  your  work  approvingly ; 
Smiles  on  your  task  with  sweetest  grace. 
Though  humble  and  obscure  your  place. 
Faint  not ;  the  crown  is  only  won 
Through  patient  toil,  through  duties  done ; 
Enow  then  that  thou  shalt  stand  ere  long 
Amid  that  grand  triumphant  throng, 
And  hear  the  sweet,  the  welcome  word 
Which  calls  you  to  your  dearest  Lord. 
Pray  on ;  time  flies ;  the  end  is  near ; 
One  more  short  week,  or  month,  or  year. 
And  then  the  song,  the  crown,  the  palm, 
Awarded  by  the  approving  Lamb. 

dSm.  TEAOHEB,  Th6  Yilkgo. 

Beside  yon  straggling  fence  that  skirts  the 
With  blossomed  furze  unprofitable  gay,  [way. 
There,  in  his  noisy  mansion,  skilled  to  rule, 
The  village  master  taught  his  little  school ; 
A  man  severe  he  was,  and  stem  to  view, 
I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew ; 
Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  learned  to  trace 
The  day's  disasters  m  his  morning  face  i  [glee 
Full  well  they  laughed  with  counterfeited 
At  aU  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he ; 
Full  well  the  busy  whisper  circling  round 
Conveyed   the    dismal    tidings    when    he 

frowned; 
Yet  he  was  kind,  or  if  severe  in  aught, 
The  love  he  bore  to  learning  was  in  fault 
The  village  all  declared  how  much  he  knew, 
'Twas  certiun  he  could  write  and  cipher  too ; 
Lands  he  could  measure,  times  and  tides  pre- 
sage. 
And  e'en  the  story  ran  that  he  could  gau^e ; 
In  arguing  too,  the  parson  owned  his  skill. 
For,  e'en  though  vanquished,  he  could  argue 
still,  [ing  sound 

While  words  of  learned  length  and  thunder- 
Amazed  the  gazing  rustics  ransed  around ; 
And  still  they  gazed,  and  still  the  wonder 

grew 
That  one  small  head  could  carry  all  he  knew. 

Oliver  OoldsmitK 

3§39.  TEAOHEB,  Work  of  tlie. 

Some  lambs  are  missed  from  Jesus'  fold, 

And  straying  far  from  home ; 
'Mid  forests  dark,  and  streams  so  cold, 

The  little  lambs  now  roam. 

Some  gems  to  deck  our  Master's  crown 

Are  buried  now  on  earth ; 
Kich  gems,  whose  lustre  sin  doth  drown, 

But  still  of  priceless  worth. 

Some  harps  are  needed  in  His  choir. 
Harps  struck  by  infant  hands ; 

And  tongues  to  sing  with  youthful  fire 
To  swell  those  hynming  bands. 


622 


TBj  a.cmi^o-. 


To  seek  those  lambs  end  lead  them  back ; 

To  find  each  sin-marred  gem ; 
To  guide  them  to  the  heavenly  track, 

Fit  for  Christ's  diadem ; 

To  tune  those  infant  tongues  to  sing 
Redemption's  song  in  heaven ; 

This  is  the  work  our  loving  King 
To  us  on  earth  hath  given. 

1I840.  TSAOHnra,  BemuLd  for. 

Beautiful  the  children's  faces  I 
Spite  of  all  that  mars  and  sears ; 

To  my  inmost  heart  appealing ; 

Calling  forth  love's  tenderest  feeling; 
Steeping  oil  my  soul  with  tean. 

Eloquent  the  children's  faces — 
Poverty's  lean  look,  which  saith, 

Save  us !  save  us  1  woe  surrounds  us ; 

Little  knowledge  sore  confounds  us : 
Life  is  but  a  lingering  death  I 

Give  us  light  amid  our  darkness ; 
Let  us  Know  the  good  from  ill ; 
Hate  us  not  for  all  our  blindness: 
Love  us,  lead  us,  show  us  kindness — 
'Tou  can  make  us  what  you  will. 

We  are  willing :  we  are  ready : 

"We  would  learn,  if  you  would  teach : 
We  have  hearts  that  yearn  towards  duty : 
We  have  minds  alive  to  beauty ; 
Souls  that  any  heights  can  reach  I 

Raise  us  by  your  Christian  knowledge ; 

Consecrate  to  man  our  powers ; 
Let  us  take  our  proper  station ; 
We,  the  rising  generation, 

Let  us  stamp  the  age  as  ours  I 


We  shall  be  what  you  will  make 
Make  us  wise,  and  make  us  good  1 

Make  us  strong  for  time  of  trial ; 

Teach  us  temperance,  self-denial, 
Patience,  kindness,  fortitude  I 

Mary  HotoUt, 

2841.  TEAOHnra,  Simple. 

Friendly  the  teacher  stood,  like  an  angel  of 

light  there  among  them. 
And  to  the  children  explained  he  the  holy, 

the  highest  in  few  words, 
Thorough,  yet  simple  and  clear,  for  niblimity 

always  is  simple  ; 
Both  in  sennon  and  song  a  child  can  seize  on 

its  meaning.         iJ.  W.  Lan^eUow. 

9849.  TEABS,  Oansei  of. 

Sorrow  weeps ! — 
And  drowns  its  bitterness  in  tears ; 
My  child  of  sorrow. 

Weep  out  the  fulness  of  thy  passionate  grief. 
And  drown  in  tears 
The  bitterness  of  lonely  years. 
God  gives  the  rain  and  sunshine  mild. 
And  both  are  best,  my  diUd  I 

Joy  weeps! — 
And  oyerflows  its  banks  with  tean ; 
My  child  of  joy, 


Weep  out  the  gladness  of  thy  pent-up  heart, 

And  let  thy  glistening  eyes 

Run  over  in  their  ecstasies : 

Life  needeth  joy ;  but  from  on  high 

Descends  what  cannot  die  I 

Love  weeps ! — 
And  feeds  its  silent  life  with  tean : 
My  child  of  love. 

Pour  out  the  riches  of  thy  yearning  heart, 
And,  like  the  air  of  even. 
Give  and  take  back  the  dew  of  heaven  j 
And  let  that  longing  heart  of  thine 
Feed  upon  love  divine  I      Horatius  Bonar, 

9S43.  TE1B8»  OanmoiL 

Thank  Gtod,  bless  God,  all  ye  who  suffer  not 
More  grief  tlian  ye  can  weep  for.    Tliat  is 

well — 
That  is  light  ffrievine !  lighter  none  befell. 
Since  Adam  forfeited  the  primal  lot  [its  cot, 
Tears !  what  are  tean?    The  babe  weeps  in 
The  mother  singing :  at  her  marriage  bedl 
The  bride  weeps :  and  before  the  oracle 
Of  high-faned  hills,  the  poet  hath  forgot 
That  moisture  on  his  cheeks.    Commend  the 

g^ce,  [done, 

Moumen  who  weep  I    Albeit,  as  some  have 
Ye  grope,  tear-blinaed,  in  a  desert  place, 
And  touch  but  tombs— look  up  t   These  tean 

willTun 
Soon,  in  long  riven,  down  the  lifted  face. 
And  leave  the  vision  clear  for  stan  and  sun. 

Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning, 

9§44,  TEABS,  Joji  from. 

The  flowen  live  by  the  tean  that  fall  from 

the  sad  face  of  the  skies, 
And  life  would  have  no  joys  at  all,  wen 

there  no  watery  eyes. 
Love  thou  thy  sorrow,  grief  shall  bring  its 

own  excuse  in  after  years. 
The  rainbow  I  see  how;  fair  a  thing  God  hath 

built  up  from  tears. 

9846.  TEAB8,  Xiiida  of. 

Tliere  is  a  tear  that  spots  the  dieek. 

And  speaks  more  than  the  tongue  can  speak 

In  words  without  a  name. 
That  tells  of  many  a  pang  within, 
Of  many  a  foul  and  deadly  sin — 

It  is  the  tear  of  shame. 

There  is  a  tear  that  through  the  soul 
Causes  compassion's  tide  to  roll 

In  full  but  placid  flow. 
That  shows  the  holy  maxim  true 
How  man  is  bom  his  gruHt  to  me — 

It  is  the  tear  of  woe. 

There  is  a  tear  whose  mute  appeals 
Tell  all  the  conscious  bosQm  feels, 

With  thrilling  eloquence. 
That  wrings  the  sympathetic  si^h. 
Where  ne'er  a  drop  had  dimm'a  the  eye-^ 

The  tear  of  pemtence. 

There  is  a  tear  that  trickles  stiU 
Announcing  all  the  worst  of  ill, 
Too  bitter  for  relief ; 


That  when  by  some  diro  misery  cuTBt^ 
Swells  the  stretched  heart-strings  till  they 
It  is  the  tear  of  grief.  [burst — 

There  is  a  tear  that  dims  the  eye, 
When  answered  by  the  stifled  sigh, 

That  speaks  of  woe  within, 
Ploughing  a  channel  down  the  face 
As  if  were  there  its  resting-plaofr— 
'   It  is  the  tear  of  sin. 

There  is  a  tear  that  fiercely  starts, 
And  to  the  haughty  eye  imparts 

A  glance,  by  guilt  supplied. 
That  falls  not  o'er  the  moistened  lid-— 
To  flow  by  fierce  disdain  forbid — 

It  is  the  tear  of  pride. 

But  there's  a  tear  that  gently  flows. 
And,  like  the  dew-drop  on  the  rose, 

Refreshes  all  things  near — 
In  which  the  sky  of  purest  blue 
Reflects  its  own  celestial  hue— 

It  is  religion^s  tear.  R,  Oaunter. 

SS46.  TEABS,  Paradise  ot 

Beside  the  River  of  Tears,  with  branches  low, 
And  bitter  leaves,  the  weeping- willows  grow ; 
The  branches  stream  like  the  dishevelled  hair 
Of  women  in  the  sadness  of  despair. 

On  rolls  the  stream  with  perpetual  sigh ; 
The  rocks  moan  wildly  as  it  passes  by; 
Hyssop  and  woimwood  border  all  the  strand. 
And  not  h  flower  adorns  the  dreary  land. 

Then  comes  a  child,  whose  face  is  like  the 

sun. 
And  dips  the  gloomy  waters  as  they  run. 
And  waters  all  the  region,  and  behold 
The  ground  is  bright  with  blossoms  manifold. 

Where  fall  the  tears  of  love  the  rose  appears. 
And  where  the  ground  is  bright  with  friend- 
ship's tears. 
Forget-me-not,  and  violets,  heavenly  blue,  * 
Spring,  glittering  with   the    cheerful  drops 
like  dew. 

The  souls  of  mourners,  all  whose  tears  are 

dried,  [tide, 

Like  swarms,  come  gently  floating  down  the 

Walk  up  the  golden  sands  by  which  it  flows, 

And  in  that  Paradise  of  Tears  repose. 

» 

There  every  heart  rejoins  its  kindred  heart ; 
There,  in  a  long  embrace  that  none  may  part, 
Fulfilment  meets  desire,  and  that  fair  diore 
Beholds  its  dwellers  happy  evermore. 

William  CuUen  Bryant 

9§47,  TEMFEB,  Oood. 

There's  not  a  cheaper  thing  on  earth. 

Nor  yet  one  half  so  dear ; 
'Tis  worth  more  than  distinguished  birth, 

Or  thousands  gained  a  yeai*. 
It  maketh  poverty  content. 

To 'sorrow  whispers  peace ; 
It  is  a  gift  from  heaven  sent. 

For  mortals  to  increase. 
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A  charm  to  banish  grief  away. 

To  free  the  brow  from  care — 
Turns  tears  to  smiles,  makes  dulness  gay, 

Spreads  gladness  everywhere. 
Ana  yet  'tis  cheap  ds  summer's  dew 

That  g^ems  the  lily's  breast — 
A  talisman  for  love  as  true 

As  ever  man  possessed. 

As  smiles  the  rainbow  through  the  cloud 

When  threatening  storm  begins, 
As  music  'mid  the  tempest  loud 

That  still  its  sweet  way  wins. 
As  springs  an  arch  across  the  tide 

When  waves  conflicting  foam, 
So  comes  the  seraph  to  our  side, 

The  angel  to  our  home. 

What  may  this  wondering  spirit  be. 

With  power  unheard  before ; 
This  charm,  this  bright  divinity  t 

Good  nature — ^nothing  more. 
Good  temper — ^'tis  the  choicest  gift 

That  woman  homeward  brings, 
And  can  the  poorest  peasant  lift 

To  bliss  unknown  to  Ici^gB. 

vharle$  8wam> 

3M§«  TEMFEBJlSOB,  Ohieftahi  of. 

The  coming  man  will  bravely  stand, 
Without  the  wine-glass  in  his  hand, 
A  sun-crowned  chieftain  of  the  land ; 

A  landmark,  like  the  lofty  pine. 
Which  lifts  on  high  its  plumes  of  flr. 
Whose  root  no  fickle  winds  can  stir ; 
He,  like  an  upright  worshipper. 

Will  never  stoop  to  taste  of  wine. 

Strong  of  body,  strong  of  soul. 

Firm  of  purpose  to  control. 

He  will  spurn  the  tempting  bowl 

In  the  shadow  of  the  vine. 
Ko  tftint  of  wine  in  his  full  brains. 
No  trembling  hand  will  hold  the  reins 

When  he  who  rules  shall  drink  no  wine, 

George  W.  Bungay. 

3849.  TEMFEBAHOE,  DnUmn. 

They  say  we  were  not  bom  to  eat ; 

But  gray-haired  sages  think 
It  means — ^Be  moderate  in  your  meat, 

And  partly  live  to  drink ; 
For  baser  tribes  the  rivers  flow 

That  Imow  not  wine  or  song ; 
Man  wants  but  little  drink  below, 

But  wants  that  little  strong. 

Oliwr  Wendm  ffolfMi, 

3850.  TEXPEEAKOE,  Work  o£ 

It's  a  work  of  prevention  and  cure ; 
A  work  for  the  rich  and  the  poor; 
A  work  that  is  slow  and  yet  sure ; 
A  work  whoso  effects  will  endure. 
Then  shout  for  it,  hearer  and  preacher ; 

Shout  for  it,  master  and  man  ; 
Shout  for  it,  scholar  and  teacher ; 

Praise  it  wherever  you  can. 
Temperance  lessens  the  stealers. 

Robbing  by  day  and  by  night ; 
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TK^VCPTATTON*. 


TEMBa?-A.TION*. 


Tempemncc  adds  to  the  kneelen 

Who  in  religion  delight. 
Temperance  aids  the  repealers 

Of  the  infamous  liqttor  laws ; 
Temperance  hcli)s  the  rcvealers 

Of  light  on  our  nation's  cause. 
It's  a  work  for  the  old  and  young, 
It^s  a  work  for  the  pen  and  tongue, 
It's  a  work  for  pulpit  and  pew, 
It's  a  work  for  me  and  for  you. 

d951«  TEMFTATIOHi  Allniemtnt  oft 

His  unexhausted  mine  the  sordid  vice 
Avarice  shows,  and  virtue  is  his  price. 
Here  various  motives  his  ambition  raise — 
Power,  pomp,  and  splendor,  and  the  thirst  of 

praise. 
There  beauty  woos  him  with  expanded  arms ; 
E'en  Bacchanalian  madness  has  its  charms. 
Nor  these  alone,  whose  pleasures  less  refined 
Might  well  alarm  the  most  unguarded  mind, 
Seek  to  supplant  his  inexperienced  youth, 
Or  lead  him  devious  from  the  path  of  truth ; 
Hourly  allurements  on  his  passions  press. 
Safe  in  themselves^  but  dangerous  in  excess. 

WiUiam  Oovoper, 

9M9.  TEHFTATIOV,  OcmidUtiaii  in. 

Commit  thou  all  thy  griejb 

And  ways  into  His  hands, 
To  His  sure  Truth  and  tender  care, 

Who  earth  and  heaven  commands. 

Who  points  the  clouds  their  course. 

Whom  winds  and  seas  obey. 
He  shall  direct  thy  wandering  feet. 

He  shall  prepare  thy  way. 

Thou  on  the  Lord  rely ; 

So  safe  shalt  thou  go  on ; 
Fix  on  His  Work  thy  steadfast  eye, 

So  shall  thy  work  be  done. 

No  profit  canst  thou  gain 

By  self -consuming  care ; 
To  Him  commend  thy  cause ;  His  ear 

Attends  the  softest  prayer. 

Thy  everlasting  Truth, 
Father  I  Thy  ceaseless  love, 

Sees  all  Thy  children's  wants,  and  knows 
What  best  for  each  will  prove. 
And  whatsoe'er  Thou  will'st 
Thou  dost,  O  King  of  kinss ; 

What  Thy  unerring  Wisdom  (£o6e. 
Thy  Power  to  being  brings^ 

Thou  everywhere  hast  sway. 

And  all  things  serve  Thy  might ; 
Thy  every  act  pure  blessing  is. 

Thy  path  unsulHed  light. 
When  Thou  ariscst.  Lord, 

Who  shall  Thy  work  withstand  ? 
When  all  Thy  children  want,  Thougiv^st, 

Who,  who  shall  stay  Thy  hand  f 

Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears ; 
Hope,  and  be  undismay'd ; 
Ood  hears  thy  siffhs,  and  counts  thy  tears, 
God  shall  lin  up  thy  head. 


Through  waves  and  clouds  and  storms, 
He  gently  clears  thy  way ; 
Wait  thou  His  time ;  so  shall  this  night 
Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 

Still  heavy  is  thy  heart? 

Still  sink  thy  spirits  down  t 
Cast  off  the  weight,  let  fear  depart, 

And  every  care  bo  gone. 

What  though  thou  rulest  not  t 

Tet  Heaven  and  earth  and  hell 
Proclaim,  God  sitteth  on  the  Throne, 

And  ruleth  all  things  well  I 

Leave  to  His  sovereign  sway 

To  choose  and  to  command; 
So  shalt  thou  wondering  own.  His  way 

How  wise,  how  strong  His  hand  ! 

Par,  far  above  thy  thought 

His  counsel  shall  appear, 
When  fully  He  the  work  hath  wrought 

That  caused  thy  ne^ess  fear. 

Thou  seest  our  weakness,  Lord  1 
Our  hearts  are  known  to  Thee : 

Oh  I  lift  Thou  up  the  sinking  hand. 
Confirm  the  feeble  knee  1 
Let  us,  in  Hfe,  in  death. 
Thy  steadfast  Truth  dedare. 

And  publish,  with  our  latest  breath. 
Thy  love  and  cuardian  care  t 
Baul  Oerhar&y  tr.  "by  John  Wuley. 

3M3.  TEMPTATIOH,  Dugw  of: 

Perhaps  thou  dost  but  try  me — yet  take  heed  I 
There^s  naught  so  monstrous  but  the  mind  of 

man,  [prove : 

In  some  condition,  may  be  brought  to  ap- 
Theft,  sacrilege,  treason,  and  parricide. 
When  flattering  opportunity,  enticed. 
And  desperation  drove,  have  been  conmiitted 
By  those  who  once  would  start  to  hear  than 

named.  WiUiam  lAUo, 

9M4.  TEMPTATIOH,  DMeitftihiefli  A 

See  where  the  tree  its  richest  foliage  wears, 
And  golden  fruit  its  laden  branches  bears. 
Behold  conceard  beneath  its  shade,  sidelong, 
The  glossy  serpent,  with  its  poisonous  tongue ; 
The  simple  boy,  far  from  his  father's  care, 
Is  well-nigh  taken  with  tlie  gilded  snare. 
The  tempting  fruit,  outspread  before  his  eyes, 
Fills  him  with  rapture  and  complete  surprise ; 
Nor  hidden  dangers  will  he  wait  to  sec. 
But  onward  hastens  to  the  fatal  tree. 
His  father  sees  him,  and,  with  faltering  breath. 
Recalls  his  loved  one  from  the  brink  of  death ; 
Nor  waits  reply,  but  on  the  spot  he  springs, 
And  saves  his  darling  from  the  serpent's 
•    stings.  W,  Holmes, 

9855.  TEHFTATI05,  Exponn  ta 

Lie  in  the  lap  of  sin,  and  not  mean  harm  ? 
It  is  hypocrisy  against  the  devil : 
They  that  mean  virtuously,  and  yet  do  so. 
The  devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt 
Heaven.  8hake$peare. 
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3856.  TEKFTATIOV,  Pown  of: 

But  all  in  Tain :  no  fort  can  be  so  strong, 
No  fleshly  breast  can  armed  be  so  sound, 
But  will  at  last  be  won  with  battery  long, 
Or  unawares  at  disadvantage  found : 
Nothing  is  sure  that  grows  on  earthly  ground. 
And  who  most  trusts  in  arm  of  fleshly  might, 
And  boasts  in  beauty^s  chain  not  to  be  bound, 
Doth  soonest  fall  in  disadventurous  fight, 
And  yields  his  caitifC  neck  to  yictor's  most 
despite.  Edmund  8pen9er. 

2§57.  TESTi  A  CkMraL 

For  forms  of  goyemment  let  fools  contest ; 
Whatever  is  b^t  administered  is  best : 
For  modes  of  faith  let  graceless  zealots  flght; 
His  can^t  be  wrong  whose  life  is  in  the  right 
In  faith  and  hope  the  world  will  disagree. 
But  all  mankind's  concern  is  charity :     [end, 
All  must  be  false  that  thwart  this  one  great 
And  all  of  Qod  that  bless  mankind  or  mend. 

Alexander  Ibpe, 

3M8.  TEST,  Obieotion  to  a. 

A  man  there  came,  whence  none  could  tell. 
Bearing  a  touchstone  in  his  hand ; 
And  tested  all  things  in  the  land 

By  its  unerring  spelL 

Quick  birth  of  transmutation  smote 
The  fair  to  foul,  the  foul  to  fair ; 
Purple  nor  ermine  did  he  spare, 

Nor  scorn  the  dusty  coat. 

Of  heir-loom  jewels,  piized  so  much. 
Were  many  changed  to  chips  and  clods, 
And  even  statues  of  the  gcds 

Crumbled  beneath  its  touch. 

Then  angrily  the  people  cried, 

'*  The  loss  outweighs  the  profit  far ; 
Our  goods  suffice  us  as  they  are ; 

We  wifi  not  hare  them  tried." 

And  since  they  could  not  so  ayail 
To  check  his  unrelenting  quest, 
They  seized  him,  saying,  *'  Let  him  test 

How  real  is  our  jail ! '' 

Bat  though  they  slew  him  with  the  sword, 
And  in  a  fire  his  touchstone  bum'd. 
Its  doings  could  not  be  overturned. 

Its  undoings  restored. 

And  when,  to  stop  all  future  harm. 
They  strew'd  its  ashes  on  the  breeze. 
They  little  guessed  each  grain  of  these 

Convey'd  the  perfect  charm. 

WiUiam  Allingham, 

3S50,  TEAHEFULNESS,  OauM  for. 

For  all  that  God  in  mercy  sends ; 
For  health  and  children,  home  and  friends, 
For  comfort  in  the  time  of  need. 
For  every  kindly  word  and  deed, 
For  happy  thoughts  and  holy  talk. 
For  guiaance  in  our  daily  walk. 
For  eyerything  giye  thanks ! 

40 


For  beauty  in  this  world  of  ours, 
For  verdant  mrass  and  lovely  flowers, 
For  song  of  birds,  for  hum  of  bees, 
For  the  refreshing  summer  breeze, 
For  hill  and  plain,  for  streams  and  wood. 
For  the  great  ooean^s  miffhty  flood. 
In  everything  give  thanks  I 

For  the  sweet  sleep  which  comes  with  night. 
For  the  returning  moming^s  light, 
For  the  bright  sun  that  shines  on  high. 
For  the  stars  glittering  in  the  sky. 
For  these  and  everythmg  we  see, 
0  Lord  1  our  hearts  we  lift  to  Thee, 
For  everything  give  thanks  I 

Miee  Ellen  Isabella  Tapper. 

9§60.  THAHKBQIVnra,  Hymn  of; 

Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise. 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days — 
Bounteous  source  of  every  joy. 
Let  Thy  praise  our  tongues  employ ! 

For  the  blessings  of  the  field. 
For  the  stores  the  gardens  yield. 
For  the  vine*s  exalted  juice, 
For  the  generous  olivets  use ; 

Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain, 
Tellow  sheaves  of  ripened  grain. 
Clouds  that  drop  then:  fattening  dews. 
Suns  that  temperate  warmth  diffuse ; 

All  that  Spring,  with  bounteous  hand. 
Scatters  o^er  the  smiling  land ; 
All  that  liberal  Autumn  pours 
From  her  rich  overflowing  stores ; 

These  to  Thee,  my  Gk)d,  we  owe — 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow  I 
And  for  these  my  soul  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

Yet  should  rising  whirlwinds  tear 
^  From  its  stem  the  ripening  ear, 
Should  the  fig-tree^s  blasted  shoot 
Drop  her  green  untimely  fruit — 

Should  the  vine  put  forth  no  more. 
Nor  the  olive  yield  her  store. 
Though  the  sickening  flocks  should  fall, 
And  the  herds  desert  the  stall — 

Should  thine  altered  hand  restrain 
The  early  and  the  latter  rain. 
Blast  eadi  opening  bud  of  joy. 
And  the  rising  year  destroy — 

Yet  to  Thee  my  soul  should  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solenm  praise, 
And,  when  every  blessing's  flown. 
Love  Thee — for  Thyself  alone. 

Anna  LasUtia  Barbauld. 

3861.  THEATRE,  Corniptlon  of  the. 

Lo,  where  the  Stage,   the  poor,   degraded 

Stage, 
Holds  its  warped  mirror  to  a  gaping  age ; 
There  -where  to  raise  the  drama^s  moral  tone. 
Fool  Harlequin  usurps  ApoUo^s  throne ; 


626 


TSJSiAJVTim. 


TTMWi, 


Tbere,  where  grown  duldFen  gather  round, 

to  praise  [claySi 

The  new-vamped  legends  of  their  nursery 

Where  one  loose  scene  shall  turn  more  souls 

to  shame, 
Than  ten  of  Channing^s  lectures  can  redaim ; 
There,  where  in  idiot  rapture  we  adore 
The  herded  vagabonds  of  every  shore ;  * 
Women  unsexed,  who,  lost  to  woman^s  pride, 
The  drunkard^s  stagger  ape,  the  bully^s  stride ; 
Pert  lisping  girls,  who,  still  in  childhood^s 

fetters. 
Babble  of  love,  yet  barely  know  their  letters ; 
Keat-jointed    mummers,   mocking    nature's 

shape. 
To  prove  how  nearly  man  can  match  an  ape ; 
Vaulters,  who  rightly  served  at  home,  per- 
chance [dance ; 
Had  dangled  from  the  rope  on  which  they 
Dwarfs,  mimics,  jugglers,  all  that  yield  con- 
tent, 
Where  sin  holds  carnival  and  wit  keeps  lent ; 
Where,  shoals  on  shoals,  the  modest  million 

rush. 
One  sex  to  laugh,  and  one  to  try  to  blush, 
When  mincing  Ravenot  sports  tight  panta- 
lettes, [cttes ; 
And  turns  fops'  heads  while  turning  pirou- 
There,  at  each  ribald  sally,  where  we  hear 
The  knowing  giggle  and  the  scurrile  Jeer, 
While  from  the  intellectual  gallery  first 
Rolls  the  base  plaudit,  loudest  at  the  worst. 

Charles  Sprague. 

9869.  THEATRE,  Evil  of  the. 

The  Theatre  was  from  the  very  first       [men, 
The  favorite  haunt  of  sin;    though  honest 
Some  very  honest,  wise,  and  worthy  men, 
liaintained  it  might  be  turned  to  good  ac- 
count : 
And  so  perhaps  it  might,  but  never  was. 
From  fii*8t  to  last  it  was  an  evil  place ;  [made 
And  now  such  things  were  acted  there,  as 
The  demons  blush ;  and  from  the  neighbor- 
hood 
Angels  and  holy  men  trembling  retired. 

Hobert  B}lloh 

31163.  THOUGHT,  Duatloii  of. 

'Tis  but  in  that  tohich  doth  create^ 

Duration  can  be  sought ; 
A  worm  can  waste  the  canvas ;  fate 

Ne'er  swept  from  time  a  thought. 

Lives  Phidias  in  his  work  alone  ? 

His  Jove  returns  to  air; 
Butwajce  one  god-like  shape  from  stone. 

And  Phidian  thought  is  there  I 

Blot  out  the  Iliad  from  the  earth, 
Still  Homer's  thought  would  fire 

Each  deed  that  boasts  sublimer  worth, 
And  each  diviner  lyre. 

like  light  connecting  star  to  star. 
Doth  thought  transmitted  run : 

Rays  that  to  earth  the  nearest  are, 
Have  longest  left  the  sun. 

Sir  Edward  Bulwer  Lytton. 


Q9M.  THOUGHT,  Emotioiii  and. 

A  Thought  lay  like  a  flower  upon  mine  heart, 
And  drew  around  It  other  thoughts,  like  bees 
For  multitude  and  thirst  of  sweetness ; 
Whereat  rejoicing,  I  desired  the  art        [mart 
Of  the  Greek  whistler,  who  to  dwarf  and 
Could  lure  those  insect  swarms  from  orange- 
trees,  [please 
That  I  might  hive  with  me  eofih  thoughts,  and , 
My  soul  so,  always.    Foolish  counterpart 
Of  a  weak  man^s  vain  wishes  I     While  I 
spoke,                                     [rough— 
The  thought  I  called  a  flower  grew  nettle- 
The  thoughts,  called  bees,  stung  me  to  festeiv 
Oh,  entertain  (cried  Reason,  as  she  woke)  [iog. 
Your  best  and  gladdest  thoughts  but  long 

enough, 
And  they  will  all  prove  sad  enough  to  sting. 

£!.  B.  Browning. 

3S6d«  THOUGHT,  Fleanxe  o£ 

Companion  none  is  like 

Unto  the  mind  alone. 
For  many  have  been  harmed  by  speedi — 

Through  thinking,  few,  or  none. 
Fear  oftentimes  restraineth  words, 

But  makes  not  thoughts  to  cease ;' 
And  he  speaks  best  that  hath  the  sldll 
-  When  for  to  hold  his  peaoe. 

Our  wealth  leaves  us  at  death. 

Our  kinsmen  at  the  grave. 
But  virtues  of  t}ie  mind  unto 

The  heavens  with  us  we  have ;    . 
Wherefore,  for  virtue's  sake, 

I  can  be  well  content 
The  sweetest  time  of  all  my  life 

To  deem  in  thinking  spent. 

Lord  Vaux, 

3866.  THOUGHT,  Vowet  o£ 

Better  than  gold  is  a  thinking  mind. 

That  in  realms  of  thought  and  books  can  find 

A  treasure  surpassing  Peruvian  ore, 

And  live  with  the  great  and  good  of  yore. 

The  sage's  lore  and  the  poet's  lay. 

The  glories  of  empires  passed  away — 

Who  the  world's  great  roll  can  thus  unfold, 

Enjoys  a  pleasure  better  than  gold. 

3867.  TIME,  OouBolatioii  of^ 

0  Time  I  who  know'st  a  lenient  hand  to  lay 
Softest  on  sorrow's  wound,  and  slowly  thence. 
Lulling  to  sad  repose  the  weary  sense, 

The  f amt  pang  stealest  unperceived  away ; 
On  thee  I  rest  my  only  hope  at  last,         [tear 
And  think,  when  thou  hast  dried  the  bitter 
That  flows  in  vain  o^er  all  my  soul  held  dear, 

1  may  look  back  on  every  sorrow  past 

And  meet  life's  peaceful  evening  with  a  smile ; 
As  some  lone  Sird,  at  day's  departing  hour. 
Sings  in  the  sunbeam  of  the  transient  shower, 
Forgetful,  though  its  wings  are  wet  the  while ; 
Tet  ah  I  how  much  must  that  poor  heart  en- 
dure, 
Which  hopes  from  thee,  and  thee  alone,  a  core. 

William  LUiU  Bowlet, 
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9868.  TDlEi  Dtngsn  of. 

Unfathomable  Sea !  whose  waves  are  years, 

Ocean  of  Time,  whose  waters  of  deep  woe 
Are  brackish  with  the  salt  of  haman  tears  t 

Thou  shoreless  flood,  which  in  thy  ebb  and 
Claspest  the  limits  of  mortality  I  [flow 

And  sick  of  prey,  yet  howling  on  for  more, 
Yomitest  thy  wreckia  on  its  inhospitable  shore ; 
Treacherous  in  calm,  and  terrible  in  storm, 

Who  shall  put  forth  on  thee, 

Unfathomaole  Sea?    Bsrey  Byuihe  Shelley. 

9M9.  TIICE,  Death  of. 
Heard  you  that  knell  ?    It  was  the  knell  of 

Time !  [died. 

And  isHme  dead?    I  thought  time  never 
I  knew  him  old,  *tis  true,  and  full  of  years ; 
And  he  was  bald,  except  in  front — ^but  he 
Was  strong  as  Hercules.    I  saw  him  grasp 
The  oak — it  fell;  the  tower — ^it  crumbled: 

the  stone,  [grave 

The  sculptured  monument,   that  mark  the 
Of  fallen  greatness,  ceased  their  pompous 

strain  [strong ; 

As  Time  came   by.     Yes,  Time  was  very 
And  I  had  thought  too  strong  for  death  to 

grapple. 
But  I  remember  now  his  step  was  light 
And  though  he  moved  at  rapid  rate,  or  trod 
On  adamant,  his  tread  was  never  heard. 
And  there  was    something  ghostly  in  the 

thought, 
That  in  the  silence  of  the  midnight  hour 
He  trod  my  chamber,  and  I  heard  him  not 
And  I  have  held  my  breath,  and  listened  dose 
To  catch  one  f ootfall^  as  he  glided  by ; 
But  naught  awoke  the  echo  slumbering  there. 
And  the  thought  struck  me  then,  that  one 

whose  step 
Was  so  much  like  a  spirit^s  tread ;  whose  acts 
Were  all  so  noiseless,  like  the  world  unseen. 
Would  soon  be  fit  for  other  worlds  than  this — 
'  Fit  for  hi^h  converse  with  immortal  minds, 
Unfettered  by  the  flesh,  unchain'd  to  earth. 

3870.  TIME,  End  of. 
One  foot  on  earth,  and  one  on  sea, 

A  mighty  angel  towers  to  heaven ; 
Before  his  glance  the  mountains  flee ; 

Beneath  his  tread  the  depths  are  riven — 
Wreathed  radiant  round  his  brows  divine^ 
The  bright  hues  of  the  rainbow  shine : 
His  aspect,  like  the  broad  red  glare 

Of  the  fierce  sun's  meridian  ray, 

Beams  forth  intolerable  day — 
The  glory  of  the  Lord  is  there. 
Loud  as  the  maddening  lion^s  roar, 
Or  as  the  wild  surge  beats  the  shore, 
He  speaks ! — ^bluo  lightnings  rend  the  sky. 
And  heaven  in  thunder  gives  reply. 
Ne'er  be  those  sounds,  in  mysteiy  sealed, 
To  human  car  on  earth  revealed. 
And  when  that  dreadful  s^gn  was  given. 
He  raised  Ms  dread  right  hand  to  heaven, 

And  thus  the  oath  he  swore : 

*'  Ye  spacious  skies,  thou  rooted  earth. 
By  Him  Who  called  you  into  birth 

Your  destined  date  is  o'er  1 


I  swear  by  Him  Whose  sovereign  sway 
The  bright  angelic  hosts  obey — 
By  Him  who  died,  and  lives  for  aye, 

That  time  shall  be  no  more !  ** 
Earth  trembled  at  the  sound,  but  oh, 
What  shrieks  of  wailing  and  of  woe. 
What  frantic  yells  of  wild  despair. 
Tumultuous  rend  the  troubled  air  t 
In  vain — ^the  day  of  grace  is  o'er. 
And  Love  and  Pity  plead  no  more  I 
Hark,  where  the  rock-hewn  cavern  breaks. 
And  to  his  doom  the  oppressor  wakes  I 
Mark  where  the  fear-struck  despot  now 
Dashes  the  diadem  from  his  brow — 
Beneath  his  foot  the  firm  earth  rends—. 

The  heavens  are  darkening  o'er  him  I 
The  Judge,  the  Sovereign  Ju<^e,  descends. 
And  who  may  stand  before  Him  ? 

ThofMuDale. 

9871.  TDCE,  Impiwrioni  of. 

Roll  round,  strange  years ;  swift  seasons,  oome 
and  go ; 

Ye  leave  upon  us  but  an  outward  sign ; 

Ye  cannot  touch  the  inward  and  divine. 
While  Qod  alone  does  know ; 
There  sealed  till  summers,  winters  all  shall 
In  His  deep  peace.  [cease 

Therefore,  uprouae,  ye  winds,  and  howl  your 

will ;  [door : 

Beat,  beat,  ye  sobbing  rains,  on  pane  uid 

Enter,  slow-footed  age,  and  thou,  obscure, 

Grand  Angel — ^not  of  iU ; 

Healer  of  every  wound,  whenever  thou  come, 

Qlad,  we^ll  go  home.  Mr».  Craik, 

3873.  TIME,  King. 

I  wear  not  the  purple  of  earth-bom  kings. 
Nor  the  stately  ermine  of  lordly  things ; 
But  monarch  and  courtier,  though  great  they 

maybe. 
Must  fall  from  their  glory  and  bend  to  me. 
My  sceptre  is  gemless ;  yet  who  can  say 
They  will  not  come  under  its  mighty  sway  ? 
Ye  may  know  who  I  am — ^there's  the  passing 

chime. 
And  the  dial  to  herald  me.  Old  King  Time  I 

Softly  I  creep,  like  a  thief  in  the  night, 
After  cheeks  all  blooming  and  eyes  all  light; 
My  steps  are  seen  on  the  patriarch's  brow, 
In  the  deep-worn  furrows  and  locks  of  snow. 
Who  laughs  at  my  power  ?  the  young  and 

the  gay;  [way. 

But  they  dream  not  how  closely  I  track  their 
Wait  till  their  first  bright  sandB  have  run. 
And  they  will  not  smue  at  \^hat  Time  hath 

done. 

I  eat  through  treasures  with  moth  and  rust ; 
I  lay  the  gorgeous  palace  in  dust ; 
I  make  the  shell-proof  tower  my  own. 
And  brake  the  battlement,  stone  from  stone. 
Work  on  at  your  cities  and  temples,  proud 

man, 
Build  high  as  ye  may,  and  strong  as  ye  can ; 
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But  the  marble  shall  cmmble,  the  pillar  shall 

fall. 
And  Time,  Old  Time,  will  be  king  after  alL 

£lSsa  Oooh 

9873.  TIX£,  Lengfhenkff. 

Sorrow,  suspense,  desire,  and  fear — 
These  four  can  make  a  day  appear 
Long  as  the  shadow  of  a  spear. 

Oriental, 

9§Y4.  TDCE,  Vote  ot 

The  beU  strikes  one.    We  take  no  note  of  time 
But  from  its  loss.     To  give  it  then  a  tongue 
Is  wise  in  man.     As  if  an  angel  spoke, 
I  feel  the  solemn  sound.     If  heard  aright. 
It  is  the  knell  of  my  departed  hours : 
Where  are  thuy  ?    With  the  years  beyond  the 

flood. 
It  is  the  signal  that  demands  despatch : 
How  much  is  to  be  done  t  my  hopes  and  fears 
Start  up  alarmed,  and  o^er  life's  narrow  yerge 
Look  down — on  what  ?  a  fathomless  abyss ; 
A  dread  eternity  I   how  surely  mine  I 
And  can  eternity  belong  to  me. 
Poor  pensioner  on  the  bounties  of  an  hour  ? 

Edward  Tcung, 

d8V5.  TIME,  Portrait  o£ 

Te  paint  me  old  I  and  why  ? — ^ye  fools,  short- 
sighted !  [tray  ? 
And  doth  my  speed  eld*s  frozen  blood  be- 
Methinks   the   storm-wind   is   not   swifter 
flighted ;  [way. 
The  rapid  lightning  scarce  overtakes  my 
Te  think  your  hurrying  thoughts  perchance 
outrun  mc —                         [done  me ! 
Go,  race  with  sunbeams — when  they  have  out- 
T^k  of  my  age !     I  fly  more  swift  than 
they. 

Te  call  me  gray  I  now,  try  me.    FU  confound 
ye  [glance— but  one — 

With   youth's   most  yigorous  arm.    One 
O'er  the  huge  touch  of  vanished  time ;  around 
Mountains  of  ruins  piled  by  me  alone ;  [ye, 
I  did  it — I  smote  yesterday — ^to-morrow 
I  wait  to  smite — ^your  cities — ^you:  go,  bor- 
row [none. 
Safety  and  strength — ^they  shall  ayail  you 

Take  from  my  front  the  white  locks  folly 
fancies ; 
My  hair  is  golden,  and  my  forehead  curl'd ; 
My  youth  but  sports  with  years — ^flre  are  my 
glances — 
My  brow  resists  the  wrinkling  of  the  world. 
Not  for  the  scythe  alone  my  hand  was  shapen, 
'Twas  made  to  crush — ^give  me  the  club — 
that  weapon 
Oft  has  my  power  in  awful  moments  hurVd. 

But  give  me,  too,  the  hour-glass — ever  raining 
Ezhaustlcss  streams  untired — for  I  am  he 

Who  pours  forth  gems  and  gold,  and  fruits 
undraining, 
And  treasures  ever  new — or  can  it  be 


For  desolation  only  ?    Do  not  new  drops 
Of  dew,  in  Summer  fervors,  follow  dew- 
drops  ?  [crushed  by  me. 
Fresh  flowers  replace  eadi  flower  that's 

WithuU. 

9876.  TDlEi  Blddla  on. 

Ever  eating,  never  cloying ; 
All-devouring,  all-destroying, 
Kever  finding  full  repast, 
Till  I  eat  the  world  at  last 

Jonathan  8io^. 

3877.  TDCE,  Bidns  at 

I  asked  of  Time  from  whom  those  temples 
rose, 
That  prostrate  by  his  hand  in  silence  lie  f 
His  lips  disdained  the  mystery  to  disclose, 

Ana  borne  on  swifter  wiHg  he  honied  by  I 

*'  These  broken  columns,  whose  ? "  I  asked  of 

Fame :  [sublime) 

(Her  kindling  breath  gives  life  to  works 

With  downcast  looks  of  mingled  grief  and 

shame  [Time. 

She  heaved  the  uncertain  sigh  and  followed 

Wrapped  in  amazement,  o'er  the  mouldering 

pile 

I  saw  Oblivion  pass  with  giant  stride ; 

And  while  his  visage  wore  Pride's  scornful 

smile:  [whose,"  I  cried, 

''Haply   thou    knowest;    then,    tell   mo 

"  Whose  these  vast  domes,  that  even  in  ruin 

shine  ?  "  [are  mine !  " 

'*  I  reck  not  whose,"  he  said ;   '*  they  now 

387§.  TIKE,  Sway  ofi 
.Time's  glory  ia  to  calm  contending  kings; 
To  unmask  falsehood,  and  bring  trotii  to 
Hght; 
To  stamp  the  seal  of  time  on  aged  things; 

To  wake  the  mom,  and  sentinel  the  night ; 
To  wrong  the  wronger,  till  he  render  ri^ht: 
To  make  the  child  a  man,  the  man  a  child ; 
To  mock  the  subtle  in  themselves  beguiled ; 
To  cheer  the  ploughman  with  increaseful 

crops, 
And  waste  huge  stones  witii  little  water- 
drops.  Shdkeipears, 

d§79.  TDCE,  Thierei  of. 

Shun  such  as  lounge  through  afternoons  and 

and  eves. 
And  on  thy  dial  write,  *'  Beware  of  thieves !  *' 
Felon  of  minutes,  never  taught  to  feel 
The  worth  of  treasures  which  thy  fingers  steal. 
Pick  my  left  pocket  of  its  silver  dime, 
But  spare  the  right — ^it  holds  my  golden  time ! 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmee. 

9880.  TDCEi  Triumph  om. 

Fly,  envious  Time,  till  thou  run  out  thy  race ; 
Call  on  the  lazy,  leaden-stepping  hours, 
Whose  speed  is  but  the  heavy  plummet's  pace ; 
And  glut  thyself  with  what  thy  womb  de- 
vours. 
Which  is  no  more  than  is  false  and  vain, 
And  merely  mortal  dross ; 
So  little  is  our  loss, 
So  little  is  thy  gain  t 
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For  when  as  each  thmg  bad  thoa  hast  en- 
tombed. 
And  last  of  all  thy  greedy  self  consumed, 
Then  long  Eternity  shall  greet  our  bliss 
With  an  individual  kiss ; 
And  Joy  shall  overtake  us  as  a  flood, 
When  everything  that  is  sincerely  good 
And  perfectly  divine, 

With  Truth,  and  Peace,  and  Love,  shall  ever 
About  the  supreme  throne  [shine 

Of  EQm,  to  Whose  happy-makins^  sight  alone 
When  onc3  our  heavenly  guided  souls  shall 
Then,  all  tMs  earthly  grossness  quit,  [climb, 
Attired  with  stars,  we  shall  forever  sit, 
Triumphing  over  Death,  and  Chance,  and 
thee,  O  Time  1  John  Milton. 

3§Si.  TIKE,  UaheadAd. 

Too  late  I  stayed — ^forgive  the  crime  I 

Unheeded  flew  the  hours : 
How  noisoless  falls  the  foot  of  Time 

That  only  treads  on  flowers  t 
And  who,  with  clear  account,  remarks 

The  ebbings  of  his  glass, 
When  all  its  sands  arc  diamond  sparks, 

That  dazzle  as  they  pass  ? 
Oh,  who  to  sober  measurement 

Time's  happy  swiftness  brings. 
When  birds  of  paradise  have  lent 

Their  plumage  to  his  wings  t 

WiUiamB,  Spencer, 

98S9.  TIMS,  Yfdiw  ofi 

Youth  is  not  rich  in  time ;  .it  may  be  poor: 
Part  with  it  as  with  money,  sparing ;  pay 
No  moment  but  in  purchase  of  its  worth ; 
And  what  its  worth  % — ask  deathbeds ;  they 
can  telL  Edwa/rd  Young, 

29§3.  TIME,  Web  of: 

Ceaselessly  the  weaver.  Time, 

Bitteth  at  his  mystic  loom. 
Keeps  his  arrowy  shuttle  flying — 
Every  thread  ancars  OTur  dying — 
And  with  melancholy  chime. 
Very  low  and  sad  withal. 
Sings  his  solemn  madiisal 

As  ho  weaves  our  web  of  doom. 
"Mortals!  "  thus  he,  weaving,  sings, 

"Bright  or  dark  the  web  shall  1^ 
As  ye  will  it,  all  the  tissues 
Blending  in  harmonious  issues 
Or  discordant  colorings ; 
Time  the  shuttle  drives,  but  you 
Qive  to  every  thread  its  hue, 

And  elect  your  destiny." 

W.  m  Burleigh. 

38§4.  TIME,  Wlitt  if  7 

I  asked  an  aged  man,  with  hoary  hairs. 
Wrinkled  and  curved  with  worldly  cares . 
•  *  Time  is  the  warp  of  life, "  said  he ;  *  *  oh,  tell 
The  young,  the  fwr,  the  gay,  to  weave  it 
I  asked  the  ancient,  venerable  dead,  [well  I  " 
Sages  who  wrote,  and  warriors  who  bled : 
From  the  cold  grave  a  hollow  murmur  flowed, 
**'  Time  sowed  &e  seed  we  reap  in  this  abode !  '* 


I  asked  a  dying  sinner,  ere  the  tide     [plied ; 
Of  life  had  left  his  veins :  ''Time !  "  he  re- 
'Tve  lost  it !  ah,  the  treasure ! "  and  he  died. 
I  asked  the  golden  sun  and  silver  spheres. 
Those  bright  chronometers  of  days  and  years : 
They  answered,  '  *  Time  is  but  a  meteor  glare, " 
And  bade  me  for  eternity  prepare. 
I  asked  the  Seasons,  in  their  annual  round. 
Which  beautify  or  desolate  the  ground ; 
And  they  replied  (no  oracle  more  wise), 
«'Ti8  FoUy^s  blank,  and  Wisdom's  highest 

prize  I  " 
I  asked  a  spirit  lost — but  oh,  the  shriek 
That  pierced  my  soult  I  shudder  while  I 

speak. 
It  cried,  '*  A  particle  I  a  speck  I  a  mite 
Of  endless  years,  duration  infinite  I  " 
Of  things  inanimate  my  dial  I 
Consulted,  and  it  made  me  this  reply : 
'*  Time  is  the  season  fair  of  living  well, 
The  path  of  glory  or  the  path  of  helL" 
I  asked  my  Bible,  and  methinks  it  said, 
*'  Time  is  the  present  hour,  the  past  has  fled ; 
Live  1  live  to-day  1  to-morrow  never  yet 
On  any  human  beii^  rose  or  set" 
I  asked  old  Father  Time  himself  at  last ; 
But  in  a  moment  he  flew  swiftly  past,  • 
His  chariot  was  a  cloud,  the  viewless  wind 
His  noiseless  steeds,  which  left  no  trace  be- 
hind. 
I  asked  the  mighty  angel  who  shall  stand 
One  foot  on  sea  and  one  on  solid  land : 
''Mortal!"  he  cried,  ''the  mystery  now  is 

o'er; 
lime  was,  Time  is,  but  Time  shall  be  no 
more ! "  Mar^den, 

3§M.  T(VDAT,  OrisiM  oft 

The  crisis  of  man's  destiny  is  now,  a  still-re- 
curring danger ; 

Who  can  tell  the  tnals  and  temptations  com- 
ing with  the  coming  hour  ? 

Thou  standest  a  tar^et-l&e  Sebastian,  and 
the  arrows  whistle  near  thee ; 

Who  knoweth  when  he  may  be  hit  ?  for  great 
is  the  company  of  archers. 

Each  breath  is  burdened  with  a  bidding,  and 
every  minute  hath  its  mission : 

For  spirits,  good  and  bad,  cluster  on  the 
thickly-peopled  air ; 

Sin  may  blast  thee,  grace  may  bless  thee, 
good  or  ill  this  hour : 

Chance,  and  change,  and  doubt,  and  fear, 
are  parasites  of  alL 

A  man's  life  is  a  tower,  with  a  stau'case  of 
many  steps, 

That,  as  he  toileth  upward,  crumble  succes- 
sively behind  him ; 

No  goin^  back,  the  past  is  an  abyss ;  no  stop- 
ping, for  the  present  perisheth ; 

But  ever  hastening  on,  precarious  on  the  foot- 
hold of  To-day. 

Our  cares  are  all  To-day;  our  joys  are  all 
To-day; 

And  in  one  little  word,  our  life,  what  is  it, 
but— To-day?  Jf.  F.  Tapper, 
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MM.  TCVDAT,  Datioi  of; 

Today,  while  the  stm  shines, 

Work  with  a  will; 
To-day  all  your  duties 

With  patience  fulfil. 

To-day,  while  the  birds  sing, 

Harbor  no  care ; 
Call  life  a  good  gf{f t. 

Call  the  world  fair. 

To-day  love  the  goodness 

That^s  better  than  gold, 
And  the  truth  seek,  whose  value 

Can  never  be  told. 

To-day  hold  the  kindness 

Tliat  thinks  evil  never; 
He  who  kindly  to-day  is, 

Is  kindly  forever. 

live,  to-day,  in  the  beauty 

Of  earth,  sky,  and  sea ; 
For  beauty  fails  never 

To  you  or  to  me. 

To-day,  then,  love  goodness, 

And  beauty  and  truth — 
The  crown  of  your  living. 

The  grace  of  your  youth. 

To-day  scatter  brightness 

Wherever  you  go ; 
Gladness  comes  with  the  giving; 

Waves  grow  as  they  now. 

To-day  is  the  summit 

Of  duty  and  life, 
The  path  of  endeavor. 

The  arena  of  strife. 

To-day  is  ours  only ; 

Work,  work  while  you  may ; 
There  is  no  to-morrow. 

But  only  to-day.       Ludla  Clark. 

99§7.  TO-DAT,  Improving. 

For  To-day  the  lists  arc  set,  and  thou  must 
bear  thee  bravely,  [reproach  : 

Tilting  for  honor,  duty,  life  or  death  without 

To-day  is  the  trial  of  thy  fortitude,  O  daunt- 
less Mandan  chief  t 

To-day  is  thy  watch,  O  sentinel ;  to-day  thy 
reprieve,  O  captive ; 

What  more?  to-day  is  the  golden  chance 
wherewith  to  snatch  fruition. 

Be  glad,  grateful,  temperate :  there  are  asps 
among  the  figs. 

For  the  potter's  clay  is  in  thy  hands,  to  mould 
it  or  to  mar  it  at  thy  will, 

Or  idly  to  leave  it  in  the  sun,  an  uncouth 
lump  to  harden. 

0  bright  presence  of  To-day,  let  me  wrestle 

with  thee,  gracious  angel ; 

1  will  not  let  thee  go  except  thou  bless  me ; 

bless  me,  then.  To-day ; 

0  sweet  garden  of  To-day,  let  me  gather  of 

thee,  precious  Eden ; 

1  have  stolen  bitter  knowledge,  give  me  fruits 

of  life  To-day ; 


O  true  temple  of  to-day,  let  me  worship  in 

thee,  glorious  Zion ; 
X  find  none  other  place  nor  time  than  where 

I  am  to-day, 

0  living  rescue  of  To-day,  let  me  run  unto 

mee,  ark  of  refuge ; 

1  see  none  other  hope  nor  chance,  but  standeih 

in  to-day; 

0  rich  banquet  of  To-day,  let  me  feast  upon 

thee,  saving  manna ; 

1  have  none  oth^  food  nor  store,  but  daily 

bread  to-day  I  M,  F,  Tuppar, 

3§8§.  TV^AT,  BMpontibiUty  A 

To^tkj  is  added  to  our  time, 

Tet  while  we  sing,  it  glides  away ; 
How  soon  shall  we  be  past  our  prime ; 

For  where,  alas  I  is  yesterday. 
Gone — gone  into  eternity : 

There,  ev^ry  day  in  turn  appears ; 
To-morrow — O  'twill  never  be. 

If  we  should  live  a  thousand  years  I 
Our  time  is  all  to-day,  to-day, 

The  same,  though  chang^  ;  and  while  it 
With  still  small  voice  the  moments  say,  [flies^ 

**  To-day,  to-day,  be  wise,  be  wise  1 " 

Jame$  Montgomery. 

M§9.  TO-XOSBOW,  DeoeitldbeM  o£ 

To-morrow,  whispereth  weakness,    and  To- 
morrow findeth  him  the  weaker  : 

To-morrow,  promiseth  cotisdence;    and  be- 
hold, no  To-day  for  a  fulfilment. 

O  name  of  happy  omen  unto  youth,  O  bitter 
word  of  terror  to  the  dotard. 

Goal  of  folly's  lazy  wish,  and  sorrow's  ever- 
coming  friend. 

Fraud's  loophole,  caution^s  hint,  and  trap  to 
catch  the  honest ; 

Thou  wealth  to  many  poor,  disgrace  to  many 
noble. 

Thou  hope  and  fear,  thou  weal  and  woe, 
thou  remedy,  thou  ruin. 

How  thickly  swaims  of  thought  are  duster- 
ing  round  To-morrow  I 

The  hive  of  memory  increaseth,  to  every  day 
its  cell ; 

There  is  the  labor  stored,  the  honey  or  cor- 
ruption ; 

Each  mom  the  bees  fly  forth  to  fill  the  grow- 
ing comb. 

And  levy  golden  tribute  of  the  uncomplain- 
ing fiowers ; 

To-morrow  is  their  care;  they  toil  for  rest 
To-morrow ; 

But  man  deferreth  duty^s  task,  and  IotqUi 
ease  To-day. 

To-morrow   is  that  lamp  upon  the  marsh, 
which  a  traveller  never  reachcth ; 

To-morrow^  the  rainbow's  cup,  coveted  prise 
of  ignorance ; 

To-morrow,  the  shifting  anchorage,  daa^^er- 
ous  trust  of  mariners ; 

To-morrow,  the  wrecker's  beacon,  wily  snare 
of  the  destroyer. 

Reconcile  conviction  with   delay,  and  To- 
morrow is  a  fatal  lie ; 
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Frighten  resolations  ioto  action,  To-morrow 

is  a  wholesome  trath ; 
I  must,  for  I  fear  To-morrow;  this  is  the 

Cassava's  food ; 
Why  should  I?   let  me  trust  To-morrow — 

this  is  the  Cassava's  poison. 
Lo,  it  is  the  even  of  To-day — a  day  so  lately 

a  To-morrow  I 
Where  are  those  high  resolves,  those  hopes 

of  yesternight  ? 
.  O  fiunt,  fond  heart,  still  shall  thy  whisper 

be,  To-morrow. 
And  must  the  growing  avalanche  of  sin  roll 

down  that  easy  slope  1 
Alas!   it  is  ponderous,  and  moving  on   in 

might,  that  a  Sisyphus  may  not  stop 

it  M.  F,  Tvpper. 

3800.  TO.HOSBOW,  Hope  ct 

There  is  a  fairy  skiff,  plying  on  the  sea  of 

life,  [wrecked  crews; 

And  charitably  toiling  still  to  save  the  ship- 
Within,    kindly    patient,   sitteth    a    gentle 

mariner. 
Piloting,  through  surf  and  strait,  the  fragile 

barks  of  men : 
How  cheering   is  her  voice,  how  skilfully 

she  guidcth. 
How  nobly  leading  onward  yet,  defying  even 

death !  [rescue, 

To-morrow  is  that  skiff,  a  wise  and  welcome 
And,  full  of  gladdening  words  and  looks, 

that  mariner  is  Hope. 
Often,  the  painful  present  is  comforted  by 

flattering  the  future. 
And  kind  To-morrow  beareth  half  the  bui^ 

dens  of  To-day.  M.  F,  Tapper. 

3891.  TBAHSMiaBATION,'  Oautlon  from. 

Whatever  lies 
In  eartli,  or  flits  in  air,  or  fills  the  skies, 
All  suffer  change,  and  we,  that  are  of  soul 
And  body  mix'd,  are  meml)ers  of  the  whole. 
Then  when  our  sires,  or  grandsircs,    shall 

forsake 
The  forms  of  men,  and  brutal  figures  take. 
Thus  housed,  securely  let  their  spirits  rest, 
Nor  violate  thy  father  in  the  beast. 
Thy  friend,  thy  brother,  any  of  thy  kin; 
If  none  of  these,  yet  there's  a  man  within: 
O  spare  to  make  a  Thyestean  menl, 
.  To  inclose  his  body,  and  his  soul  expel. 

Ovidy  tr,  ly  John  Dryden, 

98M.  TSASBMiaBATIOH,  Tlieory  of: 

What  feels  the  body  when  the  soul  expires, 
By  time  corrupted,  or  consumed  by  fires  ? 
Nor  dies  the  spirit,  but  new  life  repeats 
In  other  forms,  and  only  changes  seats. 

'  E^cn  I,  who  theso  mysterious  truths  declare. 
Was  once  Euphorbus  in  the  Trojan  war ; 
My  name  and  lineage  I  remember  well. 
And  how  in  fight  hj  Sparta's  king  I  felL 
In  Argive  Juno's  fame  I  late  beh^d 

:  My  buckler  hung  on  high,  and  own^d  my 
former  shield. 
Then  death,  so  call'd,  is  but  old  matter  dressed 
In  some  new  figure,  and  a  varied  vest: 


Thus  all  tilings  are  but  altev'd,  nothing  dies; 
And  here  and  there  th'  unbodied  spirit  flies. 
By  time,  or  force,  or  sickness  disposscst. 
And  lodges,  where  it  lights,  in  man  or  beast ; 
Or  hunts  without,  till  ready  limbs  it  find. 
And  actuates  those  according  to  their  kind; 
From  tenement  to  tenement  is  toss'd ; 
The  soul  is  still  the  same,  the  figure  only  lost : 
And  as  the  soften'd  wax  new  seals  receives, 
This  face  assumes,  and  that  impression  leaves ; 
Now  caird  by  one,  now  by  another  name ; 
The  form  is  only  changed,  the  wax  is  still  the 

same ; 
So  death,  so  call'd,  can  but  the  form  deface ; 
Th'  immortal  soul  flees  out  in  empty  space, 
To  seek  her  fortune  in  some  other  place. 

Otidf  tr,  hy  John  Dryden, 

3803.  TBAVEL,  Knles  for. 

Religion,  first,  be  made  your  utmost  care. 
Nor  drop  your  native  faith  in  foreign  air ; 
Nor,  like  the  fluttering  triflers  of  the  town, 
Qo  forth  with  little,  and  come  back  with 

none.  [lands : 

Next,  travel  not  for  naught  through  distant 
Be  wise,  and  just,  and  dingent  as  Sands, 
Wliose  penetrating  eye  distinctly  sees 
Religions,  governments,  and  polities. 
Some  only  Team  the  difference  all  the  while 
Betwixt  an  English  and  a  German  mile : 
What  nation's  reckonings,  at ,  their  inns,  are 
If  coaches  or  post-chaises  travel  best ;    [least. 
That  Adria's  isles  are  pleasing  to  behold ; 
That  Spain  is  hot,  ana  Switzerland  is  cold. 
Our  callow  youth  for  paintings  visit  Rome, 
And  know  not  the  Cartoons  they  left  at  home. 
Strange  sights  o'er  Alps  and  Apennines  they 

seek. 
But  stare  with  silence  if  you  name  the  Peak. 
The  famed  Venetian  arsenal  they  explore, 
But  slight  the  armory  in  the  London  Tower : 
With  floods  of  speech  the  Vatican  they  praise, 
But  never  heard  of  Bodly  in  their  days. 
Ashamed  of  home,  of  foreign  climes  they 

boast, 
And  Thames  and  Humbcr  are  in  Tiber  lost. 

When  back  retum'd  let  not  your  whole  dis- 
Assert  the  privilege  of  travellers :        [course 
Nor  strange  relations  of  adventures  give, 
Which  few  delight  to  hear,  and  none  believe. 
Throw  not  your  country's  manners  quite  aside, 
Nor  taint  our  honest  air  with  foreign  pride. 
An  Englishman  (the  proverb  tells  you  true) 
Who  turns  Italian,  turns  a  devil  too : 
And  none,  unless  distracted,  would  forego 
The  British  substance  for  the  Gallic  show. 
Own  that  a  man  of  worth  may  justly  shine. 
Who  never  Paris  view'd,  or  pass'd  the  Rhine. 

Samuel  Wesley ^  Jr, 

3894.  TBEAOHEBT,  Shame  of. 

So  fallen  I  so  lost  I  the  light  withdrawn 

Which  once  he  wore  I 
The  glory  from  his  my  hairs  gone 

ForevermoreT 

Revile  him  not — the  Tempter  hath 
A  snare  for  all ; 
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And  pitying  tears,  not  scorn  and-  wratii, 
Befit  liis  fall  1 

8oom  I  would  the  angels  langh,  to  mark 

A  bright  soul  oriyen, 
Fiend-gooded,  down  the  endless  dark 
From  hope  and  heaven ! 

Of  all  we  lored  and  honored,  naught 

Save  power  remains — 
A  fallen  angeVs  pride  of  thought. 

Still  strong  in  chains. 

All  else  is  gone ;  from  those  great  eyes 

The  soul  lias  fled : 
When  faith  is  lost,  when  honor  dies, 

The  man  is  dead  I 

Then  pay  the  reverence  of  old  days 

To  his  dead  fame ; 
Walk  backward,  with  averted  gaze, 

And  hide  the  shame  1 

John  Cheenleaf  Whittier. 

9805.  TBEE  OF  LIFE,  Satan  in  the. 

As  a  thief  bent  to  unheard  the  cash     [doors, 
Of    some    rich  burgher,  whose  substantial 
Gros8>barr'd  and  bolted  fast,  fear  no  assault, 
In  at  the  window  climbs,  or  o^er  the  tiles : 
So  clomb  this  first  grand  thief  into  Gtod's 

fold: 
Bo  since  into  His  church  lewd  hirelings  climb. 
Thence  up  he  flew,  and  on  the  tree  of  life, 
The  middle  tree,  and  highest  there  that  grew. 
Sat  like  a  cormorant ;  yet  not  true  life 
Thereby  regained,  but  sat  devising  death 
To  them  who  liv*d ;  nor  on  the  virtue  thought 
Of  that  life-giving  plant,  but  only  us'd 
For  prospect,  what  well  us'd,  had  been  the 
Of  immortality.     So  little  knows        [pledge 
Any  but  God  alone,  to  value  right       [things 
The    good  before  him,   but    perverts    best 
To  worst  abuse,  or  to  their  meanest  use. 

JoTm  Milton, 
d806.  TBIALSi  Benefit  of. 

Is  not  the  way  to  heavenly  ^ain 

Through  earthly  grief  ana  loss  ? 
Rest  must  be  won  by  toil  and  pain — 

The  crown  repays  the  Cross. 
As  woods,  when  shaken  by  the  breeze. 

Take  deeper,  firmer  root. 
As  winter^s  frosts  but  make  the  trees 

Abound  in  summer  fruit ; 
So  every  Heaven-sent  pang  and  throe 

That  Christian  firmness  tries. 
But  nerves  us  for  our  work  below. 

And  forms  us  for  the  skies. 

Henry  Francis  Lyte, 

9997.  TRULS,  Viotory  over. 

Smite  on  I     It  doth  not  hurt  me  now ; 

The  spear  hath  lost  its  edge  of  pain ; 
And  piercing  thorns,  that  bound  my  brow, 

No  longer  leave  their  bleeding  stain. 

What  once  was  woe  is  changed  to  bliss ; 

What  once  was  loss  is  now  my  gain ; 
My  sorrow  is  my  happiness ; 

Hy  life  doth  live  by  being  slain. 


The  birth-pangs  of  those  dreadful  yean 
Are  like  the  midnight  diang^d  to  mom  ; 

And  daylight  shines  upon  my  tears, 
Because  the  souVs  great  life  is  bom. 

The  piercing  thorns  have  chnng'd  to  flowers ; 

The  spears  have  grown  to  sceptres  bright ; 
And  sorrow's  dark  and  sunless  hoars 

Become  eternal  days  of  light. 

TI»oma$  C.  TTphanu 

9§9§.  TBIFLBS,  Oonqnest  of. 

How  is  it  o^er  the  strongest  mind 

That  trifles  hold  such  sway  f 
A  word — ^nay,  e*en  a  look  unkind. 

May  darken  all  life's  day. 
Oh,  in  this  world  of  daily  care. 

The  thousands  that  have  erred 
Can  any  hai-dship  better  bear 

Than  they  can  bear  a  word  I 

The  man  who  with  heroic  heart 

Can  stem  misfortune  meet. 
Unflinchingly  pci'form  his  part, 

And  struggle  'gainst  defeat 
With  faith  unaltered — ^yet  can  lose 

His  temper,  e'en  for  aught 
Which  falls  not  as  his  will  would  choose, 

Or  proves  not  what  he  sought  I 

And  woman  can  forgive  a  wrong 

Which  casts  her  on  the  world. 
Far  better  than  forgive  the  tongue 

That  may  some  sneer  have  hurled ; 
A  thousand  times  prefer  a  lot 

As  hard  as  want  deplores. 
Than  feel  or  think  herself  forgot 

By  one  her  heart  adores  I 

Alas,  the  human  mould's  at  fault ; 

And  still  by  turns  it  claims 
A  nobleness  that  can  exalt, 

A  littleness  that  shames  I 
Of  strength  and  weakness  still  combined. 

Compounded  of  the  mean  and  grand ; 
And  trifles  thus  will  shake  the  mind 

That  would  a  tempest  stand. 

Give  me  that  soul-superior  power. 

That  conquest  over  fate, 
Which  sways  the  weakness  of  the  hour. 

Rules  little  things  as  great ; 
That  lulls  the  human  waves  of  strife 

With  words  and  feelings  kind. 
And  makes  the  trials  of  our  life 

The  triumphs  of  our  mind  I 

Charles  Swain, 

9§99.  TRIFLES,  Inflnenoe  of. 

What  is  a  trifle  ?  a  thoughtless  word, 

Forgotten  as  soon  as  said  I 
Perchance  its  echo  shall  yet  be  heard 

When  the  speaker  is  with  the  dead. 
That  thoughtless  word  is  a  random  dart, 

And  strikes  we  know  not  where ; 
It  may  rankle  long  in  some  tender  heart — 

Is  it  a  trifle  there  t 

Is  it  a  trifle — the  first  false  step 
On  the  dizzy  verge  of  sin  f 
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*Tis  treacherouB  gi'oond — one  little  slip 

May  plunge  us  headlong  in. 
One  light  temptation,  and  we  may  wear 

Death's  gallmg  chain  for  aye ; 
One  little  moment  of  heartfelt  prayer 

May  rend  those  bonds  away. 

This  world  is  but  little  if  rightly  weighed, 
And  trifling  its  joy  or  care ; 

But  not  while  we  linger  beneath  its  shade- 
There  are  no  trifles  here. 

The  lightest  burden  may  weigh  like  lead 
On  the  faint  and  weary  som, 

In  the  uphill  path  it  perforce  must  tread 
Before  it  reach  the  goal. 

3900.  TfinriTT,  Analogies  of  the. 

There  be  three  grand  principles — ^life,  genera- 
tion, and  obedience — 

Shadowing,  in  eyery  creature,  the  Spirit,  and 
the  Father,  and  the  Son. 

There  be  three  grand  unities,  variously  mixed 
in  trinities. 

The  rose,  and  the  ruby,  and  tiie  pearl ;  each 
one  is  made  of  three ; 

And  the  three,  be  the  like  ingredients,  min- 

Fled  in  diverse  measures,    [and  mind : 
hast  within  thyself  body,  and  life,  ■ 
Master,  and  breath,  and  instinct,  unite  in  all 

beasts  of  the  field ; 
Substance,  coherence,   and  weight,  fashion 

the  fabrics  of  the  earth ; 
The  will,  the  doing,  and  the  deed,  combine 

to  f i*ame  a  fact : 
The  stem,  the  leaf,  and  the  flower ;  beginning, 

middle,  and  end ; 
Cause,  circumstance,  consequent;  and  every 

three  is  one. 
Yea,  the  very  breath  of  man^s  life  consisteth 

of  a  trinity  of  vapors. 
And  the  noonday  light  is  a  compound,  the 

triune  shadow  of  Jehovah. 

Jf.  F,  Tupper. 

9901.  TBIHITYi  Hymn  to  the. 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty ! 

Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall  rise 
to  Thee; 
Holy,  holy,  holy  I  Merciful  and  Mighty  I 

Giod  in  Tliree  Persons,  blessed  Trinity  I 

Holy,  holy,  holy  I  all  the  saints  adore  Thee, 
Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around 
the  glassy  sea,  [Thee, 

Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  before 
Which  wert,  and  art,  and  evermore  shalt  be. 

Holy,  holy,  holy  I  though  the  darkness  hide 

Thee,  [na/iy  not  see. 

Though  the  eye  of  sinful  manThy  glory 

Only  Tiiou  art  holy,  there  is  none  beside 

Thee 

Perfect  in  power,  in  love,  and  purity. 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty  I 
All  Thy  wor]^  shall  praise  Thy  Name  in 
eariib,  and  sky,  and  sea ; 


Holy,  holy,  holy  t  Merciful  and  Mighty  I 
God  in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Tiinity  I 

JBiahop  Reginald  Heber. 

d909.  TBOUBLE,  Doable. 

But  as  his  joys  are  double, 
So  is  his  trouble. 
He  hath  two  winters,  other  things  but  one : 
Both  frosts  and  thought  do  nip. 
And  bite  his  lip ; 
And  he  of  all  things  fears  two  deaths  alone. 

Yet  even  the  greatest  griefs 
May  be  reliefs,  [ways. 

Could  he  but  take  them  right,  and  in  their 
Happy  is  he  whose  heart 
Hath  found  the  art 
To  turn  his  double  pains  to  double  praise. 

George  Herbert, 

3903.  TBUST,  Fre-embenoe  of. 

One  sweetest  word  of  holy  meaning 

Cometh  to  me  o^er  and  o*er, 
And  the  echoes  of  its  music 

Linger  ever — evermore. 
TruMt — no  other  word  we  utter 

Can  so  sweet  and  precious  be. 
Tuning  all  life's  jarring  discords 

Into  heavenly  harmony  I 

Clouds  of  thickest  blackness  gathered 

O^er  my  soul's  dark  sea  of  sin. 
And  the  port  of  heaven  was  guarded 

From  my  guilty  entering  in ; 
Then  came  Jesus,  walking  to  me 

O'er  the  surging  waves  of  sin. 
Calling  dear  aoove  the  tempest, 

'*  He  that  trusteth,  heaven  shall  win  I '' 

Now,  through  all  the  sacred  pages. 

Where  my  woo  and  doom  had  been. 
Gleam  those  golden  words  of  promise, 

**  Ho  that  trusteth,  heaven  shall  win !  " 
Blessed,  sure,  and  blood-bought  promise. 

Let  me  drink  its  sweetness  in ; 
He  that  trusts  his  soul  to  Jesus, 

'^  He  that  trUsteth,  heaven  shall  win  I  *' 

Trust — O  Saviour !  give  its  fulness 

To  me  at  Thy  feet  in  jjrayer ; 
Grant  my  dying  lips  to  breathe  it. 

Leave  its  lingering  sweetness  there — 
Sweetness  there,  to  stay  the  breaking 

Of  the  hearts  which  love  me  so ; 
Whispering  from  my  silent  coflSn, 

'"IVust  uie  hand  which  lays  me  low  I  '^ 
• 
Loved  ones,  as  ye  rear  the  marble 

Pure  above  my  waiting  dust, 
Grave  no  other  word  upon  it 

But  the  holiest,  sweetest — ^Tbust  ; 
For  this  password  know  the  angels 

Guarding  o'er  the  pearly  door — 
Password  to  His  blessed  presence. 

Whom  I  trust  for  evermore, 

Merbert  Newbury, 
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dM4.  TBiTSTi  Snpportiag. 

Securely  cabined  in  the  ship  below, 
Through  darkness  and  through  stonn  I 

cross  the  sea, 
A.  pathless  wilderness  of  waves  to  me : 
But  yet  I  do  not  fear,  because  I  know 
That  He  who  guides  the  good  ship  o^er 
that  waste  [traced. 

Bees  in  the  stars   her    shining   pathway 
Blindfold  I  walk  this  lifers  bewildering  maze. 
Up  flinty  steep,  through  frozen  mountain 
pass,  [morass ; 

Through  thorn-set  barren  and  through  deep 
But  strong  in  faith  I  tread  the  uneven  ways, 
And  bare  my  head  unshrinking  to  the  blast. 
Because  my  Father's  arm  is  round  me  cast ; 
And  if  the  way  seems  rough,  I  only  dasp 
The  hand  that  leads  me  with  a  firmer  grasp. 

Anne  Charlotte  Lynek, 

39M.  TBUTH,  OalmnMS  oft 

All  truth  is  calm, 

Refuge  and  rock  and  tower ; 
The  more  of  truth  the  more  of  calm, 

Its  calmness  is  its  power. 
Truth  is  not  strife. 

Nor  is  to  strife  allied ; 
It  is  the  error  that  is  bred 

Of  storm,  by  rage  and  pride. 
Calmness  is  truth, 

And  truth  is  calmness  still ; 
Truth  lifts  its  forehead  to  the  storm. 

Like  some  eternal  hill. 

Horatixie  Bonar» 
9M6.  TBUTHi  OhaiigelmM. 

It  fortifies  my  soul  to  know 
That,  though  I  perish.  Truth  is  so : 
That,  howsoc'cr  I  stay  and  range. 
Whatever  I  do.  Thou  dost  not  change : 
I  steadier  step  when  I  recall 
That,  if  I  slip,  Tliou  dost  not  falL 

Arthur  Hugh  OUmgh, 

3907.  TBT7TH,  Oraoe  o£ 

**  Hard  by  Truth's  temple 

A  lovely  being  stood ; 
Arrayed  in  white. 

The  symbol  of  her  God. 
The  unholy  throng  passed  by, 

And  stood  aghast ; 
Said,  Let  me  be  like  her, 

And  on  they  passed. 
There's  beauty  in  that  form 

Not  clsawhcre  seen ; 
It's  in  her  name  and  nature^ 

And  her  stately  mien. 
Her  name  is  Truth, 

A  lovely  Christian  grace; 
Among  heaven's  mighty 

She  ever  holds  her  place. 
The  eai*th  shall  pass  away, 

The  stars  shall  fall, 
Tlie  heavens  roll  together 

Like  a  parchment  scroll ; 
But  Truth  shall  live  for  ever. 
And  through  endless  ages  mive 
Ilur  blessings  to  the  samted. 
And  fail  them  never,  jicver." 


*     2909.  TBUTH,  FjrlM  o£ 

Great  truths  are  4eai'ly  bought.  Hie  common 
truth. 

Such  as  men  give  and  take  from  day  to  day. 
Comes  in  the  common  walk  of  easy  life, 

Blown  by  the  careless  wind  across  our  way. 

Bought  in  the  market,  at  the  current  price, 
Bred  of  the  smile,  the  jest,  perdianoe  the 
bowl; 

It  tells  no  tales  of  daring  or  of  worth. 
Nor  pierces  even  the  surface  of  a  souL 

Great  truths  are  greatly  won.    Not  found  by 

chance, 

Nor  wafted  on  the  breath  of  summer-dream ; 

But  grasped  in  the  great  struggle  of  the  soul. 

Hard-buffeting   with   adverse  wind   and 

stream. 

Not  in  the  general  mart,  'mid  com  and  wine ; 

Not  in  the  merchandise  of  gold  and  gems; 
Not  in  the  world's  gay  hall  of  midnight  mirth ; 

Not  'mid* the  blaze  of  regal  diadems; 

But  in  the  day  of  conflict,  fear,  and  grief. 
When  the  strong  hand  of  God,  put  forth  in 
might. 
Ploughs  up  the  subsoil  of  the  stagnant  heart, 
And  biings  the  Imprisoned  truth-seed  to  the 
light. 

Wrung  from  the  troubled  spirit,  in  hard  hours 

Of  weakness,  solitude,  perchance  of  pain. 

Truth  springs,  like  harvest  from  the  well- 

ploughed  field, 

And  the  soul  feels  it  has  not  wept  in  vain. 

Horatiut  Bonar. 

9909.  TSUTH,  Piogreas  of. 

Truth  is  eternal,  but  her  effluence, 
With  endless  change,  is  fitted  to  the  hour; 
Her  mirror  is  turned  forward  to  reflect 
The  promise  of  the  future,  not  the  past 
He  who  would  win  the  name  of  truly  great 
Must  understand  his  own  age  and  the  next, 
And  make  the  present  ready  to  fulfil 
Its  prophecy,  and  with  the  future  mei-ge 
Gkntly  and  peacefully,  as  wave  with  wave. 
The  future  works  out  great  men's  destinies ; 
The  present  is  enough  for  common  souls. 
Who,  never  looking  foi*wai'd,  are  indeed 
Mere  day,  wherein  the  footprints  of  their  age 
Are  petrified  forever :  better  tliose 
Who  lead  the  blind  old  giant  by  the  hand 
From  out  the  pathless  desert  where  he  gropes. 
And  set  him  onward  in  bis  darksome  way. 
I  do  not  fear  to  follow  out  the  truth, 
Albeit  along  the  precipico*s  edge.        [names 
Let  us  speak  plain:  there  is  more  foroo  in 
Than  most  men  dream  of ;  and  a  lie  may  keep 
Its  throne  a  whole  age  longer,  if  it  skulk 
Behind  the  shield  of  some  fair-seeming  name. 

James  BuuM  LowelL 

9910.  TBUTH,  BooroeB  ot 

Truth  IS  in  each  flower. 
As  well  as  in  the  solcmnest  things  of  God. 
Truth  is  the  voice  of  Nature  and  of  Time ; 
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Tmth  is  the  fitartling  monitor  ivitiuii  m : 
Naught  is  without  i^  it  comes  from  the  stars, 
The  golden  sun,  and  every  hrceze  that  blows — 
Truth,  it  is  God,  and  is  everywhere. 

WiiUam  T.  Boom. 

3911.  TBTTTHy  Warfue  ofl 

Ouce  this  soft  turf,  this  rivulet's  sands, 
Were  trtunpled  by  a  hurrying  crowd. 

And  fiery  hearts  and  annM  hands 
Encountered  in  the  battle-cloud. 

Ah  I  n^^ver  shall  the  land  forget 

How  gushed  the  life-blood  of  her  brave- 
Gushed,  warm  with  hope  and  courage  yet, 

Upon  the  soil  they  fought  to  save. 

Now  all  is  calm  and  fresh  and  still ; 

Alone  the  chirp  of  flitting  bird. 
And  talk  of  children  on  the  hill, 

And  bell  of -wandering  kine,  are  heard. 

No  solemn  host  goes  trailing  by  [wain ; 

The  black-mouthed  gun  and  staggering 
Men  start  not  at  the  battle-cry — 

O,  be  it  never  heard  again  1 

Soon  rested  those  who  fought ;  but  thou 
Who  minglest  in  the  harder  strife 

For  truths  wliich  men  receive  not  now, 
Thy  warfare  only  ends  with  Hf e. 

A  friendless  warfare  I  lingering  long 
Through  weary  day  and  weary  year ; 

A  wild  and  many-weaponed  throne 
Hang  on  thy  front  and  flank  and  rear. 

Yet  nerve  thy  spirit  to  the  proof. 
And  blanch  not  at  thy  chosen  lot ; 

The  timid  good  may  stand  aloof, 

The  sage  may  frown — ^yet  faint  thou  not 

Nor  heed  the  shaft  too  surely  cast, 
The  foul  and  hissing  bolt  of  scorn; 

For  with  thy  side  shaU  dwell,  at  last. 
The  victory  of  endurance  bom. 

•Truth,  crushed  to  earth,  shall  rise  again — 

The  eternal  years  of  God  are  hers ; 
But  Error,  wounded,  writhes  in  pain. 
And  dies  among  his  worshippers. 

Yea,  though  thou  lie  upon  the  dust, 
When  they  who  helped  thee  flee  in  fear, 

Die  full  of  hope  and  manly  trust, 
Like  those  who  fell  in  battle  here  I 

Another  hand  thy. sword  shall  wield, 
Another  hand  the  standard  wave. 

Till  from  the  trumpets  mouth  is  pealed 
The  blast  of  tiiumph  o'er  thy  grave. 

William  CuUen  Bryant, 

9913.  TUMULT,  Earthly. 

Ding  dong  I  ding  dong ! 
The  world  is  in  a  simmer  like  a  sea 
Over  a  pent  volcano — woo  is  me 

All  the  day  long  1 
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Women,  with  tongues 
Like  polar  needles,  ever  on  the  jar— 
Men,  pluj^less  word-spouts,  whose  deep  foun- 
tains are 

Within  their  lungs. 

Storms,  thunders,  waves ! 
Howl,  crash,  and  bellow  till  ye  get  your  fill ; 
Yo  sometimes  rest :  men  never  can  be  still 

But  in  their  graves. 

Ohver  WaideU  Eolme$. 

9913.  TT&AHHTi  KonL 

Think^st  thou  there  is  no  tyranny  but  that 
Of  blood   and   chains?    The  despotism  of 

vice, 
The  weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  luxury, 
The  neglieence,  the  apathy,  the  evils  [rants, 
Of  sensual  sloth,  produce  ten  thousand  ty- 
Whose  delegated  cruelty  surpasses 
The  woi-st  acts  of  one  energetic  master. 
However  harsh  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing. 

Lord  Byron, 

9914.  TTBE,  BenUtloii  ot 

Howl,  howl,  ye  ships  of  Tarshish  t  the  glory 
is  laid  waste  I  [faced. 

There  is  no  habitation ;  the  mansions  are  de- 
No  mariners  of  Sidon  unfurl  your  mighty 
sails ;  [Shenir^s  vales. 

No  workmen  fell  the  fir-trees  that  grow  in 
And  Bashan^s  oaks,  that  boasted  a  thousand 

years  of  sun, 
Or  hew  the  masts  of  cedar  on  frosty  Lebanon. 

Rise,  thou  forgotten  harlot  I  take  up  thy 
harp  and  sing : 

Call  the  rebellious  islands  to  own  their  an- 
cient king : 

Bare  to  the  spray  thy  bosom,  and  vdth  thy 
hair  unbound, 

Sit  on  the  piles  of  ruin,  thou  throneless  and 
discrowned  I 

There  mix  thy  voice  of  wailing  with  the  thun- 
dera  of  the  sea. 

And  sing  thy  sonffs  of  sorrow,  that  thou  re- 
membered be  1 

Though  silent  and  forgotten,  yet  Nature  still 
laments. 

The  pomp  and  power  departed,  the  lost  mag- 
nificence : 

The  hiUs  were  proud  to  see  thee,  and  they 
are  sadder  now ; 

The  sea  was  proud  to  bear  thee,  and  wears  a 
troubled  brow ; 

And  evermore  the  surges  chant  forth  their 
vain  desire : 

"  Where  are  the  ships  of  Tarshish,  the  mighty 
ships  of  Tyrol  "       Bayard  Taylor. 

9915.  UHBELIEF,  Oredolity  of. 

An  atheist  is  ever  the  most  credulous. 
Snatching  at  any   foolish  cause    that  may 

dispel  his  doubts ; 
And,  even  as  it  were  for  ridicule,  a  spectacle 

to  men  and  angels. 
The  captious  and  cautious  xmbeliever  is  of  all 

men  weakest  to  believe  : 
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Cut  from  ifhc  anchorage  of  God,  his  bark  is 
a  plaything  of  the  billows ; 

The  compass  of  his  principle  is  broken,  the 
rudder  of  his  faith  unshipped : 

Chance  and  Fate,  in  a  stultified  antagonism, 
govern  all  for  him ; 

Truth  sprang  from  the  conflict  of  falsities, 
and  the  multitude  of  accidents  hath 
bred  design  I 

Where  is  the  imposture  so  gross  that  shall 
not  entrap  his  curiosity  ? 

What  superstition  Is  so  abject  that  it  doth 
not  blanch  his  cheek  f 

Whereof  can  he  be  sure,  with  whom  Chaos 
is  substitute  for  order  ? 

How  should  his  silly  structure  stand,  a  pyra- 
mid built  upon  its  apex  f 

Yea,  I  have  seen  gray-headed  men,  the  bas- 
tard slips  of  science. 

Go  for  light  to  glow-worms,  while  they  scorn 
the  sun  at  noon ; 

Men,  who  fear  no  God,  trembling  at  a 
gypsy's  curse ; 

Men,  who  jest  at  revelation,  clinging  to  a  mad- 
man's prophecy !        M.  F,  Tupper, 

9910.  UNBELIEF,  Inflnenoe  of. 

Trust  is  great  in  either  world,  if  any  would 
be  well.  [foe ; 

Veril;^,  the  sceptical  propensity  is  a  universal 

Sneering  Pyrrho  never  found,  nor  cared  to 
find,  a  friend : 

How  could  he  trust  another  ?  and  himself, 
whom  would  he  not  deceive  ? 

His  proper  gains  were  all  his  aim,  and  inter- 
ests clash  with  kindness. 

So  the  Bedouin  goeth  armed,  an  enemy  to  all. 

The  spear  is  studc  beside  his  couch,  the  dag- 
ger hid  beneath  his  pillow. 

For  Boaety,  void  of  mutual  trust,  of  credit, 
and  of  faith. 

Would  fall  asunder  as  a  waterspout,  snapped 
from  the  cloud's  attraction. 

M.  F.  Tapper. 

9917.  nKFAITHFnLllE88|  Influenoft  of. 

Say,  is  your  lamp  burning,  my  brother  ? 

I  pray  you  look  quickly  and  see ; 
For  if  it  were  burning,  then  surely 

Some  beams  would  fall  brightly  on  me. 

Straight,  straight  is  the  road,  but  I  falter, 

And  often  fall  out  by  the  way ; 
Then  lift  your  lamp  higher,  my  brother, 

Lest  I  should  make  fatal  delay. 

There  are  many  and  many  around  you 

Who  follow  wherever  you  go ; 
If  you  thought  that  they  walked  in  a  shadow 

Your  lamp  would  bum  higher,  I  know. 

Upon  the  dark  mountains  they  stumble ; 

They  are  bruised  on  the  rocks,  and  they 

lie  [ward 

With  their  white,  pleading  faces  turned  up- 

To  the  douds  of  the  pitiful  sky. 

There  is  many  a  lamp  that  is  lighted ; 
We  behold  them  near  and. afar ;  ^ 


But  not  many  of  them,  my  brother, 
Shine  steadily  on  like  a  star. 

I  think  were  they  trimmed  night  and  morn- 
ing 

They  would  never  bum  down  or  go  out. 
Though  from  the  four  quarters  of  heaven 
The  winds  were  all  blowing  about. 

If  once  all  the  lamps  that  are  lighted 

Should  steadily  blaze  in  a  line. 
Wide  over  the  land  and  the  ocean. 

What  a  girdle  of  glory  would  shine  I 

How  all  the  dark  places  would  brighten ! 
How  the  mists  would  roll  up  and  awayl 

How  the  earth  would  lau^h  out  in  her  glad- 
To  hail  the  millennial  S&j  I  [i 


391§.  UlfFBUITFtTLHESS,  Lament  far. 

Nothing  but  leaves  I  the  Spirit  grieves 

Over  a  wasted  life ; 
0*er  sins  committed  while  conscience  slept. 
Promises  made  but  never  kept, 

Hatred,  battle,  and  strife ; 
Nothing  but  leaves. 

Nothing  but  leaves  I  no  gamei^d  sheaves 

Of  lifers  fair  ripened  grain ; 
Words,  idle  words,  for  earnest  deeds ; 
We  sow  our  seeds,  lo,  tares  and  weeds, 

We  reap  with  toil  and  pain 
Nothmg  but  leaves. 

Nothing  but  leaves  I  memory  weaves 

No  veil  to  hide  the  past ; 
As  we  retrace  our  weary  way. 
Counting  each  lost  and  misspent  day. 

We  find  sadly  at  last 
Nothing  but  leaves. 

And  shall  we  meet  the  Master  so, 

Bearing  our  withered  leaves  f 
The  Saviour  looks  for  perfect  fruit, 
We  stand  before  Him,  numblcd,  mute. 
Waiting  the  words  He  breathes, 
Noftong  but  leaves  I 

9919.  nHHAPFIHESS,  The  World's. 

The  world  is  wise,  for  the  world  is  old ; 
Five  thousand  years  their  tale  have  told  ; 
Yet  the  world  is  not  happy,  as  the  world 

might  be — 
Why  is  it  ?  why  is  it  f    O  answer  me ! 

The  world  is  kind  if  we  ask  not  too  much ; 
It  is  sweet  to  the  taste,  and  smooth  to  the 
touch;  [might  be- 

Yet  the  world  is  not  happy,  as  the  world 
Why  is  it  t  why  is  it  ?    O  answer  me  I 

The  world  is  strong  with  an  awful  strength, 
And  full  of  life  in  its  breadth  and  length ; 
Yet  the  world  is  not  happy,  as  the  worid 

might  be — 
Why  is  it  ?  why  is  it  ?    O  answer  me  I 

The  world  is  so  beautiful  one  may  fear 
Its  borrowed  beauty  might  make  it  too  dear ; 
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Yet  the  world  is  not  happy,  as  the  world 

might  be — 
Why  is  it  ?  why  is  it  ?    O  answer  me ! 

The  world  is  good  in  its  own  poor  way, 
There  is  rest  by  night  and  high  spirits  by  day ; 
Yet  the  world  is  not  happy,  as  the  world 

might  be- 
Why  is  it  ?  why  is  it  ?    O  answer  me  I 

The  Cross  shines  fair,  and  the  chnrch-bell 

rings, 
And  the  earth  is  peopled  with  holy  things  ; 
Yet  the  world  is  not  happy,  as  the  world 

might  be>— 
Why  is  it  9  why  is  it  t    O  answer  me ! 

What  lackest  then,  world?  for  Qod  made 
thee  of  old ;  [grown  cold ; 

Why,  thy  faith  gone  ont,    and   thy  lore 
Thou  art  not  happy,  as  thou  mightest  be. 
For  the  want  of  Christ's  simplicity. 

It  is  blood  thou   lackest,  thou   poor  old 
world  I  [old  world  ? 

Who  shall  make  thy  love  hot  for  thee,  frozen 
Tliou  art  not  happy,  as  thou  mightest  be, 
For  the  love  of  dear  Jesus  is  little  in  thee. 

Poor  world  I  if  thou  cravest  a  better  day. 
Remember  that  Christ  must  have  His  own  way ; 
I  mourn  thou  art  not  as  thou  miffhtest  be. 
But  the  love  of  God  would  do  all  for  thee. 

Frederick  TT.  Fdber. 

draO.  UNIOH,  Fable  of; 

Observe  the  dying  father  speak. 
Try,  lads,  can  you  this  bundle  break ; 
Then  bids  the  youngest  of  the  six 
Take  up  a  well-bound  heap  of  sticks. 
They  thought  it  was  an  old  man*s  maggot ; 
And  strove  by  turns  to  break  the  fagot : 
In  yain ;  the  complicated  wands 
Were  much  too  strong  for  all  their  hands. 
See,  said  the  sire,  how  soon  ^tis  done : 
Then  took  and  broke  them  one  by  one. 
So  strong  you'll  be  in  friendship  tied ; 
So  quickly  broke,  if  you  divide. 
ISeep  close  then,  boys,  and  never  quarrel ; 
Here  ends  the  fable  and  the  moral. 

Jonathan  Swift, 

99dl.  UHIOVi  The  Amerioan. 

Thou,  too,  sail  on,  O  ship  of  state  I 
Sail  on,  O  Union,  strong  and  great  I 
Humanity,  with  all  its  fears, 
With  all  tiie  hopes  of  future  years, 
Is  hanging  breathless  on  thy  fate ! 
Wo  know  what  Master  laid  thy  keel. 
What  Workman  wrought  thy  ribs  of  steel, 
Who  mode  each  mast,  and  sail,  and  rope, 
What  anvils  rang,  v/hat  hammers  beat, 
In  what  a  forge  and  what  a  heat 
Were  shaped  the  anchors  of  thy  hope  I 
Fear  not  each  sudden  sound  and  shock, 
'Tis  of  the  wave  and  not  the  rock, 
*Tis  but  the  flapping  of  the  sail. 
And  not  a  rent  made  by  the  gale  t 
In.  spite  of  rock  and  tempest's  roar. 
In  spite  of  false  lights  on  the  shore, 


Sail  on,  nor  fear  to  breast  the  sea  ! 
Oi^  hearts,  our  hopes,  are  all  with  thee; 
Our  hearts,  our  hopes,  our  prayers,  our  tears. 
Our  faith  triumphant  o*er  our  fears. 
Are  all  with  thee— are  all  with  thee  I 

H,  W.  LonqfeXXvw, 

9M9.  UHIVEB8E,  Hymn  to  the. 

Roll  on,  thou  sun,  forever  roll. 

Thou  giant,  rushing  through  the  heaven  I 
Creation's  wonder,  natiu«'s  soul ! 

Thy  golden  wheels  by  angels  driven ; 
The  planets  die  without  thy  blaze. 

And  cherubim,  with  star-drop  wing, 
Float  in  thy  diamond-sparkling  rays, 

Thou  brightest  emblem  of  their  King ! 

Roll,  lovely  earth  I  and  still  roll  on, 

With  Oceania  azure  beauty  bound ; 
While  one  sweet  star,  the  pearly  moon, 

Pursues  thee  through  the  blue  profound ; 
And  angels,  with  delighted  eyes, 

Behold  thy  tints  of  mount  and  stream. 
From  the  high  walls  of  Paradise, 

Swift-wheeling  like  a  glorious  dream. 

■ 

Roll,  planets  t  on  your  dazzling  road. 

Forever  sweeping  round  the  sun ; 
What  eye  beheld  Tmen  flrst  ye  glowed ! 

What  eye  shall  see  your  courses  done  I 
Roll  in  your  solemn  majesty, 

Ye  deathless  splendors  of  the  skies  t 
ffigh  altars,  from  which  angels  see 

The  incense  of  creation  rise. 

Roll,  comets  I  and  ye  million  stars  I 

Ye  that  through  boundless  nature  roam ; 
Ye  monarchs  on  your  flame-wing  cars ; 

Tell  us  in  what  more  glorious  domd — 
What  orb  to  which  your  pomps  are  dim. 

What  kingdom  but  by  angels  trod — 
Tell  us,  where  swells  the  eternal  hymn 

Around  His  throne,  where  dwells   your 
Ck>d  t  Qoetlve. 

9933.  UHTHAHEFULNESS,  Oontnwt  of. 

While  this  immortal  spark  of  heavenly  flame 
Distends  my  breast,  and  animates  my  frame. 
To  Thee  my  ardent  praises  shall  be  borne  • 
On  the  first  breeze  that  wakes  the  blushing 

mom; 
The  latest  star  shall  hear  the  pleasing  sound. 
And  nature  in  full  choir  shall  join  around. 
When  full  of  Thee,  my  soul  excursive  flies 
Through  earth,  air,  ocean,  or  Thy  regal  skies ; 
From  world  to  world  new  wonders  still  I  find. 
And  all  the  Godhead  fiashcs  on  my  mind 
When,  winded  with  whirlwinds,  vice  shall 

take  its  flight 
To  the  deep  bosom  of  eternal  night, 
To  Thee  my  soul  shall  endless  praises  pay : 
Join,  men  and  angels  I  join  the  exalted  lay. 

Thomas  Blackloek, 

9994.  UHWOBTHIinSSS,  Oonfession  oft 

Lord,  many  times  I  am  aweary  quite 

Of  my  own  self,  my  sin  and  vanity; 
Yet  be  not  Thou,  or  I  am  lost  outright, 

Weary  of  me. 
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And  hate  against  myself  I  often  bear. 

And  enter  with  myself  in  fierce  debate  ; 
Take  Thou  my  part  against  myself,  nor  share 

In  that  just  hate. 

Best  friends  might  loathe  us,  if  what  things 
perverse 
We  know  of  our  own  selves  they  also  knew ; 
Lord,  Holy  One !  if  Thou  who  knowest  worse, 

Bhould^st  loathe  us  too  I 
R  C.  Trench, 

M35.  USEFULHESS,  HappinMi  of. 

Behold  the  happy  man ;  his  face  is  rayed  with 

pleasure ; 
His  thoughts  are  of  calm  delight,  and  none 

can  know  his  blessedness, 
The  light  of  affection  sunned  his  heart,  the 

tears  of  the  grateful  bedewed  his  feet, 
He  put  his  hand  with  constancy  to  good,  and 

angels  knew  him  as  a  brother. 
And  the  busy  satellites  of  evil  trembled  as  at 

God's  ally : 
He  used  his  wealth  as  a  wise  steward,  making 

him  friends,  for  futurity ; 
He  bent  his  learning  to  relifl^on,  and  religion 

was  with  him  at  the  last : 
For  I  saw  him  after  many  days,  when  the  time 

of  his  release  was  come. 
And  I  longed  for  a  congregated  world  to  be- 
hold that  dying  saint. 

Jf.  F.  Tupp&r. 

9M6.  TTSEFULHESS,  Stsdy  of. 

Be  useful  where  thou  livest,  that  they  may 

Both  want  and  wish  thy  pleasing  presence 

still.  [way 

Kindness,  good  parts,  great  places,  are  the 

To  compass  this.     I>^d  out  men^s  want 

and  will,  [go  less 

And  meet  them  there.    All  worldly  joys 

To  the  one  joy  of  doing  kindnesses. 

George  Herbert, 

9937.  VALOB,  Power  of. 

Faith,  firmness,  confidence,  consistency — ^these 
•  are  well  allied ; 

Yea,  let  a  man  press  on  in  aught,  he  shall  not 
lack  of  honor : 

For  such  a  one  seemeth  as  superior  to  the  na- 
tive instability  of  creatures ; 

That  he  doeth,  he  doeth  as  a  god,  and  men 
will  marvel  at  his  courage. 

Even  in  crimes,  a  partial  praise  cannot  be  de- 
nied to  darmg. 

And  many  fearless  chiefs  have  won  the  friend- 
ship of  a  foe. 

Confidence  is  conqueror  of  men;  victorious 
both  over  them  and  in  them ; 

The  iron  will  of  one  stout  heart  shall  make  a 
thousand  quail : 

A  feeble  dwarf,  dauntlessly  resolved,  will 
turn  the  tide  of  battle. 

And  rally  to  a  nobler  strife  the  giants  that 
had  fled : 

The  tenderest  child,  unconscious  of  a  fear, 
will  shame  the  man  to  danger, 


And  when  he  dared  it^  danger  died,  and  faith 

had  vanquished  fear. 
Boldness  is  akin  to  power :  yea,  because  ig- 
norance is  weakness, 
Knowledge   with   unshrinking   might   will 
nerve  tbe  vigorous  han<L 

2i.  F.  Tapper. 
999§.  VAHITT,  All  is. 

The  world  with  stones  instead  of  bread 

Our  hungry  souls  has  often  fed ; 

It  promised  health — ^in  one  short  hour 

Perished  the  fair  but  fragile  flower ; 

It  promised  riches — ^in  a  day 

They  made  them  wings  and  fled  away ; 

It  promised  friends — all  sought  their  own. 

And  left  my  widowed  heart  alone. 

MM.  YAiriTT,  Earthly. 

False  world,  thou  ly*st:  thou  banst  not  lend 

The  least  delight: 
Thy  favors  cannot  gain  a  fnend. 

They  are  so  slight : 
Thy  morning  pleasures  make  an  end 

To  please  at  night : 
Poor  are  the  wants  that  thou  supply^st, 
And  yet  thou  vaunt'st,  and  yet  thou  vy*st 
With  heaven ;  fond  earth,  thou  boasts ;  false 
world,  thou  ly'st. 

Thy  babbling  tongue  tells  golden  tales 

Of  endless  treasure ; 
Thy  bounty  offers  easy  sales 

Of  lasting  pleasure ; 
Thou  ask^st  the  conscience  what  she  ails, 

And  swear'st  to  ease  her ; 
There's  none  can  want  where  thou  supply^st : 
There's  none  can  give  where  thou  deny'st 
Alas  1  fond  worl<^  thou  boasts ;  false  world, 
thou  ly'st. 

What  well-advisdd  ear  regards 

What  earth  can  say  ? 
Thy  words  are  gold,  but  thy  rewards 

Are  painted  clay : 
Thy  cunning  can  but  pack  the  cards, 

Thou  canst  not  play : 
Thy  game  at  weakest,  still  thou  vy'st ; 
If  seen,  and  then  revy'd,  deny  -  st : 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  seem'st ;  false  world, 
thou  ly'st. 

Thy  tinsel  bosom  seems  a  mint 

Of  new-coined  treasure ; 
A  paradise  that  has  no  stint, 

No  change  no  measure ; 
A  painted  cask,  but  nothij^g  in't, 

Nor  wealth)  nor  pleasure : 
Vain  earth  I  that  falsely  thus  comply'st 
With  man ;  vain  man !  that  thou  rely'st 
On  earth ;  vain  man,  thou  dot'st ;  vain  earti: , 
thou  ly'st 

What  mean  dull  souls,  in  this  high  measure, 

To  haberdash 
In  earth's  base  wares,  whose  greatest  treasure 

Is  dross  and  trash  ? 
The  height  of  whose  enchanting  pleasure. 
I  Is  but  a  flash  t 
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Are  these  the  goods  that  thou  snpply^st 
Us  mortals  with  f    Are  th^se  the  highest  ? 
Can  these  bring  cordial  peace  t  &lse  world, 
thou  ly'st.  FroiMM  (iuarles. 

d990.  YAIITT,  Life'i. 

The  thirsty  rivers  drink  their  store, 
And  bearvit  rolling  to  the  shore, 
But  still  the  ocean  craves  for  more. 
'Tis  endless  labor  everywhere  I 
Sound  cannot  satisfy  the  ear, 
Light  cannot  fill  the  craving  eye, 
Nor  riches  half  our  wants  supply ; 
Pleasure  but  doubles  future  pain. 
And  joy  brings  sorrow  in  her  train ; 
Laughter  is  mad,  and  reckless  mirth — 
What  does  she  in  this  weary  earth  t 
Should  Wealth,  or  Fame,  our  life  employ, 
Death  comes,  our  labor  to  destroy ; 
To  snatch  the  untastcd  cup  away. 
For  which  we  toiled  so  many  a  day. 

Anne  Sronii. 

9981.  VAUTT-FAIB,  Besorlptioa  o& 

The  great  human  whirlpool — ^*tis  seething  and 
seething :  [breathing. 

On  I  Ko  time  for  shrieking  out — scarcely  for 

AH  toiling  and  moiling,  some  feebler,  some 
bolder ;  [der : 

But  each  sees  a  fiend-face  grim  over  his  ^oul- 
Thus  merrily  live  they  in  Vanity-fair. 

The  great  human  caldron — ^it  boils  ever 
higher :  [stealing  nigher. 

Some  drowning,  some  sinking ;  while  some, 

A^irst,  come  and  lean  o*er  its  outermost 
verges,  [surges — 

Or  touch,  as  a  child^s  feet  touch,  timorous,  the 
One  plunge — ^lot  more  souls  swamped  in 
Vanity-fair. 

Let's  live  while  we  live ;  for  to-morrow  all's 

over :  [maddened  lover ; 

Drink  deep,  drunkard  bold;  and  kiss  close. 

Smile,  hypocrite,  smile:  it  is  no  such  hard 

latK>r,  [his  neighbor — 

While  each  stealthy  hand  stabs  the  heart  of 

Faugh  I    Fear  not:,  we've  no  hearts   in 

Vanity-fair. 

Dinah  Maria  Muloeh  Oraik, 

3939«  YAEIETT,  Oluurm  of. 

Ask  what  prevailing,  pleasing  power 

Allures  the  sportive,  wandering  oee 
To  roam,  untired,  from  flower  to  flower; 

He'll  tell  you,  'tis  variety. 
Look  Nature  round,  her  features  trace,. 

Her  seasons,  all  her  changes  see : 
And  own,  upon  Creation's  face. 

The  greatest  charm's  variety. 

Juvenal,  tr.  ly  Thomas  Moore, 

3933.  YEVQEAHOE,  Approach  oft 

Man  hard  of  heart  to  man  I  of  horrid  things 
Most  horrid  1  'mid  stupendous,  highly  strange  I 
Yet  oft  his  courtesies  are  smoother  wrongs ; 
Pride  brandishes  the  favors  he  confers, 
And  contumelious  his  humanity.  [stars ; 

What  then  is  vengeance  ?    Hear  it  not,  ye 


And  thou,  pale  moon,  turn  paler  at  the  sound : 
Man  is  to  man  the  sorest,  .surest  ilL 
A  previous  blast  foretells  the  rising  storm ; 
Overwhelming  turrets  threaten  ere  they  fall ; 
Volcanoes  bellow  ere  they  disembogue ; 
Earth  trembles  ere  her  yawning  jaws  devopr ; 
And  smoke  betrays  the  wide  consuming  fire : 
Ruin  from  man  is  meet  conceaVd  when  near, 
And  sends  the  dreadful  tidings  in  the  blow. 
Is  this  the  flight  of  isokci  I     Would  it  were  I 

Edward  Young. 

WM.  VEHaEAVOE,  EaunpU  of; 

The  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf  on  the 
fold,  [gold: 

And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple  and 

And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  stars 
on  the  sea,  [Galilee. 

When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  summer  is 
green,  [seen ; 

That  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset  were 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  autumn 
hath  blown,  [strown. 

That  host  on  the  morrow  lay  withered  and 

For  the  Angel  of  Death  spread  his  wings  on 
the  blast,  [passed. 

And  breathed  on  the  &oe  of  the  foe  as  he 

And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  waxed  deadly 
and  chill. 

And  their  hearts  but  once  heaved,  and  forever 
grew  still. 

And  there  lay  the  steed  with  his  nostril  all 
wide,  [his  pride ; 

But  through  it  there  rolled  not  the  breath  of 

And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on 
the  turf. 

And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock-beaten  surf. 

And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale. 
With  the  dew  on  his  brow,  and  the  rust  on  his 
•  mail:  [alone. 

And  the  tents  were  all  silent,  the  banners 
The  lances  unlifted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

And  the  widows  of  Ashur  are  loud  in  their 
wail,  [Baal ; 

And  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of 

And  the  might  of  the  (Gentile,  unsmote  by  the 
sword. 

Hath  melted  like  snow  in  the  glance  of  tlie 
Lord.  J^d  Byron, 

S935.  VIOE,  Bagioidag  at 

A  little  theft,  a  small  deceit, 

Too  often  leads  to  more ; 
'Tis  hard  at  first,  but  tempts  the  feet 

As  through  an  open  door. 
Just  as  the  broadest  rivers  run 

From  small  and  distant  springs, 
The  greatest  crimes  that  men  have  done 

Have  grown  from  little  things. 

9936.  VIOE,  BUndnaif  ot 

But  when  we  in  our.viciousness  grow  hard, 
(Oh  misery  on't)  the  wise  Qod  s^ls  our  eyes ; 
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In  our  own  filth  drop  our  clear  judgments ; 

make  us 
Adore  our  errors ;  laugh  at  us  while  we  strut 
To  our  confusion.  8hake»peare. 

3937.  VIG%  Familiarity  with* 

Vice  is  a  monster  of  so  frightful  mien. 
As  to  be  hated  needs  but  to  be  seen ; 
Yet  seen  too  oft,  familiar  with  her  face, 
We  first  endure,  then  pity,  tlien  embrace. 

Alexander  B?pe, 
393§.  VIOE,  Frofitlen. 

What  if  the  sinner's  magazines  are  stored 
With  the  rich  spoils  that  Ophir's  mine  afford  ? 
What  if  he  spends  his  happy  days  and  nights 
In  softest  joys,  and  undisturbed  delights  ? 
Where  is  his  hope  at  last,  when  God  shall 

wrest 
His  trembling  soul  from  his  reluctant  breast  ? 

Richard  Blaekmare, 
9939.  VICE,  Tyraimy  ot 

O,  the  danserouB  siego 
Sin  lays  about  us  I    Ana  the  tyranny 
He  exercises,     .... 
Like  to  the  horror  of  a  winter's  thunder. 
Mixed  with  a  gushing  storm,  that  suffers 

nothing   . 
To  stir  abroad  on  earth  but  its  own  rages. 
Is  sin,  when  it  hath  gathered  head  aboye  us : 
No  roof,  no  shelter  will  secure  us  so. 
But  he  will  drown  our  cheeks  in  fear  or  woe. 

George  Chapman, 

3940.  VI0T0B7,  Hope  oft 

I  hear  it  singing,  singing  sweetly, 

Softly  in  an  undertone. 
Singing  as  if  God  had  taught  it— 

•*  It  is  better  farther  on." 

Night  and  day  unceasing  sings  it ; 

Sings  it  while  I  sit  alone. 
Sings  it  so  the  heart  can  hear  it, 

**  It  is  better  farther  on." 

Sits  upon  the  grave  and  sings  it —  ' 

^  Sings  it  when  the  heart  would  groan, 
Sings  it  when  the  shadows  darken, 
**  It  is  better  farther  on." 

Farther  on  ?    Then  how  much  farther  ? 

Count  tlie  milestones  one  by  one  ? 
No — ^no  counting — only  trusting 

"  It  is  better  ^rtlier  on." 

9941.  VIOTOBT  Orv  Death. 

My  latest  sun  is  sinking  fast, 

My  race  is  nearly  run ; 
My  strongest  trials  now  are  past, 
>  My  triumph  is  begun. 

Cho,  O  come,  angel  band. 
Come  and  around  me  stand ; 

0  bear  me  away  on  your  snowy  wings, 
To  my  immortal  home. 

1  know  Tm  nearing  the  holy  ranks 

Of  friends  and  Idndred  dear. 
For  I  brush  the  dews  on  Jordon^s  banks ; 
The  crossing  must  be  near. 


I  have  almost  gained  my  heavenly  home. 

My  spirit  loudly  sings ; 
The  holy  ones,  behold,  they  come  I 

I  hear  the  noise  of  wings. 

O,  bear  my  longing  heart  to  Him 

Who  bled  and  died  for  me ; 
Whose  blood  now  cleanses  from  all  sin, 

And  gives  me  victory.         J.  EatlkdL 

3949.  VlKTUiJ,  Avtiunity  o£ 

"  Has  virtue  charms  ?  " — ^I  grant  her  heavenly 

fair; 
But  if  unportion^d  all,  will  int'rcst  wed ; 
Tho*  that  our  admiration,  this  our  choice. 
The  virtues  grow  on  immortality ; 
That  root  destroyed,  they  wither  and  expire. 
A  Deity  believ'd,  will  nauglit  avail ; 
Rewards  and  punishments  make  God  adored ; 
And  hopes  and  fears  give  conscience  all  her 
As  in  the  dying  parent  dies  the  child,  [power. 
Virtue  with  immortality  expires. 
Who  tells  me  he  denies  his  soul  immortal. 
Whatever  his  boast,  has  told  me  he's  a  knave. 
His  duty  'tis  to  love  himself  alone ; 
Nor  care  tho'  mankind  perish,  if  he  snoilea. 
Who  thinks  ere  long  the  man  shall  wholly 

die. 
Is  dead  already ;  naught  but  brute  survives. 

Edward  Toung, 

9943.  YIBTTTE,  Kemory  o£ 

Virtue,  like  God,  Whose  excellent  majesty. 
Whose  glory  virtue  is,  is  omnipresent. 
No  being,  once  created  rational, 
Accountable,  endowed  with  moral  sense, 
With  sapience  of  right  and  wrong  endowed. 
And  charged,  however  fallen,  debased,  de- 
stroyed ; 
However  lost.,  forlorn,  and  miserable ;  [thick ; 
In  guilt's  dark  shrouding  wrapt,   however 
However  drunk,  delirious,  and  mad,  [damned. 
With    sin's  full  cup;    and  with  whatever 
Unnatural  diligence  it  work  and  toil. 
Can  banish  viitue  from  its  sight,  or  onoe 
Forget  that  she  is  fair.    Hides  it  in  night. 
In  central  night ;  takes  it  the  lightning's  wing. 
And  flies  forever  on,  beyond  £e  bounds 
Of  aU ;  drinks  it  the  maddest  cup  of  sin ; 
Dives  it  beneath  the  ocean  of  despair ; 
It  dives,  it  drinks,  it  flies,  it  hides  in  vain : 
For  still  the  eternal  beauty,  image  fair, 
Once  stamped  upon  the  soul,  l^efore  the  eye 
All  lovely  stands,  nor  will  depart ;  so  God 
Ordains :  and  lovely  to  the  worst  she  seems, 
And  ever  seems ;  and  as  they  look,  and  still 
Must  ever  look  upon  her  loveliness. 
Remembrance  dire  of  what  they  were,  of  what 
They  might  have  been,  and  bitter  sense  of 

what 
They  are,  polluted,  ruined,  hopeless,  lost. 
With  most   repenting  torment    risad,  their 

hearts. 
So  God  ordains — their  punishment  severe. 
Eternally  inflicted  by  themselves. 
'Tis  this — this  Virtue  hovering  evermore 
Before  the  virion  of  the  damned,  and  in 
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Upon  their  momtroiw  monl  nakedness  [woe, 
Casting  nnwelcomo  light,  that  makes  their 
That  makes  tho  essence  of  the  endless  flame : 
Where  this  is,  there  is  Hell — darker  than 

anght 
Hint  he,  uie  bard  three-yisioned,  darkest  saw. 

Bobert  IhUok. 

SIM4«  TnLTOE,  BsspaBsiUlity  ofi 

Thyself  and  thy  belongings 
Are  not  thine  own  so  proper,  as  to  waste 
Thyself  upon  thy  yirtucs,  them  on  thee. 
Heaven  doth  with  us  as  wo  with  torches  do, 
Kot  light  them  for  themselyes ;  for  if  our  yir- 
Did  not  g^  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike  [tues 

As  if  wo  liad  them  not 

How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  beams  I 
So  shines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world. 

M45.  7IBTUS,  Bmnurds  o£ 

Weak,  foolish  man  1  will  Heayen  reward  ns 
there  [here  ? 

With  the  same  trash  mad  mortals  wish  for 
The  boy  and  man  an  indiyidaal  makes, 
Yet  sigh'st  thou  now  for  apples  and  for  cakes  9 
Go  like  the  Indian  in  another  life, 
£xx>ect  thy  dog,  thy  bottle,  and  thy  wife ; 
As  well  as  dreams  such  trifles  are  assigned. 
As  toys  and  empires,  for  a  god-like  mind : 
Rewards,  that  either  would  to  yirtue  bring 
No  joy,  or  be  destructiye  of  the  thing : 
How  oft  by  these  at  sixty  are  undone 
Tho  yirtues  of  a  saint  at  twenty-one  I 
To  whom  can  riches  giyo  repute  or  trust, 
Content  or  pleasure,  but  the  good  and  just  ? 
Judges  ana  senate*  have  been  bought  for 
Esteem  and  loye  were  never  to  be  sold,  [gold ; 
O  fool  I  to  think  God  hates  the  worthy  mind, 
The  lover  and  the  love  of  human-kind^ 
Whose  life   is   healthful,  and  whoso   con- 
science clear, 
Because  he  wants  a  thousand  pounds  a  year. 

Alexander  Ihpe, 

9M6.  VI&TUE,  Safety  o£ 

Thou  saiFst  with  others  in  this  Aligns  here, 
Vor  wrack  or  bulging  thou  hast  cause  to  fear ; 
But  trust  to  this,  my  noble  passenger : 
Who  swims  with  virtue,  he  shall  still  be  sure, 
Ulysses-like,  all  tempests  to  endure, 
And  ^midst  a  thousand  gulfs  to  be  secure. 

Sobert  Eerrieh, 

9947.  YTSTUE,  Booming. 

"^rtue  I  how  many,  as  a  lowly  thhig. 
Bom  of  weak  folly,  soom  thoel  but  thy 
name 
Alone  they  know :  upon  thy  soaring  wing 
They^d  fear  to  mount ;  nor  could  thy  saicred 
flame 
Bum  in  their  baser  hearts :  tho  biting  thorn. 
The  flinty  crag,  flowers  hiding,  strew  thy 
fleld; 
Tet  blest  is  he  whoso  daring  bides  the  scorn 
Of  the  frail,  easy  herd,  and  buckles  on  thy 
shield. 
Who  says  thy  ways  are  bliss,  trolls  but  a  lay 
To  lure  the  infant :  if  thy  paths,  to  view, 
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Were  always  pleasant,   Ciime*s  worst  sons 
would  lay 
Their  daggers  at  thy  feet,  and,  from  mere 
sloth,  pursue.  Maria  Brooke. 

9M8.  VOWS,  ]£ftkiag. 

Said  I  not  so — that  I  would  sin  no  more  ? 

,    Witness,  my  Gk>d,  I  did ; 
Tet  I  am  ran  again  upon  the  score : 
Hy  faults  cannot  be  hid. 

What  shall  I  do  t    Make  vows  and  break  them 
'Twill  be  but  kbor  lost ;  [stQl  ? 

My  good  cannot  prevail  against  mine  ill : 
The  business  will  be  crost. 

O,  say  not  so;   thou  canst  not  tell  what 
strength 
Thy  God  may  give  thee  at  the  length. 
Renew  thy  vows,  and  if  thou  keep  the  last, 

Thy  God  will  pardon  all  that's  past 
Vow  while  thou  canst;  while  thou  canst  vow, 

thou  mayst 
Perhaps  perform  it  when  thou  thinkest  least. 

Thy  God  liath  not  denied  thee  all. 
Whilst  Ho  permits  thee  but  to  calL 
Call  to  thy  God  for  grace  to  keep 
Thy  vows ;  and  if  thou  break  them,  weep. 
Weep  for  thy  broken  vows,  and  vow  again : 
Vows  made  with  tears  cannot  bo  still  in  vain. 
Then  once  again 
I  vow  to  mena  my  ways ; 

Lord,  say  Amen, 
And  Thine  bo  all  the  praise 

Oeorge  Herbert. 
9M9.  WAITnr0,  Briof; 

"  A  little  while,"  and  He  shall  come, 

Light  of  our  eyes,  our  longing; 
His  own  voice  bids  us  welcome  home. 

And  we  His  people  thronging. 
Shall  rest  our  hearts  in  His  embrace, 

Dear  Refuse  I  ours  forever; 
Look  upwara  to  His  blessed  face, 

And  fear  its  hiding  never. 

9MO.  WAITnrO,  Enforaed. 

I  will  not  dream  in  vain  despair 

The  steps  of  progress  wait  for  me  i* 
The  puny  leverage  of  a  hair 
The  planet's  impulse  well  may  spare,. 
A  drop  of  dew  the  tided  sea. 

The  loss,  if  loss  there  be,  is  mine, 

And  yet  not  mine  if  understood^ 
For  ono  shall  grasp  and  one  resigyi^ 
One  drink  life's  rao,  and  one  its  wine^ 
And  €k>d  shall  make  tlie  balance  goact 

O  power  to  do!  O  baffled  wilLt 

O  prayer  and  action  1  ye  are  one- 
Who  may  not  strive,  may  yet  fulfil 
Tlio  harder  task  of  standing  still,. 
And  good  but  wished  witii  God  is  done  t 
John  GreenJLeaf  WhiUier. 

9M1.  WArrnrO,  Ezpootaat. 

Lo,  I  am  watching  quietly  every  day ;    [say. 
Whenever  the  sun  snines  brightly,  I  rise  and 
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**  Surely  it  is  the  sbining  of  His  face,** 
And  look  upon  the  gates  of  His  high  place 

Beyond  the  sea : 
For  I  know  Ho  is  coming  shortly 

To  summon  me. 
And  when  a  shadow  falls  across  the  window 

Of  my  room, 
Wliere  I  am  working  my  appointed  task, 
I  lift  my  head  to  watch  the  door,  and  ask 

If  He  is  come. 
And  the  ancel  answers  sweetly 

Li  my  home, 
^  Only  a  few  more  shadows, 

And  He  will  come.^^ 

SIM9.  WAITIVG,  Bemlti  ot 

Wait !  for  the  day  is  breaking. 
Though  tlie  dull  night  be  long: 

Wait !  God  is  not  forsaking 
Thy  heart.    Be  strong— -be  strong ! 

Wait  I  and  the  douds  of  soitow 
Shall  melt  in  gentle  showers, 

And  hues  from  heaven  shall  borrow, 
As  they  fall  amidst  the  flowers.* 

Wait  I  ^tis  the  key  to  pleasure 

And  to  the  plan  of  Qod ; 
O  tany  thou  His  leisure, 

Thy  soul  shall  bear  no  load. 

Wait !  for  the  time  is  hasting 
When  life  shall  be  made  clear. 

And  all  who  know  heart- wasting 
Shall  feel  that  God  is  dear. 

C.  H.  Tawmnd. 

5IM3.  WArrnra,  WiMag  ma. 

A  husbandman  who  many  yean 
Had  ploughed  his  fields  and  sown  in  tears. 
Grew  weary  with  his  doubts  and  fears: 
*'  I  toil  in  vain  I  these  rocks  and  sands 
Will  yield  no  hanrest  to  my  hands ; 
The  best  seeds  rot  in  barren  lands. 
My  drooping  vine  is  withering ; 
No  promised  grapes  its  blossoms  bring ; 
No  rnrds  among  its  branches  sing. 
My  flock  is  dying  on  the  plain ; 
Tlio  heavens  are  brass — ^they  yield  no  ndn ; 
The  earth  is  iron—I  toil  in  vain  1  '* 

While  yet  he  spake,  a  breath  had  stirred 
His  drooping  vine,  like  wins  of  bird, 
And  fi*om  its  leaves  a  voice  he  heard  : 
The  germs  and  fruits  of  life  must  bo 
Forever  hid  in  mystery, 
Yet  none  can  toil  in  vain  for  Me. 
A  mightier  hand,  more  skilled  than  thine. 
Must  liang  the  clusters  on  the  vine. 
And  make  the  fields  with  harvest  shine. 
Man  can  but  work ;  God  can  create : 
But  they  who  work,  and  watch,  and  wait, 
Have  their  reward,  though  it  come  late. 
Look  up  to  heaven  I  behold  and  hear 
The  clouds  and  thunderings  in  thy  ear — 
An  answer  to  thy  doubts  and  fear.'* 

He  looked,  and  lo  t  a  cloud-draped  car, 
With  trailing  smoke  and  flames  afar^ 
Was  rushing  from  a  distant  star  r   •      •  . 
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And  everf  tldrsty  Aotdi  and 'plain 
Was  rising  up  to  meet  the  ram 
That  camo  to  clothe  the  fields  with  gndn. 
And  on  tiie  clotids  ho  saw  again. 
The  covenant  ofGkxl  with  men, 
Rewritten  with  H!s  rainbow  pen : 
"  Seed-time  and  harvest  shall  not  fail. 
And  though  the  gatee  of  hell  assail,  * 
My  truth  and  promise  shall  prevail.** 

m$A.  WAR8>  Ih^l^tf  «fi 

Little  I  ask;  my  wants  are  few ; 

I  only  wish  a  hut  of  stone, 
(A  very  plain  brown-stone  will  do,) 
I     That  I  may  call  my  own ; 
And  close  at  hand  is  such  a  one. 
In  yonder  strest  that  fronts  the  sun. 

Plain  food  is  quite  enough  for  mo ; 
Throe  courses  are  as  good  as  ten ; 
If  nature  can  subsist  on  three, 

Tliank  Heaven  for  three.     Amen ! 
I  always  thought  cold  victnals  nice ; 
My  ehoiae  would  be  vanilla-ioe. 

I  care  not  much  for  gold  or  land  ; 

Give  me  a  mortgage  here  and  there- 
Some  good  bank-stock — some  note  of  hand. 

Or  trifling  railroad  share ; 
I  only  ask  that  Fortune  send 
A  littU  more  than  I  bhall  spend. 

Honors  are  silly  toys,  I  know, 

And  titles  are  but  empty  names ; 
I  would,  perhaps,  be  Plenipo, 

But  only  near  St  James ; 
Fm  very  sure  I  should  not  care 
To  ffll  our  Gubemator^s  chair. 

Jewels  are  baubles ;  'tis  a  sin 

To  care  for  such  unfruitful  things ; 
One  good-sized  diamond  in  a  pin — 
Some,  net  90  larffe^  in  rings — 
A  ruby,  and  a  pearl  or  so 
Will  do  forme ; — I  laugh  at  show. 

My  dame  should  dress  in  cheap  attire ; 
(Good  heavy  silks  are  never  dear ;) 
I  own  perhaps  I  miyht  desire 

Some  shawls  of  true  Cashmere — 
Some  marrowy  crapes  of  China  silk, 
lake  wrinkled  skins  on  scalded  milk. 

I  would  not  have  the  horse  I  driro 

So  fast  that  folks  must  stop  and  stese; 
An  easy  gait — ^two  forty-five^- 

Suits  me ;  I  do  not  care ; 
Perhaps,  for  Just  a  single  spurt^ 
Some  seconds  less  would  do  no  hurt. 

Ofpictures,  I  should  like  to  own 

Titians  and  Raphaels  three  or  four-^ 
I  love  so  much  their  style  and  tone — 

One  Turner,  and  no  more, 
(A  landscape-rf oreground  golden  dirt— 
The  sunshine  paint^  with  a  squirt) 

Of  becks  but  few— some  ftf ^sooie 
For  dally  use,  and  bonnd  for  wonr;  : 
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TTie  pert  upon  an  trpper  floorj--  ' 
Somo  little  Itixniy  there 

Of  red  moro<ico^B  giidea  gleam. 

And  Yclluin  lich  as  country  cream. 

Bnsts,  cameos,  gems — snch  things  as  these, 

•Which  others  often  show  for  pride, 
/Talne  for  their  power  to  please, 

'  And  selfish  ch«rls  deride  ;-^^ 
One  Stradiraritis,  I  confess, 
Tioo  Meerschaums,  I  would  fain  poBsessj 

Wealth^s  wasteful  tricks  I  will  not  leam, 
.    Nor  apo  the  glittering  upstart  fool; 
Shall  not  carved  -tables,  seprs  my  ttm, 

But  all  roust  be  of  bnhH 
Give  grasping  pomp  its  double  share — 
I  ask  but  one  recumbent  chair. 

Thus  humble  let  mo  live  and  die, 

Nor  long  for  Jlidas*  golden  touch; 
If  Heaven  more  generous  gifts  deny, 
I  shall  not  nuss  Uiem  miMA— 
Too  grateful  for  the  blessing  lent 
Of  simple  tastes  and  mind  content  I 

Oliver  Wendell  BsHmu, 

tMM^d.  WAirrS,  Hnmaii. 

*  *  Man  wants  but  little  here  below, 

Nor  wants  that  little  long.'* 
'Tls  not  with  m^  ozaetly  00 ;         • 

But  'tis  m>  in  the  song. 
My  wants  are  many,  and,  if  told,   . 

Would  muster  many  a  score ; 
And  were  each  wish  a  mint  «f  gold, 

I  still  should  long  for  more 

What  first  I  want  is  daily  bread, 

And  canvas -backs,  and  wine, 
And  all  the  realms  of  nature  q>read 

Before  mc,  when  I  dine. 
Four  courses  scarcely  can  provide 

My  appetite  to  quell ; 
With  four  dioice  cooks  from  Fraaoe  betide^ 

To  dress  my  dinner  welL 

What  next  I  want,  at  pnncdy  cost, 

Is  elegant  attire : 
Black  sable  furs  for  winter's  frost, 

And  silks  for  summer's  fire, 
And  Casluncre  shawls,  and  Brussels  lace- 

My  bosom's  front  to  deck, 
And  diamond  rings  my  liands  to  grace^ 
.    And  rubies  for  my  neck. 

I  want  (who  docs  not  want  ?)  a  Wife,' 

Affectionate  and  fair ; 
To  solace  all  the  woes  of  life. 

And  all  its  joys  to  share. 
Of  temper  sweet^  of  yielding  will, 

Of  firm,  yet  placid  mind-^ 
With  all  my  faults  to  love  me  still 

With  sentiment  refined. 

And  as  Time's  car  incessant  runs, 

And  Fortune  fills  my  store, 
X  wont  of  daughters  and  of  sons 

From  eight  to  half  a  score. 
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I  wani  (alas  !  can'moital  dare 

Buch  bliss  on  earth  to  crave  ?)  ' 
That  all  the  girls  bo  chaste  and  fidr, 

The  boys  idl  wise  and  brave. 

I  want  a  warm  and  faithful  friend, 

To  cheer  the  adverse  hour ; 
Who  ne'er  to  flatter  will  descend, 

Nor  bend  the  knee  to  powter-^ 
A  frioid  to  dude  mo  when  Fm  wrongs 

My  inmost  soul  to  see ; 
And  that  my  friendship  prove  as  strong  ^ 

For  him  as  his  for  me. 

I  want  tho  seals  of  power  and  place,  • 

The  ensigns  of  command  ; 
Charged  by  the  People's  unbought  grbce 

To  rule  my  native  land. 
Nor  crown  nor  sceptre  would  I  ask 

But  from  my  country's  will, 
By  day,  by  night,  to  ply  tho  task 

Her  onp  of  bliss  to  fill. 

I  want  the  voice  of  honest  praise 

To  follow  me  behind, 
And  to  bo  thought  infoturs  days  *  '   ' 

The  frieB4of  faoman-kind. 
That  after  ages,  as  they  rise. 

Exulting  may  proclidai 
In  choral  union  to  the  skies 

Their  blessings  on  my  name.- 

These  are  the  Wmrds  oi  mortal  Man —        ' 

I  cannot  want  them  long. 
For  life  itself  is  but  a  span. 

And  earthly  bliss— a  song. 
My  last  great  W&nt — absorbing  all —    ' 

Is,  when  beneath  the  sod. 
And  summoned  to  my  fio&al  call, 

The  Mercy  of  my  Ood. 

John  ij^iney  Adanu^ 

WASmWtfroy,  Ancnrt  81, 1841. 

MM.  WAB,  Bentfit  o£ 

But,  as  I  mused,  there  crowded  on  my  spirit 
The  lofty  virtues  nursed  in  strife ;  the  will 
That  breaks  but  bends  not ;  goodness  even  in 

death 
Abhomngovil ;  right  defying  wrong ; 
The  stem  self-sacrince  of  souls  afire 
For  perill'd  altars,  and  for  hearths  profaned  ; 
The  generous  chivalry,  which   shields    the 

weak,  [inglove 

And  dares  the  oppressor's  worst ;  love  guord- 
From  rapine,  or,  as  €k)d's  executor, 
Dealing  foiiii  vengeance  on  the  stubbom  f dei, 
And  mercy  to  the  vanquish'd ; '  all  along 
The  ages,  names  the  noblest  and  the  best. 
From  Xsrael's  chief  to  those  brave  men  whose 

swords'  '  • 

Have  been  the  bulwark  of  my  native  isle.  ♦ 

Edward  Henry  Biekeretetfu 

9957.  WIS,  Eftots  of: 

The  biitis,  against  the  April  wind,' 

Flew  Northward,  singing  as  they  flew ; 
They  sang,  '^  The  land  we  leave  behind 
I     Has  swords  for  corn-blades,  blood  f ord^.'* 
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O,  wild-birds,  ^jing  ^m  the  South, 
What  saw  and  heard  ye,  gazing  down  f  ** 
"  We  saw  the  mortar's  upturned  mouth. 
The  sickened  camp,  the  bhizing  town  t 

"Breath  the  birouac's  starry  lamps. 
We  saw  your  march-worn  children  die ; 

In  shrouds  of  moss,  in  cypress  swamps, 
We  saw  your  dead  uncofSned  lie. 

**  We  heard  the  starving  prisoners'  sighs ; 

And  saw,  from  lino  and  trench,  yonr  sons 
Follow  our  ilisht  with  home-sick  eyes 

Beyond  the  battery's  smoking  guns.'* 

'*  And  heard  and  saw  ye  only  wrong 
And  pain, "  I  cried,  '  *  O  wing-worn  flocks  t " 

"We  heard,"  they  sang,  *'the  Freedmaa's 
song. 
The  crash  of  Slayery's  broken  locks! 

"We  saw  from  new,  uprising  States 
The  treason-nursing  mischief  spumed, 

Aa,  crowding  Freedom's  ample  gates, 
The  long-estranged  and  lost  returned. 
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O'er  dusky  faces,  seamed  and  old. 
And  hands  horn-hard  with  unpaid  toilv 
With  hope  in  every  rqstling  fold, 
We  saw  your  star-^lropt  lag  unooiL 

"And,  struggling  up  through  sounds  oc- 
A  grateful  murmur  domb  too  air,  [cursed, 

A  whisper  scarcely  heard  attfirst. 
It  filled  the  listening  heaTens  with  prayer. 

"  And  sweet  and  far,  as  from  a  star. 
Replied  a  voice  which  shall  not  cease, 

Till,  drowninff  all  the  voice  of  war, 
It  sings  the  olesscd  songs  of  peace  I " 

So  to  me,  in  a  doubtful  day 
Of  chill  and  slowly-groaning  spring, 

Low  stooping  from  the  cloudy  gray. 
The  wild-birds  sang,  or  seemol  to  shig. 

They  vanished  in  the  misty  air. 

The  song  went  with  them  in  their  flight ; 
But  lo  I  they  left  the  sunset  fdr, 

And  in  the  evening  there  was  light 

John  Ore^Utrf  WMuUr. 

M5$.  WAB,  Horron  oft 

Avaunt  thee,  horrid  War:  whose  miaams, 

bred 
Of  nether  darkness  and  Tartarean  swampa, 
Float  o'er  thb  fallen  world,  and  blight  the 

flowc^ 
Sole  relics  of  a  ruin'd  Eden  I    Hence, 
With  all  thy  cruel  ravages  I  fair  home^ 
Rifled  for  thee  of  hpshand,  brother,  son ; 
Wild  passions  slipp'd  like  hell-hounds  in  the 

heart, 
And  baying  in  full  cry  for  blood ;  the  shock 
Of  battle :  the  quick  throes  of  dying  men; 
The  ghastly  stillness  of  the  mangled  dead ; 
The  crumbling  ramparts  brcach'd,  the  citv 
The  massacre  of  unresisting  age,       [storm'd, 
The  shrieks  of  violated  innocence, 


And  bloom,  almost  too  delicate  for  the  print 
Of  bridal  kisses  and  the  touch  of  lore, 
Ruthlessly  trampled  underneath  the  hed 
Of  armed  lust ;  and,  pitiful  to  see. 
The  mother's  womb  ripp'd  by  the  pitiless 

sword,  [own-* 

And  life — her  unborn  offspring's,  and  her 
Shed  in  short  mortal  travail ;  lurid  flames, 
Wrapping  the  toils  of  arduous  centuries 
And  hopes  of  ages  in  one  funeral  pyre ; 
Oaunt  famine  after,  and  remorseless  plague, 
Reaping  their  myriads  where  the  warrior's 

scathe  [scan 

Had  been  content  with  thousands;   leaving 
Upon  a  nation's  hearti  which  never  time 
Wholly  can  heal:  hence  honid,  horrid  War  1 

Edward  Mmry  BiAtrtUik. 

Mff9.  WAX,  Piotoif  of: 

Ah !  whence  yon  glare 
That  fires  the  arch  of  heaven  ?  that  daik^-red 

smoke  [quenched 

Blotting  the  silver*  moon!  The  stars  are 
In  darkness,  and  the  pure  and  spangling  snow 
Gleams  faintly  through  the  gloom  that  gathr 

en  round  I  [peals 

Hark  to  that  roar,  whose  swift  and  deafening 
In  countless  echoes  through  the  mountains 

ring. 
Startling  pale  midnight  on  her  starry  throne ! 
Now  swells  the  intermingling  din :  the  jar. 
Frequent  and  frightful,  of  the  hoisting  bomb. 
The  falling  beam,  the  shriek,  the  groan,  the 

shout. 
The  ceaseless  clangor,  and  the  rush  of  men 
Inebriate  with  rage !     Loud  and  more  loud 
The  discord  grows ;  till  pale  death  shuts  the 

scene,  [draws 

And  o'er  the  conqueror  and  the  conquered 
His  cold  and  bloody  shroud  I 

The  sulphurous  smoke 
Before  the  icy  wind  slow  rolls  away. 
And  the  bright  beams  of  frosty  morning  danoe 
Along  the  spangling  snow.     There  tradn  of 

blood,  [Anns» 

Even  to  the  forest's  depth,  and  scattered 
And  lifeless  warriors,  whose  hard  lineanenfes 
Death's  self   could   change  not,   mark  tlw 

dreadful  path 
Of  the  out-sallying  victors :  far  behind 
Black  ashes  note  where  their  proud  city  stood. 
Within  yon  forest  is  a  gloomy  glen ; 
Each  tree,  which  guards  its  darkness  from  the 
Waves  o'er  a  warrior's  tomb  t  J^^7» 

Arey  Byuiki  8hdU^. 

MM.  WAB,  Tiat  o£ 

The  fiags  of  war  like  stonn-birds  fly, 
The  char^g  trumpets  blow ; 
Tet  rolls  no  thunder  in  the  sky. 
No  earthquake  strives  below. 

And,  calm  and  patient.  Nature  keeps 
Her  ancient  promise  well. 
Though  o'er  her  bloom  and 
The  battle's  breath  of  belL 
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And  fltin  she  walks  in  golden  hmm 
Through  harvest  happy  f  anas, 
And  still  she  wean  hor  fruits  and  flowers 
Like  jewels  on  her  arms. 

What  mean  the  gladness  of  the  plain, 
Hiis  joy  of  eye  and  mom, 
Hie  mirth  that  shakes  the  beard  of  grain 
And  yellow  lodu  of  com  f 

Ah  I  eyes  may  well  be  full  of  teart, 
And  hearts  with  hate  are  hot; 
But  even-paced  come  round  the  yean,    - 
And  Nature  changes  not. 

Bhe  meets  with  smiles  our  bitter  giief^ 
With  songs  our  groans  of  pain ; 
She  modes  with  tint  of  flower  and  leaf 
The  war  fleld's  crimson  stain. 

Still,  in  the  cannon^s  pause  we  hear 
Her  sweet  thanksgiying  Dsalm ; 
Too  near  to  God  for  douot  or  fear. 
She  shares  the  eternal  calm* 

She  knows  the  seed  Hes  safe  below 
The  flres  that  blast  and  bum ; 
For  all  the  tears  of  blood  we  sow 
Bbe  waits  the  rich  return. 

Bhe  sees  with  dearer  eye  than  oun 
Hie  good  of  suffering  bom — 
The  hearts  that  blossom  like  her  flowcn, 
And  ripen  like  her  com. 

JoU  Oreefds^  WhiUier. 

M6t.  WABFABB,  Bdy. 

Sounds  the  trampet  from  afar  I 
Soldiers  of  the  holy  war. 
Rise ;  for  you  your  Captain  waiti ; 
Rise,  the  foe  is  at  the  gates. 

Arm!  the  conflict  has  began ; 
Fight !  the  battle  must  be  won ; 
Lift  the  banner  to  the  sky. 
Wave  its  blazing  folds  on  high. 

Banner  of  the  blessed  tree, 
Round  its  glory  gather  ye !  « 
Warrion  of  the  crown  and  cross, 
What  is  earthly  gun  or  loss  t 

Life  with  death,  and  death  with  life 
CI08CS  now  in  deadly  strife ; 
Help  us  with  Thy  shield  and  sword, 
King  and  Captain,  mighty  Lordl 

King  of  glory,  Thee  alone ; 
King  of  kings,  Thy  name  we  own  I 
With  Thy  banner  overhead 
Not  ten  thousand  foes  we  dread. 

Spare  not  toil^  nor  Mood,  nor  pain, 
Kot  a  stroke  desconds  in  Tain ; 
Wounded,  still  no  foot  we  yidd 
On  this  ancient  battle-field. 

Mom  than  eonquerom  eyen  now. 
With  the  war-sweat  on  our  brow. 
Onward  o*er  the  well-nuirkcd  road, 
March  we  as  the  host  of  God. 


Royal  is  the  sword  we  wield. 
Royal  is  our  battle*field, 
Royal  is  our  yictory, 
Royal  shall  our  triumph  be. 

itoratius  Banair, 

MM.  WABFiBE,  Oawsrd  U  tks. 

Much  in  sorrow,  oft  in  woe. 
Onward,  Christians,  onward  ^ ; 
Fight  the  fight,  and,  worn  with  strife^ 
Steep  with  tean  the  Bread  of  life. 

Onward,  Christians,  onward  go ; 
Join  the  war,  and  face  the  foe ; 
Faint  not  I  much  doth  yet  remain ; 
Dreary  is  the  long  campaign. 

fflirhdc  not,  Christians!  wiH  ye  yield? 
Will  ye  quit  the  painful  field  t 
Will  ye  flee  in  duigcr's  hour  ? 
Know  ye  not  your  Captain^s  power? 

.    Let  your  drooping  hearts  be  glad ; 
March,  in  hcayenly  armor  clad; 
Fight,  nor  think  the  battle  long; 
"Victory  soon  shall  tune  your  song. 

Let  not  sorrow  dim  your  eye. 
Soon  shall  eyery  tear  be  dry ; 
Let  not  woe  your  course  impede ; 
Groat  your  strength,  if  great  your  need. 

Onward  then  to  battle  moye ; 
More  than  conqucron  ye  shall  proye ; 
Though  opposed  by  many  a  foe, 
Christiau  soldiers,  onward  go. 

JX  K  WhUe  and  F.  >.  MaUland. 

9M3.  WABFABB,  fngnii  of  thtb 

* 

The  winter  night  of  the  world  is  past ; 
The  day  of  humanity  dawns  at  last ; 
The  yeU  is  rent  from  the  soul^s  calm  eyes,  . 
And  prophets,  and  heroes,  and  seen  arise ; 

Their  words  and  deeds  like  the  thunder  go ; 

Can  ye  stifle  their  yoices  ?    They  answer, 
"Nol" 
It  is  Qod  who  speaks  in  their  words  of  might  1 ' 
It  is  Qod  who  acts  in  their  deeds  of  right !  , . 
Lo !  Eden  waits,  like  a  radiant  bride ; 
Humanity  springeth  elate  to  her  side ;  [flow  ? 

Can  ye  seyer  the  twain  who. to  Oneness 

The yoice of  Diyinity  answers,  **No!"  ' 

9964.  WABFABE,  SmJ  for  tho. 

.    Giye  me  the  panoply  of  war, 

Fm  ready  for  the  fray ; 
'    Gird  up  my  loins,  and  quickly,  for 

I  can  no  longer  stay. 

I  hear  the  trumpet^s  certain  peal. 

It  thunders  in  my  ear ; 
My  Captain  beckons,  and  I  fed 

Ko  sname,  no  doubt,  no  fear. 

The  hosts  of  sin  assiul  my  Lord, 

His  banners  drag  in  dust ; 
My  soul  ff rows  strong,  hand  mo  the  swofd,^ 

It  shafi  no  longer  rust  I 
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Quick  I  or  my  Kaster^  cause  is  lout  I 

Qaick !  or  my  Lord  is  slain  1 
1 80C  of  sin  tho  myriad  host 

Fast  gatl)eri|)g  on  the  plain. 

Tlioiigh  faster,  thicker  come  the  foe, 

Stronger  and  braver  1 1 
For  Jesus  I  will  gladly  go 

To  suffer  and  to  die. 

I  scorn  to  lie  on  bowery  banks ; 

T  wish  not  rest  nor  ease : 
But,  foremost,  in  the  battle  ranks, 

I  seek  my  Lord  to  please. 

Then  give  .to  me  Diy  anoor,  Lord»  , 

Tm  ready  for  the  fray ; 
Gird  up  my  loins,  I  hear  Thy  word, 

And  joyfully  obey.  IL  L.  TM^L 

Ah,  dying  sinnor,  think  on  death. 
That  last  dnrk  hour  of  failing  breath ; 
Repent,  amend,  and  ready  be 
To  face  the  great  eternity. 

Though  idlthe  world'Wemnonr  ihine  own, 
Its  amplest  wealth,  its  brightest  crown ; 
Crown,  wealth,  aoid  life  must  quickly  flee : 
What  then  remains  ?    Eternity. 

Hark  I .  thejlest  trumpet  smites  thine  ear : 
*'  Awake,  arise !  the  Judge  is  near  I  ^* 
O  tremble,  sinner ;  for  to  thee 
His  doom  will  stamp  eternity. 

Be  timely  wise ;  in  Christy  true  faith  / 

Abide,  and  shun  the  second  death ; 
So  shall  thy  soul  from  guilt  bo  free, 
And  liye  throughout  eternity. 

What  eye  can.  tell  the  starry  train  ? 
The  drops  that  All  the  wateiy  main? 
Yet  these  have  tale,  the  stars,  the  sea : 
Thy  years  have  none,  eternity. 

Bethink  thee,  sinner,  o*er  and  o'er, 
How  dread  a  word  is  *' evermore:  " 
Time  hath  its  end,  but  who  shall  see 
The  ending  of  eternity  ? 

:.  tMCI.  WATOHOASB,  IMtIim. 

CMeJess  seems  tho  great  Avenger;  history *s 

pages  but  record 
One  death-grapple  in  the  darkness  'twixt  old 

systems  and  the  Word ; 
Truth  forever  on  tiie  scaffold.  Wrong  forever 

on  tho  throne— 
Tet  the  sca£t»>ld  s  w^a  thet  future,  and,  behind 

the  dim  unknown, 
Standetli  G^od  within  the  shadow,  keeping 

watch  above  His  own. 

,  .  ,     Jamet  Iift$$0U  Zoufdl, 

3967.  ¥AiaHFIIIiH£8S>.  OhHttiaa.  . 

O,  thou  so  wearjr  of  thy  self-denials, 
And  so  impatient  of  thv  little  cross, 

I^  it  so  hard  Uf  bear  thy  daily  trials, 
To  count  ail  earthjy  things  a  gainful , loss  t 


What  If  thou  altpayt  suffjer  tribulaticw. 
And  if  thy  Christian  warfare  n^p^^ 

The  guning  of  tho  quiet  habitation 
Shall  gather  thee  to  everlasting  peace. 

But  here  we  all  must  suffer,  walking  lonely 
The  path  that  Jesus  once  Himself  hath  gone ; 

Watch  thou  in. patience  through  this  hour 

only,  [dawn. 

This  one  dark  hour  before    the'  eternal 

The  captive^s  oar  may  pause  upcfn  the  galley. 
The  soldier  sle^p  beneath  his  plumed  crest. 

And  peace  may  fold  her  wing  o'er  hill  and 

valley,  [rest. 

But  thpt^  .0  Christian,,  must  not  take  thj 

And  Chri^  yrlll  ^me  in  His  own  time  and 

power. 
To  set  His  earnest-hearted  children  free ; 
Watch  only, tJuQUgh. this  dark  and  painful 

hour,"  [thee. 

.    And  the  hrigjht  mqining  yet  >rill  break  foor 

mm.  WAT0HFOLSB88,  Duty  «£ 

O  watch  and  pray  I  for  thou  bast  foes  to  fight, 

Foes  which  alone  tiiou  can^st  not  overcome ; 

Watching  and  pcsyerwill  keep  thine  annor 

bnffht, 

Soon  wul  thy  toijs  be  o'er,  thy  victory  won. 

O  watch  and  pray!    the  Judge  is  at  the 

door, 

Before  His  Aiming  bar  thou  soon  must  stand ; 

O  watch  t  and  keep  thy  garments  q>otless 

pure,    ■  [hand. 

And  thou  shalt  then  be  found  at  His  right 

9969.  WAT0HFULH£88»  Heed  of. 

Watch^t  for  the  time  is  short ; 

Watch,  wliile  'tis  called  to-day ; 
Watch,  lest  temptations  overcome ; 

Watch,  Christian,  watch  and  pray ! 
Watch,  for  the  flesh  is  weak ; 

Watch,  for  the  foe  is  strong ; 
Watch,  lest  the  ^degroom  knock  in  vain; 

Watch,  though  He  tarry  long ! 

Chase  slumber  from  thine  eyes ; 

Chase  dot^bting  from-  thy  breast ; 
Thine  is  the  promised  prize 

Of  heaven's  eternal  rest. 
Watch,  Christiau,  watdi  and  pray ; 

Thy  Saviour  watched  for  thee, 
Till  from  H!is  brow^  the  blood-sweat  poured. 

Great  drops  of  agony. 

Take  Jesnsf or. thy  trust ; 

Watch,  watch  for  evermore ; 
Watch,  for  thou  soon  must  sleep 

With  thousands  gone  before. 
Now,  when  thy  sun  is  up. 

Now,  while  'tis  called  to-day, 
O  now,  in  thine  accepted  time. 

Watch,  Christian,  watcb  and  pray  I 

9970. .  WATCHroUDBaB,  JUssm  te 

Watdi,  ye  saints,  with  eyelids  waking, 
Lo!  the  powen  of  heaveoitfe  diakiBg, 
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Keep  yonr  lampa  «U  ixmmed  uui  bandag, 
Ready  for  your  Lord's  zetunung. 

Kingdoms  at  their  baso  are  cnynbling. 
Hark  1  His  cbarlot-whecU  are  rumbling. 
Tell,  O  tell  of  Grao3  iiboimcUiig, 
While  the  seventh  tramp  is  sounding. 

Nations  wane,  though  proud  and  stately, 
Christ  His  kingdom  hast(meth  greatly, 
Earth  her  latest  pangs  is  summing, 
Shout,  ye  saints,  your  Lord  is  coming. 

Lamb  of  God — ^Thou  meek  and  lowly,. 
Judah's  Lion  I  High  and  Holy^ 
Lo  I  Thy  '*  Bride  comes  forth  to  meet  Thee," 
All  in  blood- washed  robes  to  greet  Thee. 

9971.  WATEBi  Yalvo  dl 

Should  you  ever  be  one. of  a  fainting  band« 
With  your  brow  to  the  sun,  and  your  feet  to 

the  sand,  [to  spare, 

I  would  wager  the  thing  Vm  most  loath 
That  your  bacchaiial  diorns  would   never 

ring  there. 
Traverse  the  desert,  and  then  you  can  tell 
What  treasures  exist  in  the  cold  deep  well ; 
Sink  in  despair  on  the  red  parched  earth. 
And  then  you  may  reckon  what  water  is 

worth. 

Famine  is  laying  her  hand  of  bone 
On  the  ship  becalmed  in  a  torrid  zone ; 
The  gnawing  of  hunger's  worm  is  past, 
But  fiery  thirst  lives  on  to  the  last.        - 
The  stoutest  one  of  tho  golUmt  crew 
Hath  a  cheek  and  lips  of  ghastly  hue ; 
The  hot  blood  stands  in  each  gloomy  eye, 
And  ''Water,  O  God!  "  is  the  only  cry. 

There^s  drought  in  the  land,  end  the  herbage 

is  dead, 
"No  ripple  is  heard  in  the  streamlet^s  bed; 
The  herd's  low  bleat  and  the  sick  man^s  pant 
Are  mournfully  telling  the  boon  wo  want. 
Let  Heaven  this  one  rich  gift  withhold. 
How  soon  we  find  it  is  bettor  than  gol4 ; 
And  water,  I  say,  hath  a  xi^ht  to  cmvt  • 
The  minstrel's  sang  and  a  tithe  of  fiune. 

Mita  Cook, 
9073.  WZAX1B88,  Xenoa  «& 

And  sometimes  in  my  house  of  gprief 

For  moments,  I  have-  come  to  stand 
Where,  in  the  sorrows  on  me  laid, 

I  felt  the  chastening  of  €k>d's  lumd ; 
Then  learned  I  that  the  weakest  ones 

Are  kept  securest  from  lifers  harms ; 
And  that  the  tender  lambs  alone 

Are  carried  in  the  shepherd^s  arms. 
And,  sitting  by  the  wayside  blind. 

He  is  the  nearest  tp  the  light 
j  Who  crieth  out  most  earnestly, 

**  Lord,  that  I  might  receive  my  sight !  " 

FhtAt  Carey. 

9973.  WEALTH,  Qned  of; 

E^ene  aU  religious  courses  to  be  rich 
Hath  been JudtMatJiy  Joell  Hich«lditoh  :• 


Bnt:iiow  percdving  that  it  stiU  do*i  please 
The  sterner  fates  to  cross  his- purposes. 
He  tacks  about,  and  now  he  ooth  profess 
Rich  he  will  be  bv  all  unrighteousness. 
Thus  if  our  ship  £iils  of  her  anchor  hold, 
Wei  love  the  cuvell,  so  he  lands  the  gold. 

Boberi  Merrick, 

9974L  HTBILTB,  Hoosehold. 

Thank  God  for  little  children : 
When  our  skies  are  cold  and  gray, 
'.  They  ^iing  a  snoahino  9*cr  our  hearts, 
And  charm  our  cares  away. 
I  almoat  think  the  angels. 
Who  tend  life's  gardens  fair, 
.    Drop  down  the  sweet  wild  blossoms 
That  Uoom  around  us  here. 

It  seems  a  breath  of  heaven 

Bound  many  a  cradle  lies, 
And  every  Uttle  baby 

Brings  a  blessing  from  the  skies. 
Dear  mothers,  jzuard  these  jewels, 

As  sacred  offerings  meet, 
A  wealth  of  household  treasures. 

To  lay  at  Jesu's  feet 

a&71^.  'WEALTH,  Late  aoqviied. 

Poor  in  my  youth,  and  in  lif e*s  later  scenes 

Rich  to  no  end,  I  curse  my  natal  hour. 
Who  naught  enjoy'd  while  young,  denied  the 
means; 
And  naught  when  old  enjoyM,  denied  the 
power.  William  Cowper, 

9976.  WEALTH,  Soffiokaoj  of. 

Give   mo  enough,  saith  Wisdom — ^f or   he 

f eareth  to  ask  more ;  • 

And  that  by  the  sweat  of  my  brow,  addeth 

stoutrhearted  Independence ; 
Give  me  enough,  and  not  less,  for  want  is 

leagued  with  the  tempter; 
Poverty  i£all  make  a  man  desperate,  and 

hurry  him  ruthless  into  crime : 
Give  me  enoughj  and  not  more,  saving  for  the 

children  of  distress ; 
Wealth  ofttimes  killeth,  where  want  but  hin- 

dereth  the  budding : 
Enough  hath  never  caused  misery,  but  often 

quickened  happiness : 
Enough  is  less  than  thy  thought,  O  pampered 

creature  of  society. 
And  he  that  hath  more  than  enough,  is  a  thief 

of  the  rights  of  his  brother. 

if,  ^  7\ipp&r.. 

3077.  WEALTH,  Willix«  sway. 

There  is  no  greater  evil  among  men  than  a 

testament  framed  with  injustice. 
Where  caprice  hath  guided  the  boon,  or  dls- 

'  honesty  refused  what  was  due. 
Generous  is  the  robber  on  the  highway,  in 

the  open  daring  of  his  guilt. 
To  the  secret  coward,  whose  malloe  liveth  and 

harmeth  after  him, 
Who  smoothly  sank  into  the  tomb  with  the 

smile  of  fraud  upon  his  face. 
And  the  last  black  dqca  of  his  existence  waa 

injury  without. redress^ 
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For  deaf  is  tho  ear  of  the  dead,  and  can  hear 

no  palliating  reasons ; 
The  smitcr  is  not  among  the  living,  and 

Right  plcadeth  but  in  rain. 
Yet  shall  tho  corse  of  the  oppressed  be  as 

blight  npon  the  grave  of  the  unjust ; 
Tea,  bitterly  shall  tlmt  handwriting  testify 

against  him  at  the  judgment. 

M,  F.  Tupper, 

3978.  WEALTH,  Wortbltti. 

Thus  did  a  choking  wanderer  in  the  desert 

cry:  [I  die; 

'*  O  that  Allah  one  prayer  would  grant  hef  ore 
That  I  might  stand  up  to  my  knees  in  a  cool 

lake,  [to  slake.'* 

My  burning  tongue  and  parching  fluroat  in  it 
No  lake  he  saw,  and  when  they  found  him  in 

the  waste,  [face, 

A  bag  of  gems  and  gold  lay  just  before  his 
And  his  dead  hfuid  a  paper  with  this  writing 

grasped :  [I  sasped.*' 

'  *  Worthless  was  wealth  when  dying  lot  water 

Be  diadem  or  helmet  on  thy  head, 

It  must  be  arrow-pierced,  and  thou  lie  dead. 

Then  every  man  whose   mind  is  wisdom 

stocked. 
Will  strive  to  have  his  wealth  in  heaven  locked 
OrUfUal,  tr.  hy  W.  JL  Alger, 

3979.  WEPDIHa,  A  Doable. 

I  saw  two  maids  at  the  kirk, 
And  both  were  fair  and  sweet — 

One  in  her  wcdding-robe. 
And  one  in  her  winding-sheet 

The  choristers  sang  the  hymn, 

The  sacred  rites  were  lead ; 
And  one  for  life  to  life, 

And  one  to  death,  was  wed. 

They  were  borne  to  their  bridal  beds. 

In  loveliness  and  bloom — 
One  in  a  merry  castle. 

The  other  a  solemn  tomb. 

One  on  the  morrow  woke 
In  a  world  of  sin  and  pain; 

But  the  other  was  happier  far, 
And  never  woke  again ! 

Hiehard  Henry  Stoddard, 

MSO.  WEDI)IH0,  OsU  to  ths. 

Courage,  O  faithful  heart ; 

Steadfast  forever  I 
In  the  eternal  love 

Faltering  never : 
CouragCi  O  downcast  eyes. 

Bitter  tsars  shedding ; 
Hark  I  how  the  chimes  ring  out 

Joy  for  the  wedding  I 

Open  the  golden  doors. 

Through  the  high  portal 
Let  the  rich  glory  stream 

Sca^lik0,  immortal  I 
Open  the  golden  doors 

Wide  from  the  centre : 


Countless  the  multitude 
Hither  must  enter  1 

Light  up  the  palace  halls 

From  roof -tree  to  basement^ 
Bid  the  warm  festal  glow, 

Flood  every  casement: 
Chant  ye  the  bridal  song 

Solemn  and  holy, 
Waking  to  Paradise 

Souls  that  lie  lowly. 

Out  of  old  battle^leldi, 

No  man  remembers ; 
Out  of  still  village  yards 

And  dark  charnel-cbambeni 
From  the  chill  ocean-graves 

Under  far  waters, 
And  the  dear  sepulchres 

Where  sleep  the  martyrs. 

Bives  and  Lazarus, 

One  with  the  other ; 
Peasant  and  emperor, 

Foeman  and  brother. 
Men  with  long  centuiy-livct 

Braving  dcath^s  shadow. 
And  sweet  baby-blossoms — fresh 

As  flowers  in  the  meadow : 

Out  of  the  million  haunts 

Where  dcAd  men  lie  idle, 
Out  of  lifers  thousand  ways. 

Call  to  the  bridal: 
Open  the  golden  doors 

Wide  from  the  centre  I 
For  they  that  are  ready 

To  glory  shall  enter  1 

W.  B.  LiUlmoood, 

Mil.  WEDDIH0,  Hftbiow. 

To  the  sound  of  timbrels  sweet 
Moving  slow  our  solemn  feet. 
Wo  have  borne  thee  on  the  road 
To  the  virgin*s  blest  abode ; 
With  thy  yellow  torohes  gleaming, 
And  thy  scarlet  mantle  streaming, 
And  the  canopy  above 
Swaying  as  we  slowly  move. 

Thou  hast  left  the  joyous  feast. 
And  the  mirth  and  wine  have  ceased ; 
And  now  we  set  thee  down  before 
The  jealously  unclosing  door, 
That  the  favored  youth  admits 
Where  the  veiled  virgin  sits 
In  the  bliss  of  maiden  fear. 
Waiting  our  soft  tread  to  hear, 
And  the  music's  brisker  din 
At  the  bridegroom's  cnterij^f  in. 
Entering  in,  a  welcome  gnest^ 
To  the  chamber  of  his  rest 

CHOBUS  OF  MAIDXK8. 

Now  the  jocund  song  is  thine, 
Bride  of  David's  kingly  lino ; 
How  thy  dove-like  b^m  trembledi, 
And  thy  shrouded  oyoreaembkih 
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Violets,  when  the  dorvrs  of  ero 

A  moist  and  trcmnlons  glitter  leaTO. 

On  the  bashfol  sealdd  lid! 
Close  within  the  bride-yeil  hid. 
Motionless  thoa  sitt'st  and  mute; 
fiaye  that  at  th3  soft  salate 
Of  each  entering  maiden  friend. 
Thou  dost  rise  and  softly  bend* 

Hark  I  a  brisker,  merrier  glee  t 
The  door  unfolds — ^"tis  ho  I  His  ho  I 
Thus  we  lift  our  lamps  to  meet  him, 
Thus  we  touch  our  lutes  to  greet  him. 
Thou  shalt  giro  a  fonder  meeting, ' 
Thou  shalt  giye  a  tenderer  greetmg. 

Sanry  Sort  MUman. 

d989.  WEEFnrQi  Bad  sfl 

There,  hand  in  hand,  finn  linked  at  last, 

And,  hoart  to  heart,  enfolded  all, 
They'll  smile  upon  the  trouUed  past, 

Aiid  wonder  why  they  wept  at  alL 
Then  let  them  press  the  hana  and  part, 

The  dearly  loved,  the  fondly  loving, 
Still,  still  in  spirit  and  in  heart, 

The  undivided,  unremoving. 

BbratiuM  Bonar, 

9993.  TTEEFQTGk  Leswn  oft 

Tears  are  not  always  fruitful ;  their  hot  drops 
Sometimes  but  scorch  the  cheek  and  dmi 
the  eye ; 
Despairing  murmurs  over  blackened  hopes, 
Not  the  meek  spirit^s  calm  and  chastened 
ciy. 

Oh,  better  not  to  meve  than  waste  our  woe, 
To  fling  away  the  spirit's  finest  g^ld. 

To  lose,  not  gain,  by  sorrow ;  to  overflow 
'(he  sacred  channels  which  true  sadness 
hold. 

Weep  not  too  fondly,  lest  the  cherished  grief 
Should  into  vain,  self-pitying  wealmess 
turn; 
Weep  not  too  long,  but  seek  divine  relief ; 
Weep  not  too  fiercely,  lest  the  fierceness 
Durn. 

It  is  not  tears  but  teaching  we  should  seek ; 

The  tears  wc  need  are  genial  as  the  shower ; 
They  mould  the  being  wlule  they  stain  the 
cheek, 
Freshening  the  spirit  into  Ufa  and  power. 

fforatius  Anar. 

9994.  WIGSEDITBSS,  Qrawth  ia. 

He  transgressetli  yet  again,  and  falleth  by 

little  and  little. 
Till  the  ground  crumble  beneath  him,  and  he 

sinkethinthe  gulf  despairing; 
For  there  is  nothing  in  the  earth  so  small  that 

it  may  not  produce  great  things, 
And  no  swerving  f  ram  a  right  line  tliat  may 

not  lead  eternally  astray. 
A  landmark  tree  was  onc3  a  seed ;  and  the  dust 

in  the  balance  makoth  a  difference ; 
And  tho'caim  is  heaped  high  by  each  one 

flinging  a  pebue : 


The  dangerous  bar  in  the  harbor's  'mouth  is 

omy  groins  of  sand ; 
And  the  shoal  that  hath  wrecked  a  navy  is 

the  work  of  a  colony  of  worms : 
Tea,  and  a  despicable  gnat  may  madden  the 

mighty  dephant ; 
And  the  living  rock  is  worn  by  the  diligent 

flow  of  the  brook, 
little  art  thou,  O  man,  and  in  trifles  thou 

contendest  with  thine  equals. 
For  atoms  must  crowd  upon  atoms  ere  crime 

groweth  to  bo  a  giant. 

If.  F.  Tupper. 

9999.  WIOKBinrESS,  Inonaw  oC 

Meanwhile  the  Earth  increased  in  wickedneasi 

And  hasted  daily  to  fill  up  her  cup. 

Satan  raged  loose ;  Sin  had  her  will ;  and 

Death 
Enough:  bloodtrodo  upon  the  heels  of  blood; 
Revenge,  in  despprate  mood,  at  midnight  met 
Revenge;  war  brayed  to  war;  deceit  deoeived 
Deceit;  lie  cheated  lie ;  and  treachery 
IGned  under  treachery ;  and  perjury 
Swore  back  on  perjury ;  and  blasphemy 
Axoae  with  hideous  blasphemy ;  and  curse 
Loud  answered  curse;  and  drunkard  stum- 
bling fell    •  [met 
0*er  drunkard  fallen ;  and  husband  husband 
Returning  each  from  other's  bed  defiled ; 
Thief  stole  from  thief;  and  robber  on  the 
way                                            [lence, 
Ejiocked  robber  down;  and  lewdness,  vio- 
And  hate  met  lewdness,  violence,  and  hate. 
Oh  Earth !  thy  hour  was  come ;  the  last  elect 
Was  bom ;  complete  the  number  of  the  good ; 
And  the  last  sand  fell  from  the  glass  of  Time. 
The  cup  of  guilt  w^  full- up  to  the  brim ; 
And  Mercy,  weaiy  with  beseeching,  had 
Retired  bdiind  the  sword  of  Justice,  red 
With  ultimate  and  unrepenting  wrath : 
But  man  knew  not :  he  o'er  his  bowl  laughed 

loud; 
And  prophesying,  said :  To-morrow  shall 
As  tlUs  day  be,  and  more  abundant  stilL 

liobert  JMl^h 

9996.  WIDOWHOOI^  Oryof. 

Ko  more  to  hear,  no  more  to  see  I 

0  that  an  echo  might  awake 

And  waft  one  note  of  thy  psalm  to  me^ 
Ere  my  heart-strings  break  I 

I  should  know  it  how  faint  soever, 

And  with  angcl-voices  blent ; 
O  once  to  feel  thy  spirit  anear; 

1  could  be  content ! 

(^  once  between  the  gates  of  ffold, 
While  an  entering  angel  trod. 

But  once — thee  sitting  to  behold 
On  the  hills  of  Ood !  Jean  Ingdaw. 

9997.  WIFE,  Aa  Abssat 

If  thou  wert  by  my  side,  my  love^ 
How  fast  would  evening  fall 

In  green  Benffala's  palmy  grove, 
^t'ning  the  nightingale ! 
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TyTBTB. 


"WIEB^HS. 


If  thou,  my  ^To^  Wiort  hf  my  sido,  . 

My  babies  at  my  kneo, 
How  gayly  would  our  pimaace  glide 

0*cr.  Qonga's  mimic  sea ! 

I  miss  tliec  at  the  dawQin<^  gray, 
When,  on  our.  deck  rccuned, 

In  careless  case  my  limbs  I  lay^  . 
And  woo  -the  icooler  wind  f . 

I  miss  thee  when  by  Gunsa^s  stream 

My  twilight  steps  I  guide ; 
But  most  beneath  the  lamp^s  pale  beam 

I  miss  thee  from  my  side. 

I  spread  my  books,  my  pencil  try, 
The  lingering  noon  to  cheer, 

But  miss  thy  kind,  approving  eye, 
Thy  meek,  attentive  ear. 

But  when  of  jnom  and  five  the  star 

Beholds  me  on  my  kpee, 
I  foel,  though  thoa  art  distant  far, 

Thy  prayers  ascend  for  me. 

Then  on  I  then  on  tvhcre  duty  leads  t 

My  course  hz  onward  still, 
0*cr  broad  Hindoostan's  sultry  meads, 

Or  bleak  Almorah's  hill. 

■ 

That  course,  nor  DeUn*«  kingly  gates,. 

Nor  wild  Malwah  detain. 
For  sweet  the  bliss  us  both  awaits 

By  yonder  western  main. 

Thy  towers,  Bombay,  gleam  bright,  they 
Across  the  dark  blue  sea;  [say. 

But  ne'er  were  hearts  po  light  and  gay 
As  then  shall  meet  in  thee  I 

.  Bp.  lUgiiiM  Eober. 

99S9.  WIFE,  A  Bad. 

Better  through  life  barefooted  press, 

Than  in  a  pindiing  shoe ; 
Better  no  lK>use  or  home  possess, 

Tlian  have  a  bad  wife  too  I 

Ori&ntal,  tr,bjf  W.  R  Alger. 

dM9*  WIFEt  A  Good. 

O  what  a  treasure  is  a  virtuous  wife  I 
Discreet  and  loving :  not  one  gift  on  earth 
Makes  a  man's  life  so  highly  bound  to  Hea- 
She  gives  him  double  forces  to  endure   [ven ! 
And  to  enjoy  by  being  one  with  him, 
Feeling  his  joics  and  grief  es  with  equal  sense. 
And  (like  the  twins  Sppocrates  reports) 
If  he  fetdi  sighs,  she  orawes  her  breath  as 

short ; 
If  he  lament,  she  melts  herself  in  teares ; 
If  he  be  glad,  she  triumphs ;  if  he  stbre, 
8he  moovxis  his  way :  in  all  things  his  sweet 
And  is  in  alterations  passing  strange—   [ape, 
Himself  divinely  varied  without  (£ang8. 

Gold  is  right  precious,  but  his  pdce  infects 
With  pride  and  avarice ;  authority  lifts 
Hats  from  mcn^s  heads  and  bows  the  strong- 
est knee, 
Yet  cannot  bend  in  ruletiie  weakest  hearts ; 
Muaick  jdeUg^ta  but  one  aesse^  nor  choice 


One  quickly  fades,  the  other  stirre  to  sinne: 
But  a  true  wife  both  scn93  and  soule  delights, 
And  mixeth  not  her  good  with  any  ill ; 
Her  virtues  i-uling  hearts  all  powers  eommand ; 
All  store  without  her  leaves  a  man  but  pooic. 
And  with  her  povertio  is  exceeding  store ; 
No  .time  is  tedious  with  her«^her  true  worth 
Makes  a  true  husband  think  his  armcs  enfold 
(With  her  alone)  a.compleate  world  of  gold. 

Qearge  Chapman,  1598. 

3M0.  WIFE,  Hwband  snd. 

As  two  embracing  palms,  whose  roots  con- 
join, 
Whose  boughs  to  a  perpetual  kiss  incline ; 
Their  shady  locks  into  each  other  wreathe. 
Their  mutual  sweets  into  each  other  breathe ; 
Their  morning  dew  into  each  other  drop, 
Bo<&  fad  the  wound,  if  you  should  either 
crop;  [blow. 

Their  odorous  lowers  at  the  same  season 
Both  twine  the  more,  the  more  their  branches 
grow ;  [Tay, 

Both  influenped  are,  and  warmed  by  the  same 
Both  by  a  separation  soon  decay : 
Edmund  and  Hilda  thus  soft  passions  vie. 
Together  spring,  live,  flower,  and  wish  to  die ; 
To  die,  f  or  Doth  their  parting  hour  f  oreviewed. 
And  to  God>.  gracious  will  their  loves  sub- 
dued. Thorruu  Ken, 

9991.  WIFE,  loflnaiM  of  a. 

Then  before  All  they  stand, — ^the  holy  vow 
And  ring  of '^Id,  no  fond  illusions  now. 
Bind  her  as  his.     Across  the  threshold  led, 
And.  every  tear  kissed  off  as  soon  as  shed. 
His  house  she  entersr— there  to  be  a  light, 
Shining  within,  when  all  without  is  night; 
A  guardian  angel  o*er  his  life  presiding. 
Doubling  his  pleasures  and  his  cares  divid- 
ing, [throng. 
Winning  him  back  when  mingling  in  the 
Back  from  a  world  we  love,  alas !  too  long, 
To  fireside  happiness,  to  hours  of  ease. 
Blest  with  that  charm,  the  certainty  to  pleaa& 
How  oft  her  eyes  read  his-;  her  gentle  mind 
To  all  his  wishes,  all  his  thoughts  inclined; 
Still  subject— ever  on  the  watch  to  borrow 
Mirth  of  his  mirth  and  sorrow  of  his  sorrow  I 
The  soul  of  music  slumbers  in  the  shell. 
Till  waked  and  kindled  by  the  master's  spell. 
And  feeling  hearts — ^touch  them  but  xi^tly 

— pour 
A  thousand  melodies  unheard  before  I 

Samud  Bogen, 


WIFE,  Vahu  of  a. 

A  nd£e!a  a  man*s  best  piece ;  who^  tUl  he  mar- 
ries, 
Wants  faaking  up;  she  is  the  shrine  to  which 
Nature  doth  send  us  forth  on  pilgrimage; 
She  was  a  scion  taken  from.tJiat  tree. 
Into  which,  if  she  has  no  second  grafting. 
The  world  jcan  have  no  fruit;  she  is  man*8 
Arithmetic,  which  teaches  him  to  number 
And  nuiltiply  himself  in  his  own  childreQ; 
She  is  the  good  man*8  P^odiso^  and  the  bad's 
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FiTBt  9t0p,to  heftTen)  »  treasare  wluch,  wbo 
Gannot  bo  trostod  to  poaterity,  .  [wants, 
Nor  pay.  his  own  debts ;  .elie^s  a  golden  sen- 

tenco 
Writ  by  oor  Ifoker,  which  tho  angels  may 
Disconrso  of,  only  men  know  how  to  use. 
And  nono  bat  devils  violate.       Ji  BMrUif* 

'Look  not  upon  tho  wine  when  it 

Is  red  within  tho  oop  t 
■  Stay  not  for  pleasnro  when  sho  filla 

Her  tempting  beaker  up  I 
Thoufffa  dear  its  d^hs,  and  rich  its  glow, 
A'Sp&  of  madness  lurks  below. 

They -say  His  pleasant  on  tho  lip, 

And  merry  en  the  brain, 
They  say  it  stirs,  the  sluggish  blood. 

And  dulls  the  tuoth  of  pain. 
Ay — but  within  its  glowing  deeps 
A  stinging  9^rpent,  unseen,  sleeps. 

Its  rosy  lights  wiU  turn  to  fire, 

Its  ooolnesft  change  tp  thirst, 
And  by  its  mirth  within  tho  brain 

A  sleepless  worm  is  nursed. 
There's  not  a  bubble  at  tho  brim 
That  doeanot  carry  food  for  him. 


Then  doab  the-brimming  cop  aaide^ 

And  spill  its  pniple  wine, 
Take  not  its  madness  to  thy  lip. 

Let  not  its  curse  be  thine. 
'Us  rod  and  rich— but  grief  and  woe 
Are  hid  those  rosy  depths  below. 

N.  R  wm$. 

99M.  WIVE,  Bfbob  of. 

Could  the  wine-cup  tell  its  stoxy, 

Tho  story  of  its  day, 
It  would  tell  of  strength  and  gloiy  ' 

Lonff  fallen  to  decay !        ' 
It  would  tell  of  revel  weary,  ' 

When  battle-fields  were  won ; 
It  would  tell  of  dark  hours  dreary. 

When  revel  hpurs  were  done  I 
It  would  tell  of  shame  and  sorrow, 

Of  weariness  and  grief. 
Of  many  a  wished  to-morrow, 

Proved  barren  of  relief  I 
Of  departed  ^mo  and  glory. 
Could  tho  wine-cup  toll  its  story!    *    ^ 

*' '  Stay  tiU  I  bring  the  cup  with  B^kcchns 

crowned,  [soul. 

Then  with.^fdontaons  draaght  vefivsh  thy 

And  draw  new  spirits  from  the  generous 

bowl' 
Far  hence  be  Bamtes'  ^ftsy'  Heotornsjoined. 
'lafiaming  wme,  pomidoos  to  mankind. 
Unnerves  the  limbs  and  dulls  the  noble  mind : 
L6t  Mrfu  db^Uun — and^paso  the  sacred  juice 
To  aprnddo  to  the  goda— '^.;{lt«r  «m.*  '* 

■  Bomtr^   ■ 


9M6.  WlMZOii  Aaalogy  d, 

3ehold,  fond  Man  I 
See  here  thy  pictured  Life :  pass  some  few 

years,  [strength. 

Thy  floworing  Spring,  thy  Summer*s  ardent 
Thy  sober  Autumn,  fading  into  ago, 
And  palo  concluding  Winter  comes  at  last. 
And  shuts  the  scene.    Ah  t  whither  now  are 

fled  [hopes 

Those  dreams  of  greatness?  thoso  unsolid 
Of  happiness?  thoso  longings  after  famo? 
Those  restless  cares?  thos3  busy,   bustling 

days?  [thoughts. 

Those  gay-spent,  festive  nights  ?  thoso  veering 
Lost  Mtween  good  and  iU,  that  shared  thy 

life? 
All  now  vanish 'd  I    Yirtne  sole  survives. 
Immortal,  never-failing  friend  of  man, 
BsB  goide  to  happtocss  on  high.    And  see  I 
*Tis  come,  the  glorious  mom  I  the  second  birth 
Of  heaven  and  earth  I  awakening  naturo  hears 
The  new  creatiilg  word,  and  atarts  to  life. 
In  every  heightened  form,  from  pain  and. 

death 
Forever  free. .  The  great  eternal  scheme. 
Involving  all  and  in  a  perfect  whole 
Uniting,  as  the  prospect  wider  spreads. 
To  reason^a  eye,  refined,  clears  up  apace. 
Te  vainly  wise  t  ye  blind  presumptuous  I  now, 
Confounded  in  the  dust,  adore  that  Power 
And  Wisdom  oft  arraigned :  sco  now  tho  cause 
Why  unassuming  wortii  in  secret  lived. 
And  died  neglected:  why  the  good  man^s 
In  life  was  gall  and  bitterness  of  soul :  [share 
Why  the  lone  widow  and  her  orphans  pined 
In  starving  solitndo ;  while  luxury. 
In  palaces^  lay  stiaining  her  low  thought 
To  form   unaeal  wants:    why  heaven-bom 

truth 
And  moderation  fair  woro  the  red  marks 
Of  superstition's  scourge :  why  licensed  pain. 
That  crael  spoiler,  that  cmlK>som*d  foe, 
Embitter'd  all  our  bliss.    Ye  good,  distressed  I 
Te  noble  few  1  who  licre  unbending  stand 
Beneath  life's  pressure,  yet  ye  boar  up  awhile. 
And  what,  your  bounded  view — wliich  only 
A  little  part— deemed  evil  is  no  moro :     [saw 
Thoatonns  of  wintry  time  will  quickly  pass. 
And  one  unbounded  spring  encircle  all. 

Jamei  Thami&h, 

.  9MT.  WIHZBB,  Bad  ofi 

Tlio  winter  b^ing  over, 
hk  order  comes  tho  spring, 
.   .  Which  doth  green  herbs  discover, 
And  cause  the  birds  to  sing. 
Tho  night  also  expired, 
TheQ  oomes  tho  morning  bright, 
Which  is  so  much  desired 
By  all  that  love  tho  light 
This  may  loom 
Them  that  mourn. 
To  put  their  grief  to  flight : 
^    The  spring  succeedoth  winter. 
And  oay  mnst  follow  night 
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He  therefore  that  scutainetli 
Affliction  or  distress 
Which  every  member  paineth, 
And  findcth  no  release, 
Let  such  therefore  despair  not, 
But  on  firm  hope  depend, 
Whose  griefs  immortal  are  not, 
And  therefore  most  haye  end. 

Tlicy  that  faint 

With  complaint 
Therefore  are  to  blame ; 
They  add  to  their  afflictions. 
And  amplify  the  same. 

Annis  CoUim. 


WIHTEB,  LoMonsot 

The  valley  stream  is  frozen, 

The  hills  are  cold  and  hm ; 
And  the  wild  white  bees  of  winter 

Swarm  in  the  darkened  air. 

I  look  on  the  naked  forest : 

Was  it  ever  green  in  June  f 
Did  it  bum  with  gold  and  crimson 

In  the  dim  autumnal  noon  ? 

I  look  on  the  barren  meadow : 
Was  it  ever  heaped  with  hay  t 

Did  it  hide  the  grassy  cottage 
Where  the  skylark's  children  lay  t 

I  look  on  the  desolate  garden : 

Is  it  true  the  rose  was  there  t 
And  the  woodbine's  musky  blossoms, 

And  the  hyacinth's  purple  hair ! 

I  look  on  my  heart,  and  marvel 

If  Love  ware  ever  its  own — 
If  the  spring  of  promise  brightened. 

And  the  summer  of  passion  ahone  t 

ft 

Is  the  stem  of  bliss  but  withered. 
And  the  root  survives  the  blast? 

Are  the  seeds  of  the  Fature  sleeping 
Under  the  leaves  of  the  Pastt 

Ah,  yes  I  for  a  thousand  Aprils 

The  frozen  germs  shall  grow. 
And  the  dews  of  a  thousand  summers 

Wait  in  the  womb  of  the  snow ! 

Bayard  TayUnr, 

WM.  WISDOM,  DiviiM. 

Wisdom,  whose  fruits  are  purity  and  peace  I 
Wisdom  1  that  bright  inteUigenoe,  wmdi  sat 
Supreme,  when  with  His  golden  compasses 
Th'  Eternal  planned  the  fabric  of  the  world, 
Produoed  His  fair  idea  into  light,        [beam  I 
And  said  that  all  was  good !  wisdom,  blest 
The  brightness  of  the  everlasting  light ! 
TTie  spotless  mirror  of  the  power  of  God  I 
The  reflex  image  of  the  all-perfect  mind ! 
A  stream  translucent,  flowing  from  the  source 
Of  glory  infinite  —a  cloudless  light  I 
Defilement  cannot  touch,  nor  sin  pollute 
Her  unstained  purity.    Not  Ophir's  gold 
Nor  Ethiopia's  gems  can  match  her  price ! 
The  ruby  of  the  mine  is  pale  before  her; 
And  like  the  oil  ELLsha's  bounty  blessed, 


She  is  a  treasure  which  dotli  g^w  by  UBe, 
And  mi)ltiply  by  spending.    She  containsi 
Within  herself,  the  sum  of  excellence. 

If  riches  are  desired,  wisdom  is  wealth ; 
If  prudence,  where  shall  keen  Invention  ftod 
Artificer  more  cunning  f    If  renown. 
In  her  right  hand  it  comes  I     If  piety. 
Are  not  her  lal>ors  virtues  f    If  the  lore 
Which  sage  Experience  teaches,  lo!  she  scans 
Antiquity's  dark  truths;  the  past  she  knows. 
Anticipates  the  future ;  not  by  arts 
Forbidden,  of  Chaldean  sorcery,  [knowledge. 
But  from   the  piercing  ken   of  deep  for&- 
From  her  sure  science  of  the  human  heart. 
She  weighs  effects  with  causes,  ends  with 
Itesolving  all  into  the  sovereign  wilL  [means ; 

HoimahMore. 

8000.  WIBDOM,  BneUsBot  oL 

Wisdom  divine  I  who  tells  the  prioo 
Of  wisdom's  costiy  merchandise  f 
Wisdom  to  silver  we  prefer. 
And  gold  is  dross  compared  to  her. 

Her  hands  are  filled  with  length  of  dayi, 
True  riches,  and  immortal  praise — 
Riches  of  CSirist  on  all  bestow'd. 

And  honor  that  descends  from  God. 

* 

To  purest  joys  she  all  invites — 
Chaste,  holy,  spiritual  delights; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness. 
And  all  her  flowery  pcuths  ore  peace. 

Happy  the  man  who  wisdom  gains ; 
Thrice  happy,  who  his  guest  retains ; 
He  owns,  and  shall  forever  own. 
Wisdom,  and  Christ,  and  heaven,  are  one. 

Oharla  Wedey, 

9001.  WISDOM,  Legend  of. 

The  Prophet  once,  sitting  in  calm  debate, 
Said :   "  I  am  wisdom's  fortress ;  but  the  gate 
Thereof  is  All/*    Wherefore  some  who  heard, 
Witii  unbelieving  Jealousy  were  stirred ; 
And,  that  they  might  on  lum  confusion  bring. 
Ten  of  the  boldest  joined  to  prove  the  thing. 
'*  Let  us  in  turn  to  All  go,^  they  said, 
' '  And  ask  if  wisdom  should  be  sought  instead 
Of  earthly  riches :  then,  if  he  reply 
To  each  of  us,  in  thought,  accordingly. 
And  yet  to  none,  in  speech  or  phrase,  the  same, 
His  shall  the  honor  be,  and  ours  the  shame.*' 
Now,  when  the  first  his  bold  demand  did 

make,  [spake : 

These  were  the  words  which  All  straightway 
"  Wisdom  is  the  inheritance  of  those 
Whom  Allah  favors;  riches,  of  his  foes." 
Unto  the  second  he  said :  *'  Thyself  must  be 
Guard  to  thy  weslth;  bat  wisdom  guaidetii 

thee." 
Unto  the  third :  **  By  wisdom  wcaltii  is  won ; 
But  riches  purchased  wisdom  yet  for  mono." 
Unto  the  fourth :  **  Thy  goods  the  thief  may 

take; 
But  into  wlsdom^s  house  he  cannot  break." 
Unto  the  fifth ; '  *  Thy  goods  decrease  the  matt 
Thou  giv'st ;  but  use  enlarges  wisdom's  store." 
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Unto  the  sixth :  "  Wealth  temptfr  to  eril  mjB ; 
Bat  the  desire  of  wisdom  is  God^s  praise." 
Unto  the  seyenth:  '^Diyide  thy  wealth,  each 

part 
Becomes  a  pittance.     Qire  iiith  open  heart 
Thy  wisdom,  and  each  ssparate  gift  shall  be 
All  that  thou  hast,  yet  not  impoyerish  thee." 
Unto  the  eighth :  ''  Wealth  cannot  keep  itself ; 
Bat  wisdom  is  the  steward  eyen  of  pdif." 
Unto  the  ninth :  '*  The  camels  slowly  bring 
Thy  goods;   bat  wisdom  has  the  swallow's 

wing." 
And  lastly,  when  the  tenth  did  question  make, 
These  were  the  ready  words  which  All  spake : 
''Wealth  is  a  darkness  which  the  soal  uonld 

fear;  [dear." 

Bat  wisdom  is  the  lamp  which  makes  it 
Crimson  with  shame  tho  qoestioners  withdrew, 
And  th^  declared:  "Tho  Ptophet's  words 

were  true : 
The  moath  of  Ali  is  the  golden  door 
Of  wisdom." 

When  his  friends  to  Ali  bore 
These  words,  he  smiled  and  said:    "And 

should  they  ask 
The  same  antil  my  dying  day,  the  taak 
Were  easy ;  for  the  stream  from  wisdom's  well, 
Which  Ciod  supplies,  is  inexhaostiblo." 

Bayard  Taylor, 

a003.  WISDOM,  Pbwsr  •£ 

Tishna  asked  Bal  to  take  his  choice^ 
With  fiye  wise  men  to  yisit  hell. 
Or  with  flyo  ignorant  yisit  heayen. 
Then  qaick  did  Bal  in  heart  rejoice, 
And  choso  in  hell  with  the  wise  to  dwell ; 
For  hcayen  is  hell,  with  folly's  bell; 
And  hell  is  heayen,  with  wisdom's  leayen. 
Oriental^  tr.  Ify  W.  R  Alger. 

a009.  WIflDOlC,  Vslm  oft 

Happy  the  man  who  wisdom  can  obtain. 
And  getteth  understanding.     'Tls  a  prize 
Far  better  than  the  silver*s  merchandise : 
In  yaluc  greater  than  the  latent  yein 
Of  sparkling  ore ;  than  t^  rich  ruby's  gem 
More  precious :  man's  ideal  world  cQspIays 
Kaught  that  can  equal  her ;  since  length  of 
In  her  right  hand  shines  like  a  diadem,  [days 
While  wealth  and  honor  in  her  left  appear. 
Her  ways  are  truly  ways  of  pleasantness, 
And  all  her  paths  are  paths  of  peace, 
To  him  that  dares,  unmoyed  by  tim'rous  fear. 
Hold  her  with  Arm  and  steadfast  grasp,  she'll 

prove 
A  tree  of  life  I    Thrice  happy  he  who  can  re- 
tain her loyo ! 

'  aOM.  .WISHES,  IiilhieiM  •£ 

Wisl^jng,  of  all  employments,  is  the  worst — 
Philosophy's  reyerse,  and  health's  decay. 
Were  I  as  plump  as  stall'd  theolosy, 
Wishing  would  waste  me  to  thin  shade  again. 
Were  I  as  wealthy  as  a  South-sea  dream,     , 
Wishing  is  an  expedient  to  be  poor : 
Wishing  the  constant  hectic  of  a  fooL 

Edward  Taung, 
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30M.  WISHES*  UnitlMi. 

Had  the  cat  wings,  no  sparrow  could  liye  in 
the  air :  [baye  to  spare  t 

Had  each  his  wish,  what  more  would  Allah 
Oriental^  tr.  ly  W.  IL  Alger. 

M06«  Wrr,  Daagor  oft 

All  things  are  big  with  jest:  nothing  that's 

plain 
But  may  be  witty,  if  thou  hast  the  yein. 

Wit's  an  unruly  engine,  wfldly  striking 

Sometimes  a  friend,  sometimes  the  engineer: 
Hast  thou  the  knack  t  pamper  it  not  ^th  lik- 
ing: 

But  if  thou  want  it,  buy  it,  not  too  dear.  . 
Many,  affecting  wit  beyond  their  power, 
Haye  got  to  be  a  dear  fool  for  an  hour. 

George  Herbert 
8007.  WIT,  iDdiaoriiiiiiialo. 
Queyedo,  as  he  tells  his  sober  tale, 
Ask'd,  when  in  hell,  to  see  the  royal  jail; 
Approved  their  method  in  all  other  things ; 
"  But  where,  good  sir,  do  you  confine  your 
kings  f^'  [view." 

"  There,"  saidhis  guide,  *' the  group  is  fuUm 
"Indeed!  "  replied  the  Don,  *' there  are  but 

few." 
His  black  interpreter  the  charge  disdained — 
"Few,  fellow  ?  there  are  all  that  ever  reigned." 
Wit,  undistinguishing,  is  apt  to  strike 
The  guilty  and  not  guilty,  both  alike. 

WiUiam  Cmeper, 

SOM.  WITIE88,  Oomoienoo  a. 

Can  I  not  sin,  but  thou  wilt  be 

My  private  protonotaric  ? 

Can  I  not  wooe  thee  to  passe  by 

A.  short  and  sweet  iniquity  ? 

rie  cast  a  mist  and  cloud  upon 

My  delicate  transgression, 

So  utter  dark,  as  that  no  eye 

Shall  see  the  hugM  impictic. 

Qifts  blind  the  wise,  and  bribes  do  please 

And  winde  all  othe»  witnesses ; 

And  wilt  not  thou  with  gold  be  ti'd 

To  lay  thy  pen  and  ink  aside. 

That  in  the  mirk  and  tonguelesse  night 

Wanton  I  may,  and  thou  not  write  ? 

It  will  not  be :  and  therefore,  now. 

For  times  to  come,  I'le  make  this  vow 

From  abberrations  to  live  free : 

So  rie  not  f  edre  the  Judge,  or  thee. 

liobert  Herrida, 
MM.  WQHAH,  CHutfiss  oft 

The  might  of  one  fair  face  sublimes  my  love. 
For  it  hath  weaned  my  heart  from  low  de-^ 

sires; 
Nor  death  I  heed,  nor  purgatorial  fires. 
Thy  beauty,  antcpast  of  joys  above. 
Instructs  me  in  the  bliss  that  saints  approve ; 
For  O,  how  good,  how  beautiful,  must  be 
The  Qod  that  made  so  good  a  thing  as  thee. 
So  fair  an  image  of  the  heavenly  Dove  I 
Forgive  me  if  I  cannot  turn  away      p^eaven, 
From  those  sweet  eyes  that  are  my  earthly 
For  they  are  guiding  stars,  benignly  given 
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To  tempt  my  f  ootdteps  to  tbe  upward  way ; 
And  if  I  dwell  too  fondly  in  thy  sight, 
I  live  and  lore  in  God*8  peculiar  li^t. 

Miehad  Atigde^  tr,  hy  «7I  S.  Tofflor.   • 

An  eastern  prince  his  vizirs  onoe  assembled. 
And  asked  them  what  a  woman  moat  reseiii- 
bled. 

One  said,  the  san,  the  source  of  light, 

Which  made  all  nature  gay; 
When  Woman's  present,  aU  is  briglrti  " 
-  ■  All  dull  when  she^s  awiqr*  '     * 

Woman,  cried  one,  we  can  compare 

To  naught  so  justly  as  to  air; 

'Tis  light,  indeed,  and  apt  to  fly ; 

But  it  unites  the  earth  and  sky: 

So  Woman,  at  creation  given, 

Btood  as  a  link  *twizt  man  and  heaven.    ^ 

Bhe^s  like  the  rainbow,  said  a  thiid. 
That,  when  the  elements  are  stirred  * 

To  strife,  dissolves  the  storm.  ' 
Its  aspect  docs  sweet  calm  difliise ; 
We^re  dazzled  by  its  brilliant  hues, 

Its  symmetry  of  form.  [man : 

But  who  such  prize   possessed  !-M3are,  no 
lis  an  illusion — so  is  woman. 

The  prince,  who  found  hia  eomieil  thus  di- 
vided. 
Left  the  perplexing  question  undecided:.  -^ 

Mil.  WOKAN,  Onation  o£ 
Not  from  his  head  was  woman  tooky 
As  made  her  husband  to  overlook ; 
Not  from  his  feet,  as  one  designed  * 
The  footstool  of  the  stronger  kind ; 
But  fashioned  for  himself,  a  bridOi 
*        An  equal,  taken  from  his  side: 
Her  place  intended  to  maintain, 
The  mate  and  glory  of  the  man, 
To  rest  as  still  beneath  his  ann, 
f^tected  by  her  lord  from  harai^ 
And  never  from  his  heart  removed^ 
As  oxily  less  than  God  beloved. 

Charle9  WnUy. 

O,  what  is  woman,  what  her  smile, 

Her  lip  of  love,  her  eye  of  light  f 
What  is  she  if  her  lip  revile 

The  lowly  Jesus  ?    Love  may  write 
His  name  upon  her  marble  brow,  ' ' 

Or  linger  in  her  curls  of  jet; 
The  bright  spring  flowers  may  aearoely  bow 

Beneath  her  atcp,  and  yet*«-and  yet, 
Without  that  meeker  grace,  4^*11  be 
A  lighter  thing  than  tanity. 

9013.  W0KA9,  KittiftB  ofi 

Woman's  warm  heart  and  gentle  hand,  in 

God's  eternal  plan, 
Were  forai'd  to  soften,  soothe,  refine,  exalt, 

and  comfort  man. 
And  win  from  pleasure's  poison  cup  to  life's 

Sure  fount  above, 
e  him  as  the  angels  rule,  by  deeds  of' 
peace  and  love. 


And  BO  fhte  ttoder^  ttfbfhef  Iay%,  o^'ber  aofC; 

pillowing  breast. 
With  gentle  hand,  her  infant  son,  and  lulls 

liim  to  his  rest, 
And  dries  his  tears,  and  cheers  his  smiles, 

and,  by  her  wise  control, 
She  checks  his  wayward  moods,  and  wakes 

the  seraph  in  his  soul ; 
And  when  life's  work  commands  him  f orHi, 

no  more  to  dwell  with  her, 
She  points  him  to  the  Hand*  that  saved  Uie 

sinking  mariner. 
And  broke  lii^  bread  for  famished  men,  snd 

bids  him  trust  that  stay ; 
And  tiien,  her  handd;  undasp'd  from  his,  are 

lifted  up  to  pray. 
But  man  could  never  wotk  alone,  and  evten 

in  Eden's  bowers 
He  pined  for  woman's  smile  to  cheer  bis  task 

of  tending  flowers ; 
And  soon  a  fiur  young  bride  is  Bought  snd 

found  to  bless  the  youth. 
Who  gives,  for  his  protecting   hand,   her 

neart  of  love  and  truth. 
And  now  his  work  has  higher  aims,  ^ce  abe 

its  blessihffs  shares ;         - 
And  oft  h6r  hsM  will  rosea' straw,  whete  his 

would  scatter  tares ; 
And,  like  a  light  within  a  vase,  his  home  en- 
shrines her  form,  ' 
Which  brightens  o^er  his  world-toss'd  mind^ 

like  sunshine  o'er  the  storm ; 
And  when  she  pleads  in  son-ow's  cause,  he 

cannot  choose  but  hear, 
And^  when  her  soul  with  Heaven  communes, 

she  draws  his  spirit  nqar. 
And  thus  they  live  till  age  creeps  on,  jor  sick- 
ness lays  bim  low. 
Then  will  she  gird  her  woman's  heart  to  bear 

life's  bitterest  woe. 
And  soothe  his  pain,  and  stay  his  head,  and 

close  his  dyiuff  eyes. 
While  praying  angel  hands  may  guide  his 

soul  to  Paradise.         Sarah  J.  BJait. 

3014.  WOICAV,  MML 

Tm  Gomnms  of  abixodox. 

No  angle  virtuo  wo  could  most  commend. 
Whether  the  wife,!  the  mother,  or  the  friend; 
For  she  was  all,  in  that  supreme  degree, 
That  as  no  one  prevailed,  so  all  was  she. 
The  seiveral  parts  lay  hidden  in  the  piece; 
The  occasion  but  exerted  that  or  this. 

A  wife  as  tender,  and  as  true  withal. 
As  the  first  woman  was  before  her  faUr 
Made  for  the  man,  of  whom  she  was  a  part ; 
Made  to  attract  his  eyes,  and  keep  his  heart 
A  second  Eve,  but  by  no  crime  accursed ; 
As  beatiteous,  notaa  brittle,  as  the  ihst 
Had  she  been  first,  still  Paradise  had  beesk» 
And  death  had  found  no  entrance  by  her  sin. 
So  she  not  only  had  preserved  from  ill 
Hertfeix  and  ours,  but  lived  their  patten 
stilL 

Tet  unemployed  no  minute  slipped  amy; 
Moments  were  precious  in  so  short  a  stay. 


Tho  hasto  of  llcavea  to  haro  ber  irasio  giMt 
That  some  wore  single  acts,  though  each  com- 
But  every  act  stood  ready  to  repeat     [plete ; 

Her  fcUow-sainta  with  busy  care  will  look 
For  her  blost  name  in  f  ato^s  eternal  book ; 
And,  pleased  to  be  oatdone,  with  joy  will  see 
Kumberloss  virtues,  endless  charity  t  • 
But  more  will  wonder  at  so  short  an  age 
To  find  a  blank  beyond  the  thirtieth  page : 
And  with  a  pious  fear  begih  to  doubt 
The  picc3  imperfect,  and  the  rest  torn  out 
But  'twas  her  Saviour^s  time ;  and  could  there 
A  copy  near  tho  original,  'twas  she.  [be 

John  JDfyderK 

aOlff.  WOKAH,  Offloet  tt 

God  fashioned  ICan  from  out  the  oommoA 

earth, 
But  not  from  earth  the  Woman :  so  does  she, 
Even  when  fallen,  ever  bear  with  her 
Some  sign  of  heaven,  some  mystic  starry  light 
Host  gentle  is  she  in  all  gentle  deeds, 
In  all  sweet  offices  of  fireside  life ; 
A  touch  to  cool  the  fevered  brow  of  pain, 
A  voice  to  case  the  heavy  heart  of  care : 
Most  holy  is  she,  since  child  Jesosdrvw 
Life  from  the  sacred  circles  of  her  breast. 
Kor  this  alone,  for  grappling  with  her  fate  ' 
In  ancient  days,  she  buckled  armor  on,   ' 
And  graspt  the  sword,  and  sprung  the  battle^ 

bolt, 
And  wore  the  martyr's  scarlet  shroud  of  fiame. 

Thomoi  Bailey  AldricA, 

9016.  WOICAH,  Baoord  of: 

Warriors  and  statesmen  have  their  meed  of 
praise, 
And  what  they  do  or  suffer,  men  lecord ; 
But  the  long  sacrifice  of  woman's  days 

Passes  without  a  thought,  without  a  Word ; 
And  many  a  lofty  struggle  for  the  sake 
Of  duties  sternly,  fidthfully  fulfillisd; 
For  which  the  anxious  mind  must  wstch  and 
wake,  still'd — 

And  the  strong  feelings  of  the  heart  be 
Ck>es  by  unheeded  as  the  summer  wind; 
And  leaves  no  memory  and  no  trace  behind  I 
Yet,  it  may  br,  more  lofty  courage  dwells 
In  one  meek  heart  which  braVes  an  adverse 
fate, 
Than  his  y/hose  ardent  soul  indignant  sweUs, 
Warm'd  by  the  fight,  or  cheer'd  through 
high  debate. 
The  soldier  dies  surrounded:  oouidhalive 
Alone  to  suffer,  and  alone  to  strive? 

Caroline  E.  Norton, 

3017.  WOKAV,  Wok  of. 

Tis  woman's  to  nourish  affeetion^s  tree. 
And  its  f  rait  domestic  bliss  shall  be ; 
'TLs  hers  to  culture  with  patient  toil      {soil; 
Each  heaven-bom  plant  in  the  heart's  deep 
And  fruits  and  flowers  her  toil  shall  greet, 
Richest  flavors  and  odors  on  earth  that  meet 

'Tis  woman's  to  fashion  the  infant  mind. 
To  kindle  its  thoughts,  and  its  hopes  unbind ; 
To  guido  ita  young  wing  in  the  carlic^  flight. 
And  lure  it  to  worlds  of  unsullied  Ught^ 
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To  teach  him  to  4Blng>in  his  gladsome  hours, 
Of  a  Saviour's  love,  with  an  angel's  powers  I 

'Tis  woman's  to  bind  up  the  broken  hearty 
And  soften  the  bleeding  spirit's  smart ; 
With  the  balm  that  in  Gilead's  garden  grows, 
With  tho  stream  that  from  Calvary's  fountain 

flows ; 
And  to  light  in  this  world  of  sin  and  pain 
The  lamp  6t  love  and  of  joy  again.  ' 

a018.  WOMBH,  DlvBTiinis  for. 

Lemira's  stdc ;  make  haste;  the  doctor  call  r 
He  comes  \  but  where's  his  patient  t  at  tho 

balL 
The  doctor  stares ;  her  woman  curtsies  low,  ' 
And  cries^  "  Hy  lady^  sir,  is  always  so : 
Diversions  put  her  maladies  to  flight : 
True,  she  can't  sti  jid,  but  she  can  dance  all: 

night: 
Tve  known  my  lady  (for  she  loves  a  tune) 
For  fevers  to  take  an  opera  in  June :     [bold, 
And  tho'  perhaps  you'll  think  tho  practice 
A  midniffht  park  is  sovereign  for  a  cold : 
With  cobcs,  breakfasts  of  green  fruit  agree; 
With  indigestions,  tftipper  just  at  three." 
A  strange  alternative,  replks  Sir  Hans, 
Must  women  hitve  a  dovtor  or  a  dance? 
Though  sidk  to  death,  abroad  they  safely 

roam> 
But  droop  and  die,  in  perfect  health,  at  home : 
For  want — but  not  Of  health — arc  ladies  ill ; 
And  tickets  cUre  beyond  the  doctor's  pilL    ' 

Edward  Young. 

9010.  WOKEV,  Inflneiic9  oft 

To  are  stars  of  the  night,  ye  are  gems  of  the 

mom,  [thorn. 

Ye  are  dew-drops,  whose  lustre  illumines  the 
And  rayless  that  night  is,  that  morning  un- 

blest,  [the  breast ; 

Where  no  beam  in  your  eye  lights  up  peace  in 
And  the  sharp  thorn  of  sorrow  sinks  deep  in 

the  heart,  [smart; 

'nil  the  sweet  lip  of  woman  assuages  the 
'Tis  hers  o'er  tho  couch  of  misfortune  to  bend, 
In  fondness  a  lover,  in  firmness  a  friend ; 
And  prosperity's  hour,  bo  it  ever  confessed, 
From  woman  receives  both  refinement  and 

zest ;  [the  willow. 

And  adom'd  by  the  bayi  or  cnwreath'd  with 
Her  smile  is  our  meed,  and  her  bosom  om* 

pillow.  Tkomas  Moore. 

3030.  WOMEN,  Sunt  of. 
Jfid^otfL    ^'Thatfairfemaletroopthousaw'st^ 

thatseem'd 
Of  goddesses,  so  blithe,  so  smooth,  so  gay. 
Yet  empty  of  all  good  wherein  consists 
Woman's  domestic  honor  and  chief  praise ; 
Bred  only  and  completed  to  the  taste 
Of  lustful  appetence,  to  sing,  to  dance,  reye> 
To  dress,  and  troll  the  tongue,  ond  roll  tht 
To  these  that  sober  race  of  men,  whose  lives 
Religious  titled  them  the  sons  of  God, 
ShaU  yield  up  all  their  virtue,  all  their  fome^ 
Ignobly,  to  tiie  trains  and  to  the  smiles 
Of  these  fair  atheists,  and  now  swim  in  joy. 
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Ere  long  to  swim  at  large ;  and  laugh,  for 

which  [weep." 

The  world  ere  long  a  world  of  tears  must 

To  whom  thus  Adam  of  short  joy  bereft : 
'*0  pity  and  sbanie,  that  they  who  to  live  wdl 
Entered  so  fair  should  turn  aside  to  tread 
Paths  indirect,  or  in  the  midway  faint  I 
But  still  I  see  the  tenor  of  man^s  woo 
Holds  on  the  same,  from  woman  to  begdi."  < 

John  MMot^ 

3091.  WORD,  Qt)d*i. 

This  Book  unfolds  JehovaVs  mind, 
This  Voice  salutes  in  accents  kind, 
This  Friend  vdll  all  your  need  supply, 
This  Fountain  sends  forth  streams  of  Joy, 
This  Mine  affords  us  boundless  wealth, 
This  Good  Physician  gives  us  health. 
This  Sun  renews  and  warms  the  soul. 
This  Sword  lK>th  wounds  and  makes  us  whole. 
This  Letter  shows  our  sins  forgiven. 
This  Guide  conducts  us  safe  to  heaven. 
This  Charter  has  Ijeen  sealed  with  blood, 
This  Volume  is  the  Word  of  God. 

9039.  WOIU),  Trompet  of  ths^ 

In  the  beginning  was  the  Word : 

Athwart  the  chaois — ^night- 
It  gleamed  with  quick  creative  power, 

And  there  was  life*  and  light. 

Thy  Word,  O  God  I  is  living  yet. 

Amid  earth's  restless  strife, 
New  liarmony  creating  still. 

And  ever  higher  life. 

And  as  that  Word  moves  surely  on. 

The  light,  ray  after  ray. 
Streams  farther  out  athwart  the  dark. 

And  night  g^ws  into  day. 

O  Word  that  broke  the  stillness  first, 

Sound  on  I  and  never  cease. 
Till  all  Earth's  darkness  be  made  light. 

And  all  her  discord,  peace  I 

Till — ^wail  of  woo  and  clank  of  chain 

And  bruit  of  battle  stilled — 
The  world  with  thy  great  musical  pulse, 

O  Word  of  Love  I  be  thrilled; 

Till  selfish  passion,  strife,  and  wrong 
Thy  summons  shall  have  heard. 

And  thy  creation  bo  complete, 
O  Thou  Eternal  Word.  8.  Longfdlow. 

8093.  W0BB8,  Bloqusnt. 

That  glorious  burst  of  winged  words ! — how 

bound  they  from  his  tongue  1 
The  full  expression  of  the  mighty  thought, 

the  strong,  triumphant  argument^ 
The  rush  of  native  eloquence,  resistless  as 

Niagara, 
The  keen  demand,  the  clear  reply,  the  fine, 

poetic  image. 
The  mce  analog^y,  the  clinching  fact,  the 

metaphor  bold  and  free. 
The  grasp  of  concentrated  intellect  wielding 

the  omnipotence  of  truth. 

M,  F,  Tupper.     I 


9094.  WOSDBi  UK 

Words  are  things  of  little  cost, 
Quickly  spoken,  quickly  lost : 
We  forget  them,  but  they  stand 
Witnesses  at  God's  right  hand. 
And  their  testimony  bsar 
For  us  or  against  us  there. 
Oh  I  how  often  ours  have  been 
Idle  words,  and  words  of  sin  t 
Words,  of  anger,  scorn,  and  pride, 
Or  desire  our  faults  to  hide ; 
Envious  talcs,  or  strife  unldnd. 
Leaving  bitter  thoughts  behind. 

9095.  WOBDB,  Spbit  o& 

Words  are  mighty,  words  are  living — ^serpents 

with  their  venomed  stings, 
Or  bright  angels  crowding  round  us,  with 

heaven's  light  upon  their  wings : 
Every  word  has  its  own  spirit,  true  or  false, 

that  never  dies ; 
Every  word  man^s  lips  have  uttered  lives  on 

record  in  the  skies. 

9090.  WOBi;  (Ml  to. 

Listen  I  the  Master  beseechcth. 

Calling  each  one  by  his  name : 
His  voice  to  each  loving  heart  reacheth. 

Its  cheerfuUest  service  to  claim. 
Go  where  the  vineyard  demandoth 

Vine-dressers'  nurture  and  care ; 
Or  go  where  the  white  harvest  standeth, 

'Hie  joy  of  the  reaper  to  share. 

Seek  those  of  evil  behavior, 

Bid  them  their  lives  to  amend ; 
Qo  point  the  lost  world  to  the  Saviour, 

Ajud  be  to  the  friendless  a  friend. 
Still  be  the  lone  heart  of  anguish 

Soothed  by  the  pity  of  thine : 
By  waysides,  if  wounded  ones  languish, 

Qo  pour  in  the  oil  and  the  wine. 

WorV,  though  the  enemies*  laughter 

Over  the  valleys  may  sweep — 
For  God's  patient  workers  hereafter 

Shall  laughvwhen  the  enemies  weep. 
Ever  on  Jesus  reliant. 

Press  on  your  chivalrous  way — 
The  mightiest  Philistine  giant 

His  Davids  are  diartercd  to  slay. 

Work  for  the  good  that  is  nighest ; 

Dream  not  of  greatness  af^* ; 
That  glory  is  ever  the  highest 

Which  shines  upon  men  as  they  are. 
Work,  though  the  world  would  defeat  you ; 

Heed  not  its  slander  and  scorn ; 
Nor  weary  till  angels  shall  greet  you 

With  smiles  through  the  gates  of  the  monL 

Offer  thy  life  on  the  altar ; 

In  the  high  purpose  be  strong ; 
And  if  the  tired  spirit  should  falter. 

Then  sweeten  thy  labor  with  song. 
What,  if  the  poor  heart  comphdneth. 

Soon  shall  its  wailing  be  o'er; 
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For  there,  in  the  rest  which  remaSneth, 
It  shall  grieve  and  be  weary  no  more. 

\V,  Morley  ParUhon. 

9097.  WOBX,  OhrirtiAii. 

In  His  farrowed  fields  around  us, 
€k>d  has  work  for  all  who  will : 

Those  who  may  not  scatter  broadcast. 
Yet  may  plant  it  hiU  by  hilL 

Teaming  hearts  are  often  near  as, 
Conscious  of  their  Spirit-need  : 

These  are  hills  prepared  by  Heaven 
To  receive  the  predoos  seed. 

Shall  we  find  these  hills,  and  plant  them  t 
Shall  we  scatter  when  we  may  9 

Or  with  idle  hands  stand  waiting 
Till  the  seed-time  pass  away  Y 

Glory  wfuts  the  faithful  workmen 
"WTio  perform  their  Master^s  will : 

Then,  O  Christians !  will  ye  weary 
Of  this  planting  hill  by  hill  9 

Soon  lifers  springtime  will  be  over, 
And  its  aatamn  days  wiU  come : 

Happy  then  will  be  those  workmen 
Who  have  sheaves  to  cairy  home. 

A.  T.  AUU. 

9099.  WOBK,  Hope  kdL 

How  speaks  the  present  hoar  ?    Act  I 

Walk  upward  glancing ; 
So  shall  thy  footsteps  in  glory  be  traoed» 

Slow,  but  advancing. 
Scorn  not  the  smallness  of  daily  endeavor. 
Let  the  great  meaning  ennoble  it  ever; 
Droop  not  o*er  efforts  expended  in  vain ; 
Work,  as  believing  that  labor  is  g^ain. 

What  doth  the  future  say  t    Hope  I 

Turn  thy  face  sunward  I 
Look  where  the  light  fringes  the  far-rising 

Day  cometh  onward.      *  [slope, 

Watdi  tho*  so  long  be  the  twilight  delaying. 
Let  the  first  sunbeam  arise  on  thee  praying ; 
Fear  not,  for  greater  is  Ood  by  thy  side 
Than  armies  of  Satan  against  thee  alUed. 

9099.  WOBE,  HopolMfl. 

All  nature  seems  at  work.    Slugs  leave  their 

lair. 
The  bees  are  stirring — ^birds  are  on  the  wing, 
And  Winter,  slumbering  in  the  open  air. 
Wears  on  his  smiling  face  a  dream  of  Spring ; 
And  I,  the  while,  the  sole  unbusy  thinff. 
Nor  honey  make,  nor  pair,  nor  builo,  nor 
sing.  [blow, 

Tet  well  I  ken  the  banks  where  amaranths 
Have  traced  the  fount  whence  streams  of  nec- 
tar flow.  [inay* 
Bloom,  O  ye  amaranths  I  bloom  for  whom  ye 
For  me  ye  bloom  not!     Glide,  rich  streams, 
away  I                                        [stroU. 
With  lips  unbrightened,  wreathless  brow,  I 
And  would  you  learn  the  spells  that  drowse 
my  soul  ? 
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Work  without  hope  draws  nectar  in  a  sieva, 
And  hope  without  an  object  cannot  Uve. 

a.  7.  CoUHdffs. 

9090.  WOBK,  HjBB  O, 

Work,  for  time  is  flying; 

Work,  with  hearts  sincere ; 
Work,  for  souls  are  dying  ; 

Work,  for  night  is  near, 
In  the  Master's  vinevard 

Go  and  work  to-day ; 
Be  no  useless  sluggard, 

Standing  in  the  way. 

In  this  glorious  calling 

Work  till  day  is  o*er; 
Work,  tiU  evening  falling, 

Tou  can  work  no  more. 
Then  your  labor  bringing 

To  the  King  of  kings. 
Borne  with  joy  and  singing 

Home  on  angels'  wings. 

There  where  saints  adore  Him, 
Where  the  ransom'd  meet, 

Lay  thy  sheaves  before  Him, 
Lay  them  at  His  feet. 

Hear  thy  Master  saying. 
From  His  heaveijjiy  throne. 

When  thy  wages  paying, 

*'  Laborer,  wdU.  done  I  " 

Horatiui  Bona/r.     . 

9091.  WOBK,  InoentiTBi  tOi 

Faith  like  a  mustard-seed  can  move  a  lofty 

mountain. 
And  do  full  many  mighty  deeds  quite  past 

all  our  recounting. 
A  little  timely  zeal  is  good,   it  doth  the 

heart  inspire, 
A  little   spark  '  illuminates,   and  sets  each 

soul  on  fire ; 
A  little  charity  is  sweet ;  and  when  in  tribu- 
lation, 
A  little  patienoe  brings  the  soul  large  peace 

and  consolation. 
A  little  daily  cheerfulness,  a  little  self-denial, 
Will  make  our  lighter  troubles  less,  and 

help  each  heavier  trial ; 
A  little  union  s^es  to  Jhold  the  good  and 

tender-hearted, 
'Tis  firmer  than  a  chain  of  gold,  and  never 

can  be  parted. 
Then  let  love's  little  labors  be  the  earliest 

and  latest. 
For  in  God's  kingdom,^  all  must  know,  the 

least  shall  be  the  greatest 
Oh,  grant  us,  Lord  I   a  blened  shower  of 

heavenly  love  and  union. 
And  may  Thy  little  children  all  unite  in  full 

commnnion.  ML  F.  Tapper. 

9099,  WORK,  UnivmiL 

No  gain,  but  by  its  prioe ;   labor,  for  the 

poor  man's  meal, 
Ofttimes  heart-sickening  toil,  to  win  him  a 

morsel  for  his  hunger ; 
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Labor,  for  the  chapman  afc  his  trade,  a  dull, 
ttDTaried  round. 

Year  after  year,  unto  death;   yea,   what  a 
weariness  is  it  I 

Labor,  for  the  pale-faced  scribe,   drudging 
at  his  hated  desk, 

Who  bartereth  for  needful  pittance  the  un- 
told gold  of  health ; 

Labor,  with  fear,  for  the  merchant,  whose 
hopes  are  ventured  on  the  sea ; 

Labor,  with  care,  for  the  man  of  law,  respon- 
sible in  his  gains ; 

Labor,  with  envy  and  annoyance,  where  stran- 
gers will  thee  wealth : 

Labor,   with   indolence  and  gloom,   where 
wealth  falleth  from  a  father ; 

Labor,  unto  all,  whether  aching  thews,  or 
aching  head,  or  spirit — 

The  curse  on  the  sons  of  men,  in  all  their 
states,  is  labor. 

Neyertheless,  to  the  diligent,  labor  bringeth 
blessing : 

The  thought  of  duty  sweeteneth  toil,  and 
travail  is  a  pleasure ; 

And  time  spent  m  doing,  hath  a  comfort 
that  is  not  for  the  idle ; 

The  hardship  is  transmuted  into  joy,  by  the 
dear  alchemy  of  mercy ; 

Labor  is  good  for  a  man,  bracing  up  his 
energies  to  conquest. 

And  without  it  life  is  dull,  the  man  perceiv- 
ing himself  useless ; 

For  wearily  the  body  groaneth,  like  a  door 
on  rusty  hinges. 

And  the  grasp  of  the  mind  is  weakened,  as 
the  talons  of  a  caged  vulture. 

M.  F.  Tupper. 

8038.  WOSK,  Wftto1iwordo£ 

We^re  drawing  near  to- Jesus, 
Our  banner  waves  on  high. 

And  this  our  "watchword"  ever, 
We*ll  work  until  we  die. 

We  love  our  Master^s  service, 
And  ''seeing  eye  to  eye," 

With  grace  divine  to  help  us 
We'll  work  until  we  die. 

•    The  '  *  fields  are  white  to  harvest," 
The  days  are  speeding  by ; 
Go  forth  again,  ye  workers. 
And  work  until  you  die. 

The  *'  night  of  death  "  approaches 

And  angels  in  the  sky 
Repeat  the  chorus  ever. 

Go  work  until  you  die. 

SiUu  Fnrmer, 

9084.  WOBES,  Man'i. 

Man^s  work — ^how  much  the  word  has  said  I 

From  Moeris  Lake  to  fountain,  set. 

Like  diamond  in  a  coronet. 

Within  some  emerald  shade : 
From  garden-pale  to  China's  wall ; 
From  pyromia  to  plaything  small 

Which  infantas  touch  has  swayed ; 


From  mud-scoop'd  hut  to  royal  hall ; 
From  burial-vault  to  lighthouse  tall — 
The  loftiest  work,  the 'lowest — all 
Man's  master-hand  has  made. 

Art's  glorious  things,  that  give  the  mind 

Dominion  over  time  and  space ; 
The  silken  car  that  rides  the  wind : 

The  steel,  that  pathless  seas  can  trace ; 
The  engine,  breathing  fire  and  smoke. 
Which  first  old  Neptune's  trident  broke. 

And  sails  its  ships  'gainst  wind  and  tide : 
The  telescope,  that  sweeps  the  sky. 
And  brings  the  pilgrim  planet  nigh, 

Familiar  as  the  sun*s  pale  bride : 
The  microscopic  lens,  which  finds 

On  every  leaf  a  peopled  land, 
All  these,  which  aid  the  mightiest  minds. 

Were  wrought  and  fashion'd  by  the  hand. 

Oh,  when  its  gathered  trophies  stand. 
Like  magic  forms,  on  sea  and  land. 
In  fancy's  view — ^who  doth  not  cry, 
As  the  bright  vision  glideth  by. 
In  beauty,  power,  and  majesty— 

'*  Though  mind  Aladdin's  lamp  mi^t  be, 
His  Genie  was  the  hand  I  '*    Barak  J,  Mide, 

8085.  WOSKS,  Hatim'i  md  Man's. 

Compared  with  this  amazing  edifice. 
Raised  by  the  weakest  creatures  in  existence, 
What  are  the  works  of  intellectual  man  f 
Towers,  temples,  palaces,  and  sepulchres ; 
Ideal  images  in  sculptured  forms,     [panded. 
Thoughts  hewn  in  columns,  or  in  domes  ex- 
Fancies  through  every  maze  of  beauty  shown  ^ 
Pride,  gratitude,  affection  turned  to  marble. 
In  honor  of  the  living  or  the  dead ;  [art^ 

What  are  they  f — fine-wrought  miniatures  of 
Too  exquisite  to  bear  the  .weight  of  dew. 
Which  every  mom  lets  fall  m  pearls  upon 

them,  [relics. 

Till  all  their  pomp  sinks  down  in  mouldering 
Yet  in  their  ruin  lovelier  than  their  prime ! 
Dust  in  the  balance,  atoms  in  the  gale,  [deep. 
Compared  with  these  achievements  in  the 
Were  all  the  monuments  of  olden  time, 
In  days  when  there  were  giants  on  the  earth. 
Babel's  stupendous  folly,  though  it  aimed 
To  scale  heaven's  battlements,  was  but  a  toy. 
The  plaything  of  the  world  in  infancy ; 
The  ramparts,  towers,  and  gates  of  ^bylon. 
Built  for  eternity ;  though,  where  they  stood. 
Ruin  itself  stands  still  for  lack  of  work, 
And  Desolation  keeps  unbroken  Sabbath ; 
Great  Babylon,  in  its  full  moon  of  empire. 
Even  when  its  ''head  of  gold"  was  smitten 

oiS, 
And  from  a  monarch  changed  into  a  brute- 
Great  Babylon  was  like  a  wreath  of  sand. 
Left  by  one  tide  and  cancelled  by  the  next; 
Egypt's  dread  wonders,  still  defying  Time, 
Where  cities  have  been  crumbled  into  sandL 
Scattered  by  winds  beyond  the  Libyan  desert, 
Or  melted  down  into  the  mud  of  Nile, 
And  cast  in  tillage  o'er  the  corn-sown  fields, 
Where  Memphis  fiourished,  and  the  Pharaohs 

reigned ; 


TVORLID, 
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EgyP*'*  fif™y  P'l^  0^  hieroglyphic  CTandettr, 
That  have  snrviyed  the  langnage  vmich  they 

speak, 
Preserying  its  dead  emblems  to  the  eye, 
Tet  hiding  from  the  mind  what  these  reveal ; 
Her  pyramids  would  be  mere  pinnacles, 
Her  giant  stataes,  wrought  from  rocks  of 
But  puny  ornaments  for  such  a  pile  [granite, 
As  this  stupendous  mound  of  catacombs, 
Filled  with  dry  mummies  of  the  builder- 
worms.  James  Mantffomery. 

9006.  WOBLD,  A  BuniBg. 

Meanwhile  on  earth  the  quick  tempestuous 

flames, 
That  overthrew  the  rebel  armies,  spread 
From  fell  to  forest,  and  from  clime  to  clime, 
From  shore  to  shore,  from  island  on  to  isle, 
And  burning  continent  to  continent ; 
While  from  beneath  the  ocean  lava  floods 
Surged  up  until  the  very  waters  rolled 
Afl^e ;  and  clouds  of  smoke  and  seething 

steam 
Darkened  the  sky — a  space :  tiien  I  beheld. 
And  lo,  the  firmamental  heavens  themselves 
Were  kindled,  and  the  primal  elements 
Melted  with  heat,  and  one  vast  sea  of  fire, 
Its  waves  darting  their  hungry  tongues  aloof, 
Baptized  the  unreffenerate  earth  in  flame. 

mlward  Henry  BiekerstetK 

M3T.  WOSLIS  Flavor  of  the. 

In  Shiraz  grows  a  tree,  within  the  Sultan's 

bower. 
Which  bears  an  apple  one  half  sweet,  and 

one  half  sour.  [it  tastes 

Ah  I  such  an  apple  is  the  world.    How  sweet 
In  joy!  how  sour  when  turning  round  to 

grief  it  hastes  1 

Oriental,  tr,  hy  W.  R  Alger. 

a038.  WOSLD,  Lofo  of  iho. 

Lovo  not  the  world — 

Its  dreams,  its  songs,  its  lied ; 
They  who  have  followed  in  its  train  are  not 

The  true,  and  good,  and  wise. 
The  wise  and  good, 

Tfaey  choose  the  better  part ; 
To  the  true  world  that  is  to  come  they  give 

Ilie  true  and  single  heart 

Love  not  the  world  I 

He  in  whose  heart  the  love 
Of  vanity  has  found  a  place,  shuts  out 

The  enduring  world  above. 
Love  not  the  world  I 

However  fair  it  seem ; 
Who  loveth  this  fond  world — ^the  love  of  God 

Abideth  not  in  him. 

That  heart  of  thine 

For  God,  thy  God,  was  made  ; 
Who  loves  this  (Jod  of  love — ^he  lives ; 

Who  loveth  not,  is  dead. 
Though  this  wide  earth. 

With  all  its  love  and  gold. 
Were  his,  yet  still  he  liveth  not  whose  heart 

To  Gk)d  is  sealed  and  cold. 


Seek  not  the  world ! 

'Tis  a  vain  show  at  best; 
Bow  not  before  its  idol-shrine ;  in  God 

Find  thou  thy  joy  and  rest 

Sbratiue  Bonar, 

M39.  WOBLD,  Qiiiitio&  of  tho. 

What  is  the  world  ?  tell,  worldling,  if  tbou 

know  it. 
If  it  be  good,  why  do  all  ills  overflow  it  f 

If  it  l^  bad,  why  dost  thou  like  it  so  f 
If  it  be  sweet,  how  comes  it  bitter  then  t 
If  it  be  bitter,  what  bewitcheth  men  ? 

If  it  be  friend,  why  kills  it,  as  a  foe. 
Vain-minded  men  that  over-love  and  lust  it? 
If  it  be  foe,  fondling,  how  dar'st  thou  trust  it? 

Joshua  Sylvester, 

M40.  WOBU),  8alo  of  tho. 

The  world  for  sale  I     Hang  out  the  sign ; 

Call  every  traveller  here  to  me ; 
Who  Ul  buy  this  brave  estate  of  mine, 

And  set  this  weary  spirit  free  ? 
*Tis  going  I  yes,  I  mean  to  fling 

The  bauble  from  mv  soul  away, 
ril  sell  it,  whatsoe'er  it  bring ; 

The  world  at  auction  here,  to-day ! 


It  is  a  glorious  sight  to 

But,  ah !  it  has  deceived  me  sore, 
It  is  not  what  it  seems  to  bo. 

For  sale  I  it  shall  be  mine  no  more, 
Come,  turn  it  o'er  and  view  it  well, 

I  would  not  have  you  purchase  dear. 
'Tis  going  I  going  I  I  must  sell  t 

Who  bids  ?  who'll  buy  the  splendid  tear  9 

Here^s  wealth,  in  glittering  heaps  of  gold ; 

Who  bids  9    But  let  me  tell  you  fair, 
A  baser  lot  was  never  sold  I 

Who'll  buy  the  heavy  heaps  of  care  f 
And  here,  spread  out  in  broad  domain,  • 

A  goodly  landscape  all  may  trace. 
Hall,  cott^e,  tree,  field,  hill,  and  plain ; 

Who'll  buy  himself  a  burial-plaoe  f 

Here's  Love,  the  dreamy  potent  spell 

That  Beauty  flings  around  the  heart ; 
I  know  its  power,  alas  I  too  well ; 

lis  going  1  Love  and  I  must  part  I 
Must  part?  What  can  I  more  with  Love? 

All  over's  the  enchanter's  reign. 
Who'll  buy  the  plumeless,  dying  dove, 

A  breath  of  bliss,  a  storm  of  pain  ? 

And  Friendship,  rarest  gem  of  earth ; 

Who  e'er  hath  found  the  jewel  his  ? 
Frail,  fickle,  false  and  little  worth. 

Who  bids  for  Friendship — as  it  is  ? 
'Tis  going  I  going  I  hear  the  call ; 

Once,  twice  and  thrice,  'tis  very  low  I 
'Twas  once  my  hope,  my  stay,  my  all. 

But  now  the  broken  staff  must  go ! 

Fame  I  hold  the  brilliant  meteor  hiffh. 
How  dazzling  every  gilded  name! 

Ye  millions  I  now's  the  time  to  buy.  [Fame  ? 
How  much  for  Fame?  how  much  for 
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Hear  how  it  thunders  I    Would  jou  stand 
On  high  Olympus,  far  renowned, 

Now  purchase,  and  a  world  command, 
And  be  with  a  world^s  curses  crowned. 

Ambition,  fashion,  show,  and  pride, 

I  part  from  all  forever  now ; 
Grief,  in  an  overwhelming  tide, 

Has  taught  my  haughty  heart  to  bow* 
By  Death,  stem  sheriff !  all  bereft^ 

I  weep,  yet  humbly  kiss  the  rod ; 
The  best  of  all  Istillhave  left-- 

My  faith,  my  Bible,  and  my  Qod  I 

Balph  Eoyt. 

M41.  WOBLD,  Tha  Entioing. 

By  day  she  woos  me,  soft,  exceeding  fair : 
But  all  night  as  the  moon  so  changeth  she ; 
Loathsome  and  foul  with  hideous  leprosy, 

And  subtle  serpents  gliding  in  her  hair. 

By  day  she  woos  me  to  the  outer  air, 
Ripe  f iTuts,  sweet  flowers,  and  full  satiety : 
But  through  the  night,  a  beast  she  grins 
at  me, 

A  very  monster  void  of  love  and  prayer. 

By  day  she  stands  a  lie :  by  night  she  stands. 
In  ell  the  naked  horror  of  the  truth. 

With  pushing  horns  and  clawed  and  clutch- 
ing hands. 

Is  this  a  friend  indeed ;  that  I  should  sell 
My  soul  to  her,  give  her  my  life  and  youth, 

TiU  my  feet,  cloven  too,  take  hold  on  hell  ? 

Christina  G,  Bouetti. 

9043.  WORLDLinESS,  lofluAiioe  o£ 

The  world  is  too  much  with  us ;  late  and  soon, 
Getting  and  spending,  we  lay  waste  our 

powers ; 
Little  wc  see  in  nature  that  is  ours ;  [boon  I 

We  have  given  our  hearts  away,  a  sordid 

This  sea  that  bares  her  bosom  to  the  moon, 
The  winds  that  will  be  howling  at  all  hours 
And  are  up-gathered   now  bke  sleeping 
flowers — 

For  this,  for  everything,  we  are  out  of  tune ; 

It  moves  us  not     Great  God !  Vd  rather  be 

A  pagan  suckled  in  a  creed  outworn, 
So  might  I,  standing  on  this  pleasant  lea. 
Have  glimpses  that  would  make  me  less 
forlorn ; 
Have  sight  of  Proteus  rising  from  the  sea ; 
Or  hear  old  Triton  blow  his  wreathdd  horzL 

William  Wordivoarth, 

3043.  WOBLDLnrai  I>enriptio]i  of  tha. 

He  loves  this  world  of  strife, 

Hates  that  would  mend  it ; 
Loves  death  thafs  called  lif^ 

Fears  what  would  end  it. 
All  that  is  good  he*d  crush, 
Blmdly  on  sin  doth  rush — 
A  pricking,  thorny  bush, 

Such  Christ  was  crowned  with ; 
Their  worship^s  like  to  this — 
The  reed,  the  Judas  kiss : 
Such  the  religion  is 

That  these  abound  with ; 


They  mock  Christ  with  the  knee 

Whene'er  they  bow  it — 
As  if  Gk>d  did  not  see 

The  heart,  and  know  It 

Of  good  they  choose  the  least, 
Despise  that  which  is  best — 
Tlie  joyful,  heavenly  feast 

Which  Christ  would  give  them ; 
Heaven  hath  scarce  one  cold  wish ; 
They  live  unto  the  flesh  ; 
like  swine  they  feed  on  wash — 

Satan  doth  drive  them. 
Like  weeds,  they  grow  in  mire 

Which  vices  nourish- 
Where,,  warmed  by  Satan's  Are, 

All  sins  do  flourish. 

Richard  BaxUr, 

3044.  WOfiLDUVa,  Work  of  tlio. 

The  worldling  first  of  all  eradicates, 
As  much  as  possible,  from  out  his  mind. 
All  thought  of  death,  God,  and  eternity ; 
Admires  the  world,  and  thinks  of  Time  alone ; 
Avoids  the  Bible,  all  reproof  avoids ; 
Rocks  conscience,  if  he  can,  asleep ;  puts  out 
The  eye  of  reason ;  prisons,  tortures,  binds ; 
And  makes  her  thus,  by  violence  and  force. 
Give  wicked  evidence  against  herself : 
Lets  passion  looae;   the  substance  leaves; 

pursues 
The  shadow  vehemently,  but  ne'er  o'ertakes ; 
Puts  by  the  cup  of  holiness  and  joy ; 
And  drinks,  carouses  deeply  in  the  bowl 
Of  death ;  grovels  in  dust ;  pollutes,  destroys 
His  soul ;  is  miserable  to  acquire 
More  misery ;  deceives  to  be  deceived ; 
Strives,  labors  to  the  last,  to  shun  the  truth ; 
Strives,  labors  to  the  last,  to  damn  himself ; 
Turns   desperate,    shuddera,    groans,    blas- 
phemes, and  dies,  [woe. 
And  sinks — where  could  he  else  ? — io  endless 
And  drinks  the  wine  of  God's  eternal  wrath. 

Robert  JMlok. 

3045.  WOBLDLDTGfl,  Ways  of. 

Lo !  here  spread  out  the  plains  of  heavenly 
light,  [bright 

And  narrow  way,  that  ends  where   all  is 
Behold,  with  glob»i  upon  the  lightsome  green. 
To  different  work  address'd,  two  men  are  seen. 
With  careless  ease  one  rolls  his  globe  along. 
And  follows  after  full  of  murth  and  song ; 
The  other  strives  to  move  his  world^s  vast 

weight 
Uphill,  toward  the  brightly  shining  gate ; 
He  strives  in  vain ;  the  globe,  though  in  the 
track,  [bade ; 

Still  downward  tending  drives  him  farther 
And  though  they  seem  contituy  roads  to  go,* 
They  meet  together  in  the  vale  below. 
Thus  some  pursue  an  open  course  of  sin ; 
Some  Christ  profess,  yet  hold  the  world  within; 
Though  these  appear  to  play  a  different  game, 
Their  fate  is  equal,  and  their  end  the  same. 

W.  Bolmm. 
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SM6.  WOBSHIF,  looeptaU«. 

Two  altars  are  npreared  in  yonder  plain ; 

Two  woTshipperB  with  different  gifts  draw 

Two  sacrifices  are  presented  there,     [near ; 
Heaven's  merdfal  approval  to  obtain. 
One  brings  a  bloody  offering,  and  the  slain 

Crimsons  earth*s  beauteous  carpet  with  its 
gore; 
A  lamb — a  sinless  victim — ^there  is  slain ; 

Such  sacrifice  Earth  never  saw  before. 
Upon  the  other  altar  luscious  fruits, 

Like  incense,  are  in  rich  profusion  piled, 
Mixed  with  earth^s  ripened  grain,  its  fruitful 
roots,  [wild. 

And  gorgeous  flowers,  aU  beautiful  and 
Which  of  these  two  oblations  will  be  found 
Host  worthy — ^tribute  from  the  flock,  or  from 
the  ground  ? 

Heaven  takes  the  former,  but  the  latter  spurns ; 

One  lifts  his  head  to  heaven  to  thank  the 
Giver, 

Kor  thinks  to  mourn  his  lost  condition  ever ; 
With  Pharisaic  pride  his  spirit  bums. 
But  in  deep  penitence  the  other  turns 

His  downcast  eyes  to  earth,  in  sorrow  bent ; 
He  offers  bleeding  innocence,  and  yearns 

Vicarious  release  from  punishment 
The  promised  Christ  to  oruise  the  serpent's 
head. 

The  substitute  for  man,  is  shadowed  here ; 
And  Heaven  approves  the  gift — accepts  the 

The  prindple  of  future  trust  is  there,  [deed, 
Abel,  by  faith,  Heaven^s  favor  thus  obtains 
For  a  more  excellent  sacrifice  by  far  than 
Cain's.  GharleB  OhurehiU. 

9047*  W0B8HIP,  Ewmalj, 

The  trump  of  God,  by  Michael  blown, 
Summoned  our  glad  rejoicing  multitudes 
To  holy  convocation.    And  had  hearts 
Of  weary  pilgrims  in  the  wilderness 
Oft  fainted  for  His  courts  of  prayer,  and 
His  earthly  tabernacles  amiable,  [found 

Uttering  their  iwmts  in  broken  sobs  andsighs, 
And  lilting  the  story  of  His  love  [pear'd. 
From  tremulous  lips  9  Had  many  a  spot  ap- 
Where,  two  or  three  thus  gathered  in  His 

Name, 
The  house  of  God  and  very  gate  of  heaven  9 
O  far  exceeding  weight  of  glory,  when 
Angftla  and   saints,   commingling  hosts  of 

light,  [mute, 

No  laggard  heart,  no  voice  unmatched  or 
We  lo^t  before  our  Father's  visible  throne. 
And  saw  the  Sevenfold  Spirit  as  lamps  of  fire. 
And  read  our  names  upon  Messiah's  breast. 
And  heard  the  music  of  His  robe  (the  while 
He  pass'd  the  crystal  sea,  bearing  aloft 
'Die  incense  of  His  meritorious  love), 
And  saw  Him  touch  the  golden  mercy-seat. 
And  worshipp'd,  as  the  Oracle  of  God    [ing. 
Came,  from  amid  Cherubic  wings,  prodaim- 
**  This  is  My  Son  Beloved ;  hear  ye  Him." 
And  when  the  Prince,  the  Prophet  of  His 

Churdi, 
Spake  of  His  Father  in  our  ears,  and  showed 


The  unfathomable  glories  of  ESs  Name, 
Until  the  love  which  dwelt  In  the  Triune  [us ; 
Dwelt  in  our  hearts — ^Emmanuel,  God  with 
And  oftentimes,   Chief   Minstrel   as    Chief 

Priest, 
While  every  heart  was  vibrating  with  love, 
Himself  sang  Hallelujah,  to  the  sound 
Of  thousand  times  ten  thousand  angel  harps, 
Which  instantly  in  perfect  unison  [joy 

Roll'd  from  the  golden  fioor  their  waves  of 
Against  the  emnyrean's  crystal  roof;       [tide 
Then  who  coula  choose  but  swell  the  mighty 
Of  music  with  concerting  harp  and  voice, 
Until  the  courts  of  Zion  were  fulfiU'd 
With   fra^rrance  of   delight,  and  songs   of 

praise?    Edward  Smry  Bickenteth. 

3048.  W0S8EIF,  Fkoei  o£ 

Spirit  I  whose  lifensustaining  presence  fills 
Air,  ocean,  central  depths,  by  man  untried. 
Thou  for  thy  worshippers  hast  sanctified 
All  place,  all  time  I    The  silence  of  the  hills 
Breathes  veneration :  founts  and  choral  rills 
Of  these  are  murmuring :  to  its  inpiost  glade 
The  living  forest  with  Thy  whisper  thnlls, 
And  there  is  holiness  on  every  shade. 
Yet  must  the  thoughtful  soul  of  man  invest 
With  dearer  consecration  those  pure  fanes. 
Which,  severed  from  all  sound  of  earth's  un- 
rest. 
Hear  naught  but  suppliant  or  adoring  strains 
Rise  heavenward.    Ne'er  may  rock  or  cave 

possess 
Their  claim  on  human  hearts  to  solemn  ten- 
derness. Mtb,  F.  D,  HemoM. 

3M9.  WOBSHIF,  Seoority  ofi 

As  one,  in  days  of  old,  would  fly 
To  some  protecting  shrine, 
From  dread  pursuers  threat'ning  nigh, 
And,  panting,  there  recline— 
Lord,  to  Thy  dwelling  I  repair. 
And  ding  around  Thine  altar  there  I 

Or,  as  the  swallow,  chased  away 
From  cruel  man's  abode. 
Beneath  Thy  sacred  walls  will  lay 
Her  cherished  young,  O  Gk)d  I 
So  there  I  oft  that  peace  obtain. 
Which  elsewhere  I  have  sought  in  vain. 

When  sheltered  safe,  well  pleased  we  hear 
The  waves  and  tempest  roar ; 
And  raginff  winds,  without,  endear 
The  warmui  within  Thee  more ; 
O  thus  I  feel,  from  peril  free, 
Retired  within  Thy  sanctuary. 

Or  it  miffht  seem  as  if  my  boat 
O'er  raffing  seas  had  passed. 
And  calmly  were  allowed  to  float 
To  some  bright  isle  at  last, 
There  to  refit  the  shattered  sail^ 
Ere  yet  again  she  tempt  the  gale. 

The  world's  tempestuous  ocean  dark, 
Around  still  foams  and  swells. 
But  Thou  art  as  the  happy  ark 
Where  only  safety  dwells, 
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And  peace ;  who  skims  that  troubled  sea, 
Returns  the  olire  branch  to  Thee. 

Farewell,  thou  dark  and  stormy  world ; 

Farewell  thy  grief  arid  fear ; 

The  port  is  won,  the  sails  are  furled, 

Te  cannot  touch  me  here ! 

Bat  welcome,  peace  and  rapture,  now, 

And,  O  my  Saviour,  welcome  Thou  I 

Townsend, 

dOMu  W0S8HIF,  Sodftl 

There  is  a  joy,  which  angels  well  may  prize ; 

To  see,  and  hear,  and  aid  Gk)d*8  worship, 

when  [men. 

Unnumbered  tongues,  a  host  of  Christian 

Youths,    matrons,     maidens    join.      Their 

sounds  arise, 
**  Like  many  waters:  "  now  glad  symphonies 
Of  thanks  and  glory  to  our  €k>d ;  and  then. 
Seal  of  the  social  pray>,  the  loud  Amen  I 
Faith^s  common  pleoge ;  contrition^s  mingled 
cries.  [young, 

Thns,  when  the  Church  of  Christ  was  hale  and 
She  called  on  God,  one  spirit  and  one 
voice :  [new  strung, 

Thus  from  corruption  cleansed,  with  health 
Her  sons  she  nurtured.    O,  be  theirs  the 
choice, 
What  duty  bids,  to  worship  heart  and  tongue. 
At  once  to  pray,  at  once  in  God  rejoice  1 

Bishop  Mant. 

3M1.  W0B8HIF,  True. 

True  faith  nor  biddeth  nor  abideth  form. 
The  bended  knee,  the  eye  uplift  is  all   [bear. 
"Which  man  need  render ;  edl  which  God  can 
What  to  the  faith  are  forms?    A  passing 

speck, 
A  crow  upon  the  sky.    God's  worship  is 
That  only  He  inspires ;  and  His  bright  words, 
Writ  in  the  red-leaved  volume  of  the  heart, 
Return  to  Him  in  prayer,  as  dew  to  heaven. 
Our  proper  good  we  rarely  seek  or  make ; 
Mindless  of  our  immortal  powers  and  their 
Immortal  end,  as  is  the  pearl  of  its  worth, 
The  rose  its  scent,  the  wave  its  purity. 

PMlip  James  Bailey. 

3059.  WOBTH,  Ken  o£ 

t3k)d  gives  us  men.    A  time  like  this  demands 
Strong  minds,  great  hearts,  true  faith  and 

ready  hands : 
Men  whom  the  lust  of  office  does  not  kill ; 
Men  whom  the  spoils  of  office  cannot  buy ; 
Men  who  possess  opinions  and  a  will ; 
Men  who  have  honor — men  who  will  not  lie ; 
Men  who  can  stand  before  a  demagogue 
And  scorn  his  treacherous  flatteries  without 

winking ; 
Tall  men  sun-crowned,  who  live  above  the  fog 
In  public  duty,  and  in  private  thinking — 
For  while  the  rabble,  with  their  thomb-wom 

creeds. 
Their  large  professions  and  their  little  deeds, 
Mingle  in  selfish  strife,  lo  1  Freedom  weeps, 
Wrong  rules  the  land,  and  waiting  Justice 

sleeps. 


aM8.  WRATH,  ViotimB  oft 

'Tis  not  the  want  of  time,  nor  means,  nor  good 

intent, 
That  has  these  millions  to  perdition  sent ; 
But  'tis  the  Siren  who,  his  victims  to  betray. 
Persuades  with  honeyed  words  repentance  to 

delay.  [song 

Delay  's  the  Siren's  name,  whose  fascinating 
Lures  and  deceives  the  maddened,  swelling 

throng.  *      [gates, 

Delay 's  the  ratal  cause  that  bars  the  heavenly 
And  tortures  with  an  agony  which  ne'er  abates. 

3M4.  TEAB,  Old  and  Hew. 

No  pause,  no  rest,  no  visual  line 
Between  the  years  that  come  and  go  I 
For  some  too  fast,  for  some  too  slow ; 
Time  never  stops  to  sleep  or  dine. 
But  on  and  on  with  steady  flight 
He  keeps,  untired,  by  day — ^by  night, 
And  boys  and  girls,  ere  yet  aware. 
Find  threads  of  silver  in  their  haii^ 

Their  love  of  quiet  growing  stronger ; 
And,  haply,  by  these  tokens  know« 
What  kind  friends  told  them  long  ago. 
That  they  are  boys  and  girls  no  longer. 

Still  on — as  silent  as  a  ghost  I 
Seems  but  a  score  of  days,  all  told. 

Or  but  a  month  or  two  at  most. 
Since  our  last  New  Year's  song  we  trolled. 
And  lo  I  that  New  Year  now  is  Old. 

And  here  we  stand  to  say  **  Good-by  I  ** 

Brief  words — and  yet,  we  scarce  know  why, 

They  bring  a  moisture  to  the  eye, 
And  to  the  heart  some  quakes  and  aches ; 

We  speak  them  very  tenderly. 

With  half  a  sob  and  half  a  sigh — 

*  *  Old  Year,  good-by  I     Old  Year,  good-by  1  •' 
For  what  it  brought,  for  what  it  takes, 
We  love  it,  and  for  loved  ones'  sakes ; 

Prized  for  its  hours  of  happiness. 

Nor  for  its  sacred  sorrows  less ; 

For  all  it  gave  through  toil  and  strife 

Of  new  significance  to  life — *  [lime^ 

New  breadths,  new  depths,  new  heights  sab- 

And,  haply,  kingship  over  Time ! 

Accept  our  thanks,  Old  Year !  for  these, 

And  for  all  precious  memories 

Of  love,  of  grief,  of  joy,  of  pain. 

Whose  ministry  was  not  in  vain. 

And  so  we  sadly  lay.  Old  Year ! 
Our  love-wreath  on  thy  snowy  bier, 
Our  love-Wreath,  moistened  by  a  tear ; 
And,  turning  from  our  brief  adieu. 
With  kindly  welcome  hail  the  New ; 
True  to  the  Ruling  Power,  we  sing,  [King !  *• 
'*The  Emg  is  dead!"    **Long   Uve   the 

W,  K  BuHrigK 

3095.  TEAS,  Th»  ])ji]ig. 

And  thou,  gray  voyager  to  the  breeaseless  sea 
Of  infinite  Oblivion,  speed  thou  on ! 

Another  gift  of  Time  succeedeth  thee,  [done 
Freeh  from  the  hand  of  God  I  for  thou  hast 
The  errand  of  thy  destiny,  and  none 
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May  dream  of  thy  returning.     Go  I  and  bear 

Mortality's  frail  records  to  thy  cold, 
Eternal  prison-house ;  the  midnight  prayer 
Of  suffering  bosoms,  and  the  f everea  care 
Of  worldly  hearts;   the  miser^s  dream  of 
gold;  [light 

Ambition's  grasp  at  greatness ;  the  quenched 
Of  broken  spirits ;  the  f or^ven  wrong. 
And  the  abiding  curse.    Ay,  bear  along 
These  wrecks  of  tmne  own  maldng.     Lo  I  thy 

kneU 
Oathers  upon  the  windy  breath  of  night, 
Its  last  and  faintest  echo  I  Fare  thee  well  I 

J.  G.  WhiUier. 


80M.  TE8T£]U)AT|  LeHHOt  vt 

Now  shall  the  mangled  stump  teach  proud 

man  a  lesson ; 
Now  can  we  from  that  elm-tree*s  sap  distil 

the  wine  of  Truth. 
Heed  yc  those  hundred  rings,  concentric  from 

the  core. 
Eddying  in  various  waves  to  the  red  bark's 

shore-like  rim  t 
These  be  the  ff athering  of  yesterdays,  present 

all  to-day; 
This  is  the  tree*s  Judgment^  self-history  that 

cannot  be  gainsaid : 
Beren  years  agone  there  was  a  drought— and 

the  seventh  ring  is  narrowed ; 
The  fifth  from  hence  was  half  a  deluge — the 

fifth  is  cellular  and  broad. 
Thus,  Man,  thou  art  a  result,  the  growth  of 

many  yesterdays, 
That  stamp  thy  secret  soul  with  marks  of 

weal  or  woe : 
Thou  art  an  almanac  of  self,  the  living  record 

of  thy  deeds : 
Spirit  hath  its  scars  as  well  as  body,  sore  and 

aching  in  their  season : 
Here  is  a  Imot — it  was  a  crime;  there  is  a 

canker — selfishness ; 
Lol  here,  the  heart- wood  rotten;  lo,  there, 

perchance,  the  sap-wood  sound. 
Nature  teachcth  not  in  vain ;  thy  works  are 

in  thee,  of  thee ;  [errors : 

Some  present  evil  bent  hath  grown  of  older 
And  what  if  thou  be  walking  now  uprightly  ? 

Salve  not  thy  wounds  with  poison, 
Ab  if  a  petty  goodness  of  to-day  hath  blotted 

out  the  sin  of  yesterday : 
It  is  well  thou  hast  life  and  light ;  and  the 

Hewer  showeth  mercy. 
Dressing  the  root,  pruninff  the  branch,  and 

looking  for  thy  tardy  fruits ; 
But,  even  here,  as  thou  standest,  cheerful  be- 

likOf  and  careless, 
The  stains  of  ancient  evil  are  upon  thee,  the 

record  of  thy  wrong  is  in  thee ; 
For  a  curse  of  many  yesteraays  is  thine,  many 

yesterdays  of  sin. 
That,  haply,  little  heeded  now,  shall  blast  thy 

many  moirows.  JT.  F.  TSifper. 

3II57.  YOUTH,  Ardor  oC 

Who  shall  guess  what  I  may  be  ? 
Who  can  tdl  my  fortune  to  me? 


For  bravest  and  brightest  that  ever  was  sung 
May  be— and  shsdl  be — the  lot  of  the  young ! 

Hope,  with  her  prizes  and  victories  won. 
Shines  in  the  blaze  of  my  morning  sun — 
Conquering  Hope,  with  golden  ray. 
Blessing  my  landscape  far  away. 

All  my  meadows  and  hills  are  green. 
And  rippling  waters  glance  between — 
All  my  skies  are  rosy  bright. 
Laughing  in  triumph  at  yesternight. 

My  heart,  my  heart  within  me  swells. 
Panting  and  stirring  its  hundred  welk ; 
For  youth  is  a  noble  seed,  that  springs 
Into  the  flower  of  heroes  and  kingb  t  • 

Rich  in  the  present,  though  poor  in  the  past, 
I  yearn  for  the  future,  vague  and  vast ; 
And  lo,  what  treasure  of  glorious  things 
Giant  Futurity  sheds  from  his  wings  t 

Pleasures  are  there,  like  dropping  balms, 
And   glory  and    honor  with  chaplcts  and 
palms,  [health. 

And  mind  well  at  ease,  and  gladness,  and 
A  river  of  peace,  and  a  mine  of  wealth  I 

Away  with  your   counsels,  and  hinder  me 

not — 
On,  on  let  me  press  to  my  brilliant  lot ; 
Toung  and  strong,  and  sanguine  and  free, 
How  knowest  thou  what  I  may  be  ? 

jr.  F,  Tapper, 

3MS.  TOUTH,  Death  in. 

Like  other  tyrants,  Death  delights  to  smite. 
What  smitten,  most  proclaims  the  pride  of 
And  arbitrary  nod.  His  joy  supreme,  [power 
To  bid  the  wretch  survivn  the  fortunate ; 
The  feeble  wrap  the  athletic  in  his  shroud ; 
And  weeping  fathers  build  their  children's 
tomb :  [date  f 

Me  thine,  Nabctssa  1    What  though  short  thy 
Virtue,  not  rolling  suns,  the  mind  matures. 
That  life  is  long  which  answera  life's  great 

end. 
The  time  that  bears  no  fruit  deserves  no  name. 
The  man  of  wisdom  is  the  man  of  years. 
In  hoary  youth,  Methuselehs  may  die : 
O,  how  misdated  on  their  flattering  tombs-f 

Edward  Youfig, 

Mft9.  TOUTH9  DiuBflhantedi 

Lower  the  sails  of  pride,  rash  youth ; 
Stand  to  the  lowly  tiller  of  truth ; 
Quick  I  or  your  limber  bark  shall  be 
The  sport  of  the  winds  on  a  stormy  sea. 

Care  and  peril,  in  lieu  of  joy. 
Guilt  and  dread  may  be  thine,  proud  boy : 
Lo,  thy  mantling  chalice  of  life  [strife. 

Is  foaming  with  sorrow,  and  sickness,  and 

Cheated  by  pleasure,  and  sated  with  pain — 
Watching  for  honor,  and  watching  in  vain — 
Aching  in  hetat^  and  ailing  in  head, 
Weari^  earning  daily  bread. 
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It  18  welL    I  disoem  a  tear  on  thy  cheek ; 
It  is  well — ^thoa  art  huihbled,  and  silent,  and 

meek: 
Kow— courage  again  I  and,  with  peril  to  oope, 
Gird  thee  with  vigor,  and  hebn  thee  with 

hope  I  M.  F,  Tupper. 

M60.  YOUTH,  HopeftihiMi  o£ 

Congenial  HofeI     thy    passion-kindling 

power,  [troubled  hour ! 

How  bright,    how   strong,   in  youth's  un- 

On  yon  proud  height,  with  Genius  hand  in 

hand, 
I  see  thee  liglit,  and  wave  thy  golden  wand. 
**Go,  child  of  Heaven  I  (thy  winged  words 
proclaim,}  [fame !  " 

'Tis  thine  to  search  the  boundless  fields  of 
ho  I  Newton,  priest  of  Nature,  shines  afar. 
Beans  the  wide  world,  and  numbers  every 

star  I 
Wilt  thou  with  him  mysterious  rites  apply, 
And  watch  the  shrine  with  wonder-beaming 

eye? 
Yes,  thou  shalt  mark,  with  magic  art  pro- 
found, [sound : 
The  speed  of  light,  the   circling  march  of 
With   Franklin  grasp  the  lightning's  fiery 

wing. 
Or  yield  the  lyre  of  Heaven  another  string. 

Thoma$  Campbm, 

9061.  TOUTH;  ImmortaL 

Yet  grieve  thou  not,  nor  think  thy  youth  is 

gone,  [die. 

eem  that  glorious  season  e'er  could 
Thy  pleasant  youth,  a  little  while  withdrawn, 

Waits  on  the  horizon  of  a  brighter  sky ; 

Waits,  like  the  mom,  that  folds  her  wing  and 

hides  [hour ; 

Till  the  slow  stars  bring  back  her  dawning 

Waits,  like  the  vanished  spring,  that  slumber  • 

ing  bides  [flowei. 

Her  own  sweet  time  to  waken  bud  and 


There  shall  he  welcome  thee,  when  thou  shalt 

stand  [more  sweet. 

On  his  bright  morning  hills,  with  smiles 

Than  when  at  first  he  took  thee  by  the  hand, 

Through  the  fair  earth  to  lead  thy  tender 

feet.  [still, 

He  shall  bring  back,  but  brighter,  broader 

Life's  early  glory  to  thine  eyes  again,    [fill 

Shall  clothe  thy  spirit  with  new  strength,  and 

Thy  leaping  heart  with  warmer  love  than 

then. 

Hast  thou  not  glimpses,  in  the  twilight  here. 

Of  mountains  where  immortal  mom  pre- 
vails ?  [ear 
Gomes  there  not,  through  the  silence,  to  tliioe 

A  gentle  rustling  of  the  morning  gales ; 
A  murmur,  wafted  from  that  glonous  shore. 

Of  streams  that  water  banks  forever  fair, 
And  voices  of  the  loved  ones  gone  before, ' 

More  musical  in  that  celestial  air  ? 

WiUicbm  CuUen  Bryant, 


MM.  YOUTH,  Setonlits. 

There  are  gains  for  all  our  losses, 

There  are  balms  for  all  our  pain, 
But  when  youth,  the  dream,  depaits. 
It  takes  something  from  our  hearts^ 
And  it  never  comes  again. 

We  are  stronger,  and  are  better. 
Under  mamiood's  sterner  reign ; 
.  Still  we  feel  that  something  sweet 
Followed  youth,  with  flying  feet, 
And  will  never  come  again. 

Something  beautiful  is  vanished. 
And  we  sigh  for  it  in  vain ; 

We  behold  it  everywhere. 

On  the  earth,  and  in  the  air, 
But  it  never  comes  ^^ain. 

Richard  J&iry  Stoddard 

3063.  YOUTH,  Bqiuadered. 

Ah,  five-and-twenty  years  ago  had   I   but 

planted  seeds  of  trees. 
How  now  I  should  enjoy  their  shade  and  see 

their  fruit  swing  in  the  breeze  I 

Oriental  tr.  hy  W,  J2L  Alger. 

9064.  YOUTH,  Um  o£ 

Gather  ye  rose-buda  while  ye  may. 

Old  time  is  still  a  flying, 
And  this  same  flower  that  smiles  to-day. 

To-morrow  wlQ  be  dying. 

The  glorious  lamp  of  Heaven,  the  sun. 

The  higher  he's  a  getting. 
The  sooner  will  his  race  be  run, 

And  nearer  he's  to  setting. 

That  age  is  best  which  is  the  first 
When  youth  and  blood  are  warmer; 

But  being  spent,  the  worse,  and  worst 
Times  still  succeed  the  former. 

Then  be  not  coy,  but  use  your  time, 
And  while  ye  may,  go  marry ; 

For  having  lost  but  once  your  prime. 
You  may  forever  tarry. 

Bdbert  Herriek, 

3005.  YOUTH,  Seal  in. 

Oh  I  be  thou  zealAus  in  thy  youth ; 
Fill  every  day  with  noble  toils, 
Fight  for  the  victories  of  Truth, 
And  deck  thee  with  her  deathless  q>Qi]&, 
For  those  whose  lives  are  in  retreat, 
Their  valor  and  ambition  flown, 
In  vain  the  'larum  drum  is  beal^ 
In  vain  the  battle-trumpet  blown  1 

Ori&ntal,  tr.hyW.If.  Alger. 

80M.  ZEAL,  Ohziitisii. 

Would'st  thou  the  mansions  of  the   blest 

attain, 

(As  who«  would  not,  for  who  would  fain 

refuse  [choose?) 

Blessing  and  life,  and   death   and   evil 

Look  upward,  eyes  and  heart,  to  yon  bright 

fane  ^  [strain 

On  that  sky-pierdng  mount,  and  toward  it 
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With  loins  well  girt,  and  on  thy  feet  the 

shoes 
Of  Gospel  preparation  I     God  endnes 
With  strength  who  seek  His  face,  bnt  spare 
not  pain  [g&^te 

Meanwhile,  and*  toil  to  boot     Thou  on  the 
Fix  firm  thy  gaze,  nor  heed  the  Inre  that 
lies  [straight 

On  right,  on  left,  to  tempt  thee  from  the 
And  onward  path.    Mark  well  the  prof- 
fered prize,  [wait 
Strive,  win,  and  wear  it  I     Shame  and  sorrow 
On  feeble  feet,  faint  heart,  and  wavering 
eyes.                             Bishop  Mant. 

8067.  ZEAL,  Fntent 

Bise  from  your  dreams  of  the  future. 

Of  gaining  some  hard-fought  field. 
Of  storming  some  airy  fortress, 

Or  bidding  some  ffiant  yield. 
Your  future  has  deeds  of  glory, 

Of  honor  (God  grant  it  may). 
But  your  aim  will  never  bo  stronger, 

Or  the  need  so  great  as  to-day. 

Rise,  for  the  day  is  passing  1 

The  low  sound  that  you  scarcely  hear 
Is  the  enemy  marching  to  battle ; 

Arise !  for  the  foe  is  near  1 
Stay  not  to  sharpen  your  weapons, 

Or  the  hour  will  strike  at  last, 
When,  from  dreams  of  a  coming  battle, 

You  may  wake  to  find  it  past 

3068.  ZEAL,  Uzged. 

Up  I  ^tis  no  dreaming  time !  awake  I  awake  I 
For  He  who  sits  on  the  high  Judge^s  seat, 
Doth  in  His  record  mark  each  wasted  hour, 
£ach  idle  word.     Take  heed  thy  shrinking 
soul  [stancte 

Find  not  their  weight  too  heavy,  when  it 
At  that  dread  bar  from  whence  is  no  appeal. 
Lo  I  while  ye  trifle,  the  light  sands  steal  on. 
Leaving  the  hour-glass  empty,  and  thy  life 
Glideth  away ;  stamp  wisaom  on  its  hours. 

Mrs.  L.  H,  Bigourney, 

M60.  ZIOH,  Oaihering  ta 

Desire  of  every  land  1    The  nations  came, 
And  worshipped  at   her  feet;   all  nations 
came,  [tribes. 

Flocking   like   doves.      Columba^s  painted 
That  from  Magellan  to  the  Frozen  Bay, 
Beneath  the  Ai'ctic  dwelt,  and  drank  the  tides 
Of  Amazona,  prince  of  earthly  streams ; 
Or  slept  at  noon  beneath  the  giant  shade 
Of  Andes^  mount;  or  rovins  northward,  heard 
Niagara  nng,  from  Erie^s  billow  down 
To  Frontcnac,  and  hunted  thence  the  fur 
To  Labrador.     And  Afric's  dusky  swarms, 
That  from  Morocco  to  Angola  dwelt, 
And  drank  the  Niger  from  his  native  wells. 
Or  roused  the  lion  in  Numidia's  groves ; 
The  tril)es  that  sat  among  the  fabled  cliffs 
Of  Atlas,  looking  to  Atlanta^s  wave. 
With  joy  and  mclodjr  arose  and  came ; 
2Sara  awoke,  and  came ;  and  Egypt  came, 


Casting  her  idol  gods  into  the  Nilc.^ 
Black  Ethiopia,  that  shadowless, 
Beneath  the  Torrid  burned,  arose  and  came : 
Dauma  and  Medra,  and  the  pii*ate  tribes 
Of  Algeri,  with  incense  came,  and  pure 
Offerings,  annoying  now  the  seas  no  more. 
The  silken  tribra  of  Asia  flocking  came, 
Innumerous ;  Ishmael^s  wandering  race,  that 
On  camels  o*er  the  spicy  tracjt  that  lay    [rode 
From  Persia,  to  the  Red  Sea  coast :  the  king 
Of  broad  Cathay,  with  numbers  infinite, 
Of  many-lettered  casts ;  and  all  the  tribes 
That  dwelt  from  Tigris  to  the  Ganges^  wave. 
And  worshipped  fire,  or  Brahma,  fabled  god  I 
Cashmeres,  Circassians,  Banyans,  tender  race ! 
That  swept  the  insect  from  their  path,  and 

lived  [dwelt 

On  herbs  and  fruits ;  and  those  who  peaceful 
Along  the  shady  avenue  that  stretched 
From  Agra  to  Lahore :  and  all  the  hosts 
That  owned  the  Crescent  late,  deluded  long. 
The  Tartar  hordes  that  roamed  from  Oby^s 

bank,  [WalL 

Ungovemed,  southward  to  the  wondrous 
The  tribes  of  Europe  came;  the  Greek,  re- 
deemed [Gaul 
From  Turkish  thrall ;  the  Spaniard  came,  and 
And  Britain  with  her  ships ;  and  on  his  sledge. 
The  Laplander,  that  nightly  watched  the  bear 
Cirduur  the  Pole ;  and  those  who  saw  the 

flames 
Of  Hecla  bum  the  drifted  snow ;  the  Buss, 
Long- whiskered,  and  equestrian  Pole;   and 

those 
Who  drank  the  Rhine,  or  lost  the  evening  sun 
Behind  the  Alpine  towers ;  and  she  that  sat 
By  Amo,  classic  stream ;  Venice ;  and  Rome, 
Head-quarters  long  of  sin !  first  g^lcless  now. 
And  meaning  as  she  seemed,  stretched  forth 

her  hands. 
And  aU  the  isles  of  ocean  rose  and  came. 
Whether  they  heard  the  roll  of  banished  tides. 
Antipodes  to  Albion's  wave ;  or  watched 
The  moon  ascending  chalky  Teneriffe, 
And  with  Atlanta  holding  nightly  love. 
The  East,  the  West,  the  Southj  and  snowy 

North, 
Rejoicing  met,  and  worshipped  reverently 
Before  the  Lord,  in  Zion's  holy  hill ; 
And  all  the  plaoes  round  about  were  blest. 

Bdbert  PoUoh. 

3070.  ZIOF,  The  Heavenly 

O  Mother  dear,  Jerusalem, 

When  shall  I  oome  to  thee  f 
When  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end — 

Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see? 
O  happy  harbor  of  God*s  saints  I 

O  sweet  and  pleasant  soil  I 
In  thee  no  sorrows  can  be  found — 

No  grief,  no  care,  no  toiL 

Li  thee  no  sickness  is  at  all. 

No  hurt,  nor  any  sore ; 
There  is  no  death  nor  ugly  nighty 

But  life  for  evermore. 
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Ko  dimming  cloud  o^enbadowB  thee, 

No  doud  nor  darksome  night, 
But  every  soul  shines  as  the  sun — 

For  God  Himself  gives  light 

There  lust  and  lucre  cannot  dwell, 

There  envy  bears  no  sway ; 
There  is  no  hunger,  thirst,  nor  heat, 

But  pleasures  every  way. 
Jerusalem !  Jerusalem  I 

Would  Gk>d  I  were  in  thee  I 
Oh  I  that  my.  sorrows  had  an  end. 

Thy  joys  that  I  might  see  I 

No  pains,  no  pangs,  no  grieving  grie^ 

No  woful  niffht  is  there ; 
No  sigh,  no  sob,  no  cry  is  heard — 

No  well-away,  no  fear. 
Jerusalem  the  city  is 

Of  God  our  king  alone ; 
The  Lamb  of  God,  the  light  thereof, 

Sits  there  upon  His  throne. 

0  Qod  1  that  I  Jerusalem 

With  speed  may  go  behold  I 
For  why  f  the  pleasures  there  abound 

Which  here  cannot  be  told. 
Thy  turrets  and  thy  pinnacles 

With  carbuncles  do  shine — 
With  jasper,  pearl,  and  chrysolite, 

Surpassing  pure  and  fine. 

Thy  houses  are  of  ivory. 

Thy  windows  crystal  clear, 
Thy  streets  are  laid  with  beaten  gold — 

There  angels  do  appear. 
Tliy  walls  are  made  of  predous  stone. 

Thy  bulwarks  diamond  square. 
Thy  gates  are  made  of  orient  pearl — 

O  God  t  if  I  were  there  I 

Thy  gardens  and  thy  goodly  walks 

Continually  are  green ; 
There  grow  such  sweet  and  pleasant  flowers 

As  nowhere  else  are  seen. 
There  dnnamon  and  sugar  grow. 

There  nard  and  balm  abound ; 
No  tongue  can  tell,  no  heart  can  think. 

The  pleasures  there  are  found. 

There  nectar  and  ambrosia  spring — 

There  music^s  ever  sweet ; 
There  many  a  fair  and  dainty  thing 

Are  trod  down  under  feet 
Quito  through  the  streets,  with  pleasant  sound, 

The  flood  of  life  doth  flow ; 
Upon  the  banks,  on  every  side. 

The  trees  of  life  do  grow. 

These  trees  each  month  yidd  ripened  fruit — 

For  evermore  they  spring ; 
And  all  the  nations  of  the  world 

To  thee  their  honors  bring. 
Jerusalem,  (jk>d^s  dwelling-plaoe, 

Full  sore  I  long  to  see ; 


Oh  I  that  my  sorrows  had  an  end, 
That  I  might  dwdl  in  thee  1 

There  David  stands,  with  harp  in  hand. 

As  master  of  the  dioir ; 
A  thousand  times  that  man  ttrere  blest 

That  might  his  music  hear. 
There  Mary  sings  '*  Magnificat,*' 

With  tunes  surpassing  sweet ; 
And  all  the  virgins  bear  their  part. 

Singing  about  her  feet. 

I  long  to  see  Jerusalem, 

The  comfort  of  us  all ; 
For  thou  art  fair  and  beautiful — 

None  ill  can  thee  bef  alL 
In  thee,  Jerusalem,  I  say. 

No  darkness  dare  appear — 
No  night,  no  shade,  no  winter  fool — 

No  time  doth  alter  there. 

No  candle  needs,  no  moon  to  shine. 

No  glittering  star  to  light ; 
For  Christ,  the  king  of  nghteousnesa, 

Forever  shineth  bright 
A  lamb  unspotted,  white  and  pure, 

To  thee  doth  stand  in  lieu 
Of  li^ht — so  great  the  glory  is 

Thme  heavenly  King  to  view. 

He  is  the  King  of  kings,  beset 

In  midst  His  servants'  sight ; 
And  they,  His  happy  household  all. 

Do  serve  Him  day  and  night 
There,  there  the  clioir  of  angels  sing — 

There  the  supernal  sort 
Of  citiasens,  which  hence  are  rid 

From  dangers  deep,  do  sport 

There  be  the  prudent  prophets  all. 

The  apostles  six  ana  six. 
The  glorious  martrrs  in  a  row, 

And  confessors  betwixt 
There  doth  the  crew  of  righteous  men 

And  matrons  all  consist — 
Toun^  men  and  maids  that  here  on  earth 

Their  pleasures  did  resist 

David  Diekmm, 

3071.  ZIOV,  Triumph  ot 

O,  for  the  coming  of  the  end. 
The  last,  long  Sabbath-day  of  time, 

When  peace  from  heaven  shall  descend. 
Like  light,  on  every  clime. 

For  men  in  ships  far  off  at  sea 
Shall  hear  the  happy  nations  raise 

The  song  of  peace  and  liberty. 
And  overflowing  praise. 

Mankind  shall  be  one  brotherhood ; 

One  human  soul  shaU  fill  the  earth. 
And  Gk>d  shall  say,  '*  The  world  is  good 

Aa  when  I  gave  it  birUi." 
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Call  back  the  dew 

CaU  now  to  mind  what  high 

Oan  I  not  shi,  bat  Thoo  wilt  be 

Gttn  I  see  another's  woe 

Oanst  thon  tell  me  what  Is 

Oanst  thou  thy  body  on  thy  bed 

Oarefal  without  care  I  am 

Careless  seems  the  great  ATsnger 

*'  Carry  me  acroas  I  ^ 

Ceaselesdy  the  weaver,  Time 

Cease,  ye  tearful  mourners 

Chains  of  my  heart,  aTaunt,  I  say 

Cheerful,  O  Lord  I  at  Thy 

ChUd,  amidst  the  flowers  at  play     Eemane 

Child,  by  Ood's  sweet  merpy  glTen  8yru»^  tr. 

Child  of  day,  tiion  knowest  not        Landor 

Child  of  my  love,  *' LBAK  HARD** 

Child  of  sin  and  sorrow  Haattnge 

Children  are  what  the  mothers  are  LanOor 

Children  of  wealth  or  want  ffolmee 

Children,  that  lay  their  pretty  Oratk 

Christian,  to  arms  1  behold  in  sight  P.  Maimer 

Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day         C.  WeeUy 

Cities  have  been,  and  yanlsbed         Perctoal 

Citlee  of  proud  hotels  Bmereon 

Clad  in  a  robe  of  pure  and  spotless  Neaie 
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Cleonhath  a  ipillion  acres 

Clime  of  the  unf  orgotten  brave 

Cling  to  the  Crudfled 

Close  the  door  lightly 

Close  up  the  Ledger,  Time 

Colombia,  Colombia,  to  glory 

Come  and  deck  the  grave  with 

Come  and  dt  by  me 

Come  away 

Come,  be  happy !  sit  near  ma 

Come,  blessed  of  my  Heavenly 

Come,  bring  thy  gift.    If  btosslnga  Eer'beH 

Come,  disappointment,  come !  White 

Come  forth  I  come  on,  with  jSSacA,  tr. 

Come  hither,  yo  faithfol 

Come,  Holy  Ohost,  our  sools  insidre 

Come  labor  on 

Come  I  let  us  arise,  and  pram  to 

Come,  Lord,  and  tarry  not 

Come,  O  come  I  in  picas  lays 

Come,  O  my  soal,  thy  certain  rain 

Come,  O  Thou  Traveler  unknown 

Come  then.  Affliction,  if  my 

Come,  then,  teU  me,  sage  divine 

Come  to  Calvary's  holy  mountain, 

Come  to  the  land  of  peaoe 

Come,  ye  faithful,  raise  the     John  q^  Damaecue^  tr. 
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Come,  ye  thankful  pe<q»l0 

Companion  none  is  like 

Compared  with  this  amaHng 

Compoeed  of  many  thoughts 

Congenial  HOPE  I  thy  passion 

Conscience,  what  art  thou  T  thoa 

Ccxiflider,  man,  weigh  well  thy 

Gormptioa  is  a  tree,  whose 

Could  I  command  witibi  voice  or 

Could  I,  from  heaven  Inspired 

Could  not  that  wisdom  which 

Coald  the  wine-cup  tell  its  story 

Could  we  with  ink  tiie  ocean  fill 

Countless  chords  of  heavenly 

Coarage,  O  faithful  heart 

Crabbed  age  and  youth 

Creation,  which  had  groaa'd 

Creator  1  let  Thy  Spirit  shine 

Gross,  most  adored,  to  thee  I  give 

Oastom  does  often  reason  ovenrnlo 

Custom  forms  us  all 

Custom,  *tiB  tme,  a  venerable 

Cyras,  the  dreaded  arbiter,  a 

Dare  to  do  right 

Dara  to  think  though  others  ftown 

Dark  is  the  night,  and  fitful 

Daughter  of  Jove,  rdentleas 

Day  and  night  my  toils 

Day  by  day  the  manna  fell 

Day  dawned;  within  a  onrtalned 

Day  divine,  when  in  the  temple 

Day  of  vengeance,  without        mkomae  cf  (Mano^  tr.  618 
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Days  come  and  go 

Day-€tarsl  that  ope  your  eyes  at 

Dead.    There's  an  answer  to 

Deal  gently  with  us,  ye  who  read 

Dear  Chloe,  while  the  bu^y  crowd 

Death  have  we  hated,  not 

Death  in  the  pot  I  ^tis  always 

Death  is  a  fearful  thing 

Death  is  here  in  qiirit,  watoher 

Death  is  short  uid  life  is  long 

Deathless  prindple,  arise 

Death  opens  her  sweet  white 

Death^s  at  my  door,  walks  to  my 

Death,  the  old  serpenTs  son 

Death,  thou  wast  onoe  an  uncouth  Herbert 

Death  worketh  Bonar 

Deem  not  that  they  are  blest  alona  Bryani 

Deep  is  the  sea,  and  deep  is  hell       Tupper 

Delay  not,  delay  not,  O  sinner         Haetinga 

Delightful  task  I  to  rear  the  tender  Tftonwon 

Deeira  himself  runs  out  of  breath     Saleigh 

Desire  of  every  land  I   The  natiou  PoUok 

Despair  not^  Yirtno,  who  in  Prince 

Detraction  *s  a  bold  monster,  and    Maeeinger 

Dim  as  the  borrowed  beams  of  Bryden 

Ding  dong  1  ding  dong  HolmM 

Disappointment  rather  seemed         PoUok 

Discord,  a  sleepless  hag,  who  never  Wolcot 

Dismissed  to  glory  with  a  Uss  of 

Does  the  dark  and  soundless  river    Cooper 

Does  the  road  wind  up-hill  C.  G.  Roteettt 

Domestlo  happiness,  thou  only         Counter 

Domestic  Love  I  not  in  prood  palace  Croty 

Do  no  sinful  action  AleJBonder 

Do  not,  as  some  ungradoos  Shaketpeare 

Don*t  oateh  the  fidgets ;  you  have    Holmee 

Dost  thou  not  know— That  of  aU     More 
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Do  then  thy  ptboJoob  Bocreta  Orltntolf  fr. 

Doubt  la  the  eternal  riiade  by  Sctrrtt 

Dread  is  the  lelmre  up  above  Ingelow 

Dream  on  I    Thoogh  Heaven  may  JFobnet 


Dream'st  fhoo  of  heaven 
Drop,  drop,  dow  tears 
Drop  foliowa  drop,  and  ewells 
Drams  and  battle-cries 
Dttst  reoeiye  thy  Idndred 
Dust  to  dost,  ft  mingleth  weU 
Daty,  like  a  strict  preceptor 
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Smnant 
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Duty  I  BeUgion  t    These,  our  duty  Young 


Each  creatore  holds  an  insular 

Each  day  his  face  grew  thinner 

Bach  day  its  duty  brings 

Each  day  you  have  is  bat  a  steed 

Each  night  we  die 

Each  petty  hand — Can  steer  a 

Early  fhna  heaven  it  was  revealed 

Earth  fainted  at  her  children's 

Earth  has  nothing  sweet  or  fair 

Earth  hath  its  gems  around 

Earthly  things — ^Aro  but  the 

Earth*8  children  cleave  to  Earth 

JBarth's  cup — Is  poisoned 

Earth  shall  be  ocean 

"  Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust 

Earth,  what  a  sorrow  lies  before 

Easier  to  smite  with  Peter's 

Bating  of  tiie  Tree  forbidden 

ETeno  all  religious  courses  to  be 

**  England,  with  all  thy  faults  I  love  Cov^^er 

England,  with  all  thy  fkolts  I  love    Byron 

Envy  at  last  crawls  fortii  from 

Ere  last  yeaz^s  moon  had  left  the 

Erewhile,  on  England'*s  pleasant 

Error  is  a  hardy  plant;  it 

Essential  honor  must  be  in  a 

Eternal  Hope!  when  yonder 

Eternal  troubles  haunt  thy 

Eternity  1  eternity  t  how  long 

Eternity!  eternity!    Thou 

Etemity^s  vast  ocean  lies  before 

Eternity,  the  various  sentence 

Even  I — But  I  can  laugh  and 

Even  in  a  palace,  life  may  be  led 

Even  in  the  happiest  choice 

Even  to  the  best,  the  wise,  and 

Ever  complaLDing 

Ever-eating,  never  cloying 

Ever  let  the  fan<7  room 

Ever  with  Thee,  Almighty  Love 

Every  end  is  happiness,  the 

Every  one  that  flatters  thee 

Existence  may  be  borne,  and  the 

Eye  hath  not  seen 

Faint,  and  worn,  and  aged 

Fair  girl!  by  whose  rimplid^ 

Fair  is  the  sight,  by  Israelis 

Fair  shines  the  moon,  Jerusalem 

Fair  wert  thou,  in  the  dreams 

?aith,  firmness,  confidence 

Faithful  cross !  above  all  other 

FaiUi,  Hope,  and  Love  were 

Faith  is  a  living  power  from 

Faith  lights  us  through  the 

Faith  like  a  mustard-seed 

Faith,  like  an  onsuspect^g  chUd 

Faith  of  our  fathers!  living  still 


B.  B»  Browning 
Maawtt 

AJtger 

Young 

Jomon 

roUok 

Bickertteth 

SUetiuSj  tr. 

Bowring 

White 

Bryant 

PoUok 

Byron 

Croly 

Bonar 

WkUUer 

Fortunatus^  tr. 

Eerritt 


183 
9143 
1985 

041 
9188 
S327 
1668 

987 
1886 

401 

578 


Cowley 

Judeon 

Bryant 

Tupper 

PhOttpe 

CampbM 

Lucretius,  tr. 

WuUfer^  tr. 

Montgomery 

Young 

Young 

Weeley,  Jr. 

Arnold 

Lytton 

Tupper 

Swain 

Swift 

Keats 

Pauttn 

Tupper 

Bamjleld 

Byron 

Bayee 

Clark 
JTant 

Bayard  Taylor 
Remans 

Tusfp^r 
Fortunatuty  tr. 


Davenant 
Tupper 
Fty 
Faber 


1006 
1008 

776 
1694 
1007 
1889 

594 
S974 
1087 
1086 
1100 
1957 
1684 
1943 
1414 
1867 

8fiS 
1118 
1197 
1198 
9064 

513 
1173 
9S47 

725 

468 
9876 
1974 
9494 
1009 
9819 
1864 
1795 

699 
9615 
1267 
9099 
1059 
9997 

597 
1474 
1289 
1910 
8080 
1204 
1288 


FalsB  friends,  like  insects  in  a 
False  world,  thoa  lyHit 
Fame  is  the  spur  that  the  clear 
Fame,  the  great  ID,  from  small 
Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all 
Farewell,  farewell  I  Is  often  heard 
Farewell!  if  ever  fondest  prayer 
Farewell,  ye  gUded  follies 
Far  from  these  narrow  soenes  of 
Fashion,  leader  of  a  chattering 
Fate  is  a  hand— It  lays  two  fingers 
Father  of  all!  in  every  age 
Father  of  heaven  and  earth 
Fathers  alone  a  fathei*s  heart  can 
Father,  who  to  us  hast  given 
Faults  in  the  life  breed  errors  in 
Fear  no  more  the  heat  o*  the  sun 
Fear  ye  the  festal  hour 
Few  are  the  clear,  strong  spirits 
Fierce  was  the  wild  willow 
Fight  thou  with  shafts  of 
First  appetite  enlists  him 
Fbst  Envy,  eldest  bom  of  hell 
First,  mightierii  Deity !  Eternal 
First  offer  incense ;  then  thy  Add 
First  seek  an  object  worthy 
First  time  he  kissed  me 
f^rst,  what  is  true  ambition 
Five  hundred  princely  guests 
Flattery  sticketh  like  a  burr 
Fling  out  the  banner !  let  it  float 
Flowers,  wherefore  do  ye  bloom 
Flung  to  the  heedless  winds 
Fly  drunkenness,  whose  vile 
Fly,  envious  Time,  till  thou  run 
Foiled  by  our  feUow-men 
Fool,  again  the  dream,  the  fancy 
For  all  that  Qod  In  mercy  sends 
For  aught  that  ever  I  oooid  read 
For  beauty  hideth  everywhere 
For  Destiny  does  not  Uke 
Foremost  Old  Age,  his  nataral 
Forever  with  the  Lord 
For  forms  of  government  let  fools 
Forget  them  not :  though  now 
For  I  dip  into  the  future,  far  as 
For  look  again  on  the  past  years 
For  me  He  left  His  homo  on  high 
For  right  of  freedom  when  man 
For  shamefast  harm  of  great  and 
For  thee  was  a  house  buOt 
For  them  the  fulness  of  His  might 
For  though  the  judge,  Conscience 
For  to-day  the  lists  are  set,  and 
Fortunes  are  made,  if  I  the  facts 
Fortune  the  great  commandress  of 
For  when  I  feel  my  virtue  fail 
For  within  the  hollow  crown 
Fountain  of  song,  its  prayer 
Four  infernal  rivers,  that  disgorge 
Frail  art  thou,  O  man 
Frail  creatures  are  we  all 
Fresh  glides  the  brook  and  bk>ws 
Friend  after  friend  departs 
Friends  counsel  quidc  dismisiiaa 
Friendship  is  no  plant  of  hasty 
Friends,  I  have  breathed 
From  Adam  to  his  youngest 
From  a  dark  dond  a  drop  of  rain 
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From  d(«olatod  heartha,  from 
From  his  brimtftoae  bod 
From  lips  divine,  like  healing 
From  Nature**  constant  or 
From  realm  to  realm,  with  croos 
From  that  day  forth  no  place 
From  the  bough 
From  the  eternal  ahadoir 
From  the  reoeeseB  of  a  lowly  spirit 
From  the  throne  of  the  highest 
From  this  hour  the  pledge  is 
From  thy  fUae  tears  I  did  distU 
Full  many  miBohiefs  follow 
Full  of  vows  and  full  of  labor 
Full  short  his  Journey  was 
Gather  up,  0  earth  I  thy  dead 
Gather  ye  rose-bads  while  ye  may 
Genius!  thou  gift  of  Heaven 
Gentle  pilgrim,  tell  me  why 
Gently  I  took  that  which  ungently 
Qird  Thy  sword  on,  mighty 
Give  I  as  the  morning  that  flows 
Give  me  enough,  saith  Wisdom 
Give  me— Leave  to  enjoy  myself 
Givo  me  honors,  what  are  these 
Give  mo  my  scallop-shdl  of  qtdet 
Give  mo  the  lowest  place 
Givo  mo  the  panoply  of  war 
Give  me  three  grains  of  com 
Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue 
Glory  and  praise  to  Jehovah  on 
Glory  of  God  I  thou  stranger 
Go  and  dig  my  grave  to-day 
Go  boldly  on.    Do  what  is  rig^t 
Go,  buy  thee  new  lands 
Go,  climb  the  rugged  Alps 
Go  count  the  sands  that  form 
God  and  the  soul  aro  two  birds  free 
God  beholds  thee,  wretch,  thoufi^ 
God  entrusts  to  all 
God  fonhioned  man  ticxn  out 
God  gives  us  men.    A  time  like 
God  haUi  a  voice  that  ever  is 
God,  in  the  Gospel  of  His  Son 
God  is  a  name  my  soul  adores 
God  is  Good  !    Each  perfumed 
God  keeps  a  niche 
God-like  shapes,  and  forms 
God  liveth  ever 
God  loves  from  whole  to  parts 
God  might  have  made  the  earth 
God  moves  in  a  mysterious 
God  of  mercy,  €rod  of  grace 
Ood  of  the  thunder  I  from  whose 
God's  boundleas  merpy 
God  sends  His  teachers  into  every 
God's  ways  seem  dark,  but,  soon 
Go,  feel  what  I  have  felt 
Go  from  mo.    Yet  I  foel  that  I 
Gold!  gold!  goldl  gold 
Gold  I  gold  I  in  all  ages  the  cuzm 
Gold  is  the  greatest  god 
Gold  is  the  woman's  only  theme 
Gold  many  hunted— sweat 
Go,  let  me  weep— there^s  bliss 
Go,  little  Book !  from  this  my 
Good-l^,  immd  world  I  Fm  going 
Good  deeds  in  this  world  done 
Good  Hamlet,  cost  thy  nlghted 
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Gto  when  the  morning  shineth 

Go,  worship  at  Immannel's  feet 

Grace  *tis  a  channing  sound 

Grace,  triumphant  on  the  tbrona 

Orsatdayl  for  whloh  all  other 

Grtet  hcnoa  am  great  hnrdens 

Great  man!  the  nations  gaaed 

Great  prophet  of  oar  God 

Great  system  of  pecfiBotlans 

Great  truths  are  dearly  bought 

Great  traths  are  portions  of  Uie 

Green  be  the  tnif  above  the 

Guard  thy  faith  with  holy  care 
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Habitual  evils  change  not 

Had  he  lived  and  fslkn 

"  Had  I  a  thousand  hearts  Pd 

Had  not  the  mUdor  hand 

Had  tiie  cat  wing>i  no  spatrosr 

Had  this  eflnlgence  disappeared 

Hail,  friendship;  sinoa  the  world 

Hail,  heavenly  voice,  once  heard 

Hail,  holy  lovo  1  thou  word  that 

Hail,  thou  head  I  so  bruised 

Hail  to  the  day,  which  He 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed 

Half  a  league,  half  a  kagoe 

Half  mankind  maintain 

Hallelnjah!  Ib^Ueve 

Happy  soul!  thy  days  are  ended 

Happy  the  child  whose  yoongeat 

Happy  the  man,  and  happy 

Happy  the  man  who  wisdom  can 

Happy  the  mui  whoso  wish  and 

Happy  the  q>irlt  released  trom 
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Hark,  how  the  watchmen  ory 
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Hark  the  rustle  of  a  dress 
Harps  of  eternity  I  begin  the  song 
Haste,  my  spirit,  fly  away 
Haste  not:  the  fljring  oourser 
Haste,  traveller,  haste !  the  nifl^t 
Hast  thou  attempted  greatness 
Hast  thou  e''er  seen  a  garden  dad 
Hast  thoo  named  all  the  birds 
Hast  thou  not  seen,  impatient 
Has  virtue  charms?    I  grant  her 
Have  you  never  felt  the  pleasare  of 
Have  yoa  not  heard  the  poets  tdl 
Have  you  not  seen  how  pent 
Have  yoa  read  in  the  Talmud 
Ha  I  yon  burst  of  crystal  qilendor 
Heap  en  more  wood  1  the  wind  is 
Heard  you  that  knell 
Hear,  Father !  hear  and  aid 
Hear,  Gradous  God 
Hearken  unto  a  verser 
Heart  gasing  mpumfnily 
Hear  then  the  truth :  ^Tla  Hearen 
Hear,  then,  what  faitix 
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Hear  ihoa,  in  tnief 
Heaven  from  all  oreatoreB  hidee 
Heavenly  Father,  I  wonM  wear 
Heayier  the  orooe,  the  nearer 
HeaVn  has  to  all  aUotted,  aoooa 
He  came  a  leper,  all  nncloaa  and 
He  f oreknew^That  aroh-impetlal 
He  gave  me  back  the  bond 
Be  had  a  two-fold  natore 
He  hath  bailt  up,  gkxrtona 
He  is  a  good  divide  that  foEowa 
He  Is  a  noUe  gentlemaa  withal 
He  is  a  path,  if  any  be  mided 
Ha  ia  a  poor  warder  of  his 
He  is  the  freeman  whom  the  trath 
He  is  the  happy  man  whose  life 
Hie  lives  who'lives  to  God  alone 
Ho  liveth  long  who  liveth  wdl 
He  loves  this  world  of  strife 
Henoe,  all  yon  vain  ddifl^ts 
He  prayeth  well  who  loveth  well 
Hecalda  of  creation  1  cry 
Here  are  the  pmde.  severe,  and  gay  Blalt 
Here,  as  her  home,  from  mom  to 
Mere  bliss  is  short,  imperfect 
Here  in  Thy  royal  presenoe.  Lord 
Here  is  no  bootless  qnest 
Here  is  one  that  wishes  to  Mve 
Here  is  the  free  sfrixit  of  mankind 
Here  is  the  Bpriog  where  waters 
Here,  Uke  a  shepherd  gadng  from 
Here  may  the  band  that  now 
'*  Here,"*  might  thejt  sa^,  "  shaO 
Her  snifering  ended  with  the 
"Bb  sat  within  a  sOent  cave 
Bo*8  GhxisCs  embassador 
He  deeps,  f ocgetfol  of  his  cnoa 
He  slept  beneath  the  desert  skies 
He  that  from  dross  would  win  the 
He  that  has  nature  in  him  must 
Ho  that  is  prond  eats  up  himself 
He  that  negotiates  between  God 
He  that  of  greatest  work  is  flnisbcr 
'He  that  daall  rail  against  his 
He  to  His  own  a  comforter  will 
He  took— Some  handfnls  of  the 
He  tranqgreeseth  yet  again 
He  was  a  man— Who  stole  tibe 
He  was  of  that  stubborn  crew 
Bow  AUas  for  my  monument 
Ho  who  aeoends  to  monntain-topB 
He  who  flies,  In  war  or  peace 
He  who  once  sins,  like  him 
Be  who  onoe  wept  with  Mary 
Higher,  yet,  and  higher 
High  on  the  world,  see  where 
High  walls  and  huge  the  bodp 
Him  God  beholding  from  His 
Him  there  they  found 
His  courtisra  of  ^e  caliph  crave 
His  eloquence  is  elaaslo  in  its  style 
His  eye  no  more  lodced  onward 
His  lecture  to  the  sad  young 
His  name  was  Doubt,  that  had  a 
His  nature  is  too  noUls  for  the 
His  real  habitude  gave  life  and 
Wb  youth  was  innocent 
Ho,  aU  who  labor,  all  who  otriva 
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Holy,  holy,  h<dj,  Lord  God 
Home*8  not  mere]|y  foor  square 
Honey  in  the  Uon^s  mouth 
Honor  and  shame  from  no 
Honor's  a  sacred  tie— the  law  of 
Hope,  eager  hope,  the  mwiiinhi 
Hope  evomore  and  believe 
Hope  humbly,  then,  wltii 
Hope  leads  the  ohild  to  plant  tha 
Hope,  of  all  HI  that  men  endure 
Hope  of  all  passions  moRt  befriends 
Hope  sets  the  stamp  of  vanily  on 
Ho,  Bailor  of  the  sea ! 
How  awful  is  that  hour,  when 
How  backward  man  himself 
How  boantlfnl  is  genius  when 
How  beautiful  it  is  for  man  to  dls 
How  blest  the  sacred  tie  that  binds 
How  cheap— is  genuine  happiness 
However  it  be,  it  seems  to  me 
Howe'er  tis  well,  tiut  whUe 
How  false  are  men,  both  in  their 
How  fUse  is  found,  aa  on  in  life 
How  goes  the  fight  witii  thee 
How  great  the  task  to  guard  thee 
How  great  (whUe  yet  we  tread 
How  idly  of  the  human  heart 
How  is  it  o^er  the  strongest  mind 
Howl,  howl,  ye  ships  of  Tarshiih 
How,  Uke  a  mounting  devil  in 
How  many  fed,  this  very  moment 
How  meanly  dwells  the  immortal 
How  oft  that  virtue,  which  some 
How  poor,  how  rich,  how  abject 
How  proud  we  axe  I  how  fond  of 
How  sad  a  sight  is  human 
How  seldom,  friend,  a  good 
How  shall  I  describe 
How  shall  I  speak  thee,  or  thy 
How  BhB?l  my  cold  and  lifdess 
How  Shalt  thou  bear  the  cross  that 
How  shocking  must  thy  summons 
How  deep  the  brave,  who  smk  to 
How  speaks  the  present  hour 
How  sweet  it  were,  if  without 
**How  sweetly,"  said  the  trembling 
How  sweet  the  days  we  yearn  for 
How  vain  a  thing  is  man 
How  wisdy  Nature  did  docree 
HumbLe  we  must  be.  If  to  heaven 
Humility  is  the  softening  shadow 
Hurrying  c^  hnrxyiog  on 
Husband  and  wife !  nooonverse 
Hush  the  loud  cannon's  roar 
Hypocrisy,  the  only  evil  that 
"  I  am  almost  there  I  '* 
I  am  he !— It  is  enough  to 
I  am  not  old— I  cannot  he  old 
I  am  dd  and  blind 
I  am  waiting  by  the  river 
I  asked  an  aged  man,  with  hoary 
I  asked  of  lime  from  whom  those 
I  asked  the  heavens,  "Whatfoeto 
I  ask— What  He  would  have  this 
I  believe  in  God  the  Father 
I  bring  fresh  showers  for  the 
I  came  and  saw,  and  hoped  to 
I  cannot,  cannot  say 
I  cannot  coldly  paas  him  by 
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If,  giaeknu  God,  in  life's  green 
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If  mflD  of  good  lives 
If  the  celestials  daily  fly 
If  there  is  happiness  below 
If  the  wanderer  his  mistake 
If  this  great  wcrid  cf  joy  and 
If  this  mute  earth-Of  what  it 
If  thou  art  merxy,  here  are  airs 
If  tiiou,  O  Death,  a  being  art 
If  thou  wert  by  my  side,  my 
If  thou  wonldst  have  thy  charms 
If  to<lay  thou  tom^st  aside 
If  we  cannot  have  all  we  wish 
If  we  knew  the  woe  end  heartacdie 
If  well  I  knew  the  tuneful  art 
If  we  with  eatneiit  efforts  oould 
If  what  I  wish  is  good 
If  when  the  Lord  of  Glory  is  in 
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If  yet  the  Holy  Spirit  deigns 
If  yon  bright  stars,  which  gem 
If  yon  cannot  on  the  ocean 
I  gave  my  life  for  thee 
I  gasing  up,  a  glorious  pile  beheld 
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I  have  a  never-failing  bank 
I  have  learned— This  doctrine 
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I  have  seen  the  objects  of 
I  have  ships  that  went  to  sea 
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I  hate  dependence  on  another's  will  Crown 


I  heard  a  bell:— There  is  a 

I  hear  it  singing,  singing  sweetly 

**I  hear  thee  speak  of  the  better 

I  hold  the  sceptre  in  my  hand 

I  knew  that  age  was  enriched 

I  know  He  is  Almighty 

I  know  msrsdf  now,  and 

I  know  not  if  the  dark  or  bright 

I  know  not  what  the  fMure 

I  know  not  what  will  befall  me 

I  know  that  my  Bedeemer  lives 

I  know  tiiat  then  hsst  gone  to 

I  lay  me  down  to  deep 

I  like  the  andent  Baxon  phrase 
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I  live  among  the  cold,  the  fslss 
ni  carve  our  pasrion  on  the  bar 
m  do  my  best  to  win,  whenever 
rUgive  my  heart  to  Jesus 
ril  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  rfn 
ni  introduce  thee  to  a  sing^ 
ru  tell  thee  what  Is  heU 
I  look  to  Thee  inevecy  need,  and 
I  love  and  have  some  oanse  to  love 
I  love  to  muse  when  none  axe 
I  love  to  tell  the  story 
rm  a  lonely  txaveOer  hen 
I  may  not  hoiw  from  outward 
rm  fading  away  to  the  land  d 
Immortsl  Love,  foraver  ftdl 
Immortal  were  we,  or  else  mortal 
Pm  not  too  young  to  sin 
I  mourn  no  more  my  vanished 
Impelled  with  steps  unceasing 
In  sge  and  feebleness' extreme 
In  all  men,  from  the  mooardx 
In  aU  my  wanderingii  round 
In  all  our  way  through  life  the 
In  ahtts  regard  thy  means,  and 
In  amase  I  asked  what  meant  snoh 
In  ancient  recofds  it  is  stated 
In  ancient  times,  the  sacred  plough 
In  bower  and  garden  rich 
In  colleges  and  halls  in  ancient 
In  days  of  old,  on  Sfaiai,  the  Lord 
In  days  of  old,  when  holy  prophets 
Induce  not  pieoocity  of  inteQect 
In  due  observance  of  an  ancient 
I  need  a  deansing  change  within 
I  need  not  follow  the  similitude 
I  need  Thee,  predous  Jesus 
In  either  hand  the  hastening 
In  every  object  here  I  see 
In  evil  long  I  took  deligfat 
In  good  King  Oharlei(*s  golden 
In  his  furrowed  fields  aiound  us 
In  hope  ct  that  immortal 
In  man  or  woman,  but  ter  most  in 
In  l£ay,  when  sesrwinds  pierced 
In  mind,  in  matter,  mnch  was 
In  my  bey's  loud  laughter  ringing 
In  nature  there^s  no  blemish 
In  paths  unknown  we  hear 
In  proud  humility  a  pious 
Inquirer  cease  I  petitions 
In  restless  pain  we  heave  and 
In  science,  leamhig,  aU 
In  Masons  of  grief  to  my  God 
In  Shiras  grows  a  tree,  within 
In  silenoe  wise  men  oft 
In  slumbers  of  midnight  the 
Inspiring  thought  of  rapture 
In  that  home  was  joy  and  sorrow 
In  the  b^finning  was  the  Word 
In  the  bonds  of  Death  He  lay 
In  the  corrupted  currents  of 
In  tho  cross  of  Ohrisfc  I  glory 
In  the  dark  whiter  of  affliction's 
In  Thee  my  powers,  my  treasnxes 
In  the  floods  of  tribulation 
In  the  good  man's  breast 
In  the  hour  of  trial 
In  the  honrs<rf  my  diiiUiiM 
Inthdrmidstlsaw 
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tB  them,  we— Who,  hot  for  ttftem 

In  the  nine  heaven^  are  eight 

In  fhe  quiet  nnneiy  ohaxnben 

In  the  saent  midnight 

In  the  BtlU  air  mnaio  Um  unheard 

Tn  this  one  poeeton  man  can 

In  thy  diflooDzee,  if  then  degize  to 

In  thy  fair  brow  there's  each  a 

In  time  of  service  seal  up  both 

In  token  that  thoashalt  not  fear 

In  vain  do  men 

In  vain  doth  the  ewwrin  dark 

In  vabi  the  sage,  witli 

In  wearinesB  and  pain 

I  often  say  mj  prayen 

I  ocioe  waa  a  stnmger  to  grace 

I  place  an  ofEeting  at  Thy  shilne 

I  pndaed  the  earth,  in  beauty 

I  pray  thee,  cease  thy  counsel 

I  remember  the  days  when  my 

I  said  to  sorrow's  awftal  storm 

Is  an  the  oomisel  that  two  have 

I  sat,  and  gased  open  my  smmy 

I  saw  a  Moslem  work  npon 

I  saw,  and  lo  I  a  oomitless  throng 

I  saw  one  man,  armed  simply 

I  saw  two  maids  at  the  Uzk 

I  say  to  thee,  do  thoa  repeat 

I  see  the  crowd  in  Pilate's  haU 

I  see  through  the  gatiiering 

Ib  tssting  then  the  thing  that  God 

la  he  not  sailing 

*•  I  should  be  happy,"  with  a  look 

Is  it  indeed  sot    Ifllayhera 

la  it  in  words  to  paint  yon 

Is  it  not  strange,  tiie  darkest 

Is  it  weU  to  wish  thee  happy 

Is  not  the  way  to  heavenly  gain 

I  sought  Thee  roundabout 

I  sought  to  do  some  mighty  act  of 

Is  sparkling  wit  the  world's 

I  stand  Hko  one  has  lost  his  way 

I  stand  without  here  In  the  porch 

Is  the  Bridegroom  absent  still 

Is  there  a  brilliant  fondling 

Is  there  a  little  orphan  child 

la  there  for  honest  poverty 

Is  this  a  fast— to  keep 

In  this  a  time  to  be  doady  ana 

Is  this  the  way,  my  Father  ?    TIs 

Is  this  thy  place,  sad  city,  this 

Is  thy  omse  of  comfort  failing 

I  stood  outside  thegate 

I  stood  within  the  grave's 

It  addeth  Immortality  to  dying 

It  came  upon  the  midnight  dear 

It  came  nixm  ns  by  degrees 

I  ten  you  hopeless  grief  is 

It  fortifies  my  soul  to  know 

I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  using 

It  happened  on  a  solemn 

It  happen'd  when  a  ph^ue 

It  hath  ploas'd  the  devQ 

I  think  of  thee  \  my  thoughts  do 

I  think  that  a  little  bird  wiU  sing 

I  think  we  are  too  ready  with 

I  think  when  I  road  that  sweet 

It  is  a  dang*rou8  thing 

It  is  a  monitory  troth,  I  ween 
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It  la  a  wcaiy  hill 

It  is  in  one  choloe  handful 

It  is  in  vain,— I  see,  to  argue 

It  is  nxy  natal  day  1    Another  year 

It  is  not,  as  yoQ  conceive,  a 

It  is  not  death  to.die 

It  is  not  from  his  fonn,  in  whidi 

It  is  not  gxxywing  like  a  tree 

It  is  not  they  who  idly  dweU 

It  is  not  well  to  brood 

It  is  the  constant  revdntlon 

It  must  be  so.    Flato,  thou 

It  needs  not  guards  in  front  and 

I  too  have  poised  the  heart  of 

It  opened  the  niggard's  purse 

I  travoU'd  onoe  a  rooky  road 

Its  bitterness  the  heart  alone 

It's  my  honest  conviction 

It's  not  the  martial  host 

It  travels  onward,  this  dd  world 

I  tnmod  to  thee,  to  thousands,  of 

It  was  a  brave  attempt 

It  was  a  golden  eventide.    The  sun 

It  was  a  time  of  sadness    and  my 

It  was  good,  it  was  kind,  in  the 

It  was,  his  own,  the  subject  of 

It  was  noon 

It  was  withal  a  highly  polished 

It  were  a  goodly  and  glorious  sight 

I've  a  mighty  part  within 

rve  been  thinking  of  home 

I've  found  a  joy  in  soirow 

rve  known  the  pr^iumt  thinkers 

I  venerate  the  man  whose  heart 

I  walk  as  one  who  knows  that  he  is 

I  want  to  be  an  angel 

I  was  no  stranger  in  a  strange 

I  waste  no  more  in  Idle  dreams 

I  watch  the  drele  of  the  eternal 

I  wear  not  the  purple  of  earth-b(»n 

I  weep  but  do  not  yldd 

I  weigh  not  fortune's  frown  or 

I  will  not  dream  in  vain  deepair 

I  woratiip  Thee,  sweet  WiU  of  God 

I  would  have  gone ;  God  bade  me 

I  would  not  enter  on  my  list 

Jesu  is  in  my  heart,  His  sacred 

Jesn,  lover  of  my  soul 

Jesu— name  all  names  above 

Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be 

Jesu,  Saviour,  Son  of  God 

Jesus'  holy  Gross  and  dying 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken 

Jesus  is  God  I  the  solid  earth 

Jesus  is  our  Shepherd 

Jesus  lives,  and  so  shall  I 

Jesus,  my  Allf  to  heaven  has  gone 

Jesus,  stmieadon 

Jesus,  the  friend  of  human 

Jesus,  while  He  dwdt  below 

Jesu,  whither  shall  I  go 

JoyfnUy,  joyfully,  onward  I  move 

Joyful  words — we  meet  again 

Joy  is  a  fruit  that  will  not  grow 

Joy  is  a  goblet  that  soon  is 

Joyous  and  far  sluUl  our    ' 

Just,  and  strong,  and  opportune 

Just  as  I  am— without  one  plea 

Justice  hersdf,  that  sltteth 
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Jnstioe,  when  equal  soalM  she 
Jiut  such  ia  the  Chiisdaii ;  his 
Keep  your  nndroBt^  fiuniliar  ityle 
Kneel  down  by  the  dying  slnner^s 
Know,  he  that— Foretella  his 
Knowledge  and  wisdom 
Knowledge  holdeth  by  the  hilt 
Knowledge  is  not  happiness 
Know  that  Holiness  keeps  her 
Know  then  this  tmth  (enough  for 
Know  well,  my  soul 
Labor  in  the  path  of  duty 
Labor  with  what  seal  we  will 
Lamb  of  Ood,  I  look  to  Thee 
Land  of  the  West,  though  paashig 
Last  night  I  drew  up  my  account 
Last  night,  on  coughing  slightly 
lAte,  late,  so  late  I  and  dark  the 
Late  to  our  town  there  came  a 
Launch  thy  bark,  mariner 
Laws,  as  we  read  in  anoieat 
Lay  down  thy  burden  here 
Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid 
Lean  not  on  earth ;  *twlll  pteroe 
Learn  from  yon  orient  shell 
Leain  more  reverence,  not  for 
Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall 
Lemira''s  sick :  make  haste ;  the 
Let  Baalim  his  empire 
L^  come  what  will,  I  mean  to 
Let  falsehood  be  a  stranger  to  thy 
Let  him  that  will  asoend  the 
Let  me  go  where  saints  are 
Let  me  not  to  the  marriage  of 
Let  no  man  trust  the  first  fftlse 
Lei  not  your  heart  be  faint 
Let  others  boast  them  as  they 
Let  pensive  memory  trace 
Letters  joined  make  words 
Let  them  that  would  build 
"  Let  there  be  light  1  **  O'er 
** Let  there  be  light!''    The 
Let  the  wind  blow,  and  billows 
Iiet  to^norrow  take  care  of 
Let  us  be  content  to  work 
Let  us  love  while  life  is  young 
Lie  down,  frail  body,  here 
Lie  in  the  lap  of  sin,  and  not 
Life,  believe,  is  not  a  dream 
Ltfo,  death,  and  hell,  and  worlds 
life!  I  know  not  what  thou  art 
Life  is  much  flatteifd,  death  is 
Life  is  onward :  use  it 
Life  is  coming,  Death  is  going 
Life  ia  too  short  to  waste 
Life's  cares  are  comforts ;  such  by 
Life's  gayest  scenes  speak 
Life's  mystery— deep,  restless 
Life's  sunniest  hours  are  not 
Lift  up  thine  eyes,  afflicted  soul 
Light  for  the  Persian  sky 
Light  human  nature  is  too  lightly 
Like  a?  the  culver  on  the 
Like  as  Uie  damask  rose  yon  sea 
Like  a  toad  within  a  stoao 
Like  a  vessel  at  sea,  amid 
Like  doctors  too,  when  much 
Likeness  of  heaven 
like  one,  who  doom'd  o'er  distant 
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Like  other  tTzants,  Death  dsUgfats 
Like  toa  bride,  eome forth,  my 
Like  to  the  falling  of  a  star 
Linger  not  long^  Home  is  not  home 
Listed  into  the  cause  of  shi 
Listen  1  the  Master  besesohefeh 
List  to  the  dresmy  tone  that 
'*  Little  by  Uttle,"  the  tempter  ssld 
Little  children,  yoong  and  sged 
Little  drops  of  water 
Little  I  ask ;  my  wants  are  few 
Littie  of  all  we  value  here 
live  for  something;  be  not  idle 
**Live  while  3roa  live,"  the 
Lo  I  a  hundred  proud  pagodas 
Lol  here  spread  out  the  plains 
Lo,  I  am  watching  quietly  every 
Long  did  I  t(Ml,  and  knew  no 
Long  pored  Bt.  Anstla  o'er  the 
Long  while  I  sought  to  what  I 
Look  aside  to  lade  of  fsith,  tiie 
Look  at  the  selllsh  man 
Look  humbly  upward,  see  His 
Look  in  my  fooe ;  my  name 
Look  Katuro  throng :  'tis 
Look  not  upon  the  wine  when 
Look  on  this  beantlfnl  world 
Look  on  this  edifice  of  marble 
Look  round  our  world ;  behold 
Look  up,  my  soul,  pant  toward 
Lord!  o(»neaway 
Lord,  how  oould'st  Thou  so  much 
Lord,  how  I  am  all  ague,  when  I 
Lord,  I  believe  thy  pcedoos  Uood 
Lord,  I  have  lain 
Lord,  I  have  shut  my  door 
Lord,  in  my  silenoe  how  do  I 
Lord,  in  the  strength  of  grace 
Lixd,  many  times  I  am  a 
Lord  of  the  harvest  t  Thee  we 
Lord,  the  lights  are  gleaming  firam 
"Lord,  Thou  art  great ! "  I  cry 
Lord,  what  am  I,  that  with 
Lord,  when  we  search  the  human 
L(nrd  1  who  art  mercLtnl  as  wdl  as 
Lord,  with  what  bonnly  and  rare 
Lord,  with  what  oare  hast  Thou 
Lost  in  darkness,  girt  with 
Lostl  lost!  forever kist 
Lost:  lost!  tost 
Lo!  ihe  feast  is  spread  to-day 
Lo  the  poor  Indian,  whose 
Love  and  Time  wiidi  reverence 
Love  Ood,  love  truth,  k>ve  virtue 
Love  has  neither  past  nor  future 
Love  is  not  to  be  bought 
Love  is  the  root  oC  creation 
Love  me  if  I  Uve 
Love  not  the  world 
Love  strong  as  death,  nay 
Love  thou  thy  land,  with  love  far 
Love!  what  a  volume  in  a  word 
Lower  the  sails  of  pride,  rash 
Lo  I  when  the  boatman  stems 
Lol  when  the  buds  expand 
Lo,  where  the  Stage,  tlie  poor 
Lo!  where  yon ootlage  whitens 
Madam,  widwafeen  many  words 
Made  of  dust— And  thna  allied 
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>MaloB  haste,  O  nun,  to  Utd  . 
Man  at  home,  vithln  hlmedf 
Uan  hard  of  heart  to  man 
ICan  hath  a  weoiy  pflgrimage 
ICan  hath  two  attendant  angela 
Uaa  (ingenious  to  oontrive  his  woe 
Han  is  an  uiimal  nnfledged 
Han  is  a  watch,  vronnd  up 
Han  is  no  star,  bat  a  quick  coal 
Han  is  responsible  for  tfis  reoetred 
Hanldnd  la  mad 
Hankind^B  a  mooatar,  and  the 
Hanna  to  Israel  wdl  supplied 
Han  of  oonacieaoe-Hman  of  reasoa 
Van^B  greatest  strength  is  shown 
jtan  ahall  be  blprnwd,,  as  far  as  man 
Han's  home  is  eyaxywheEe 
Han's  life's  a  book  of  history 
Han's  plea  to  man  is,  that  he 
Haa's  work— how  much  the  weed 
Han,  the  caged  bird  that  owned 
*^Han  wants  but  Uttle  here  below 
Han  with  raging  drink  inflam'd 
Hanj  believed ;  but  more  the 
Han  yields  to  custom  as  he 
Haay  there  are  and  dry 
Hany  things  having  full  reference 
Hark  the  soft-lUling  snow 
HatronI  thechMrenoCwhoee 
Heanwhilo  on  earth  the  quick 
Heanwhile  the  earth  tdcreased 
Hean  while  the  Scm 
Medals,  ranks,  ribands,  lace 
Meeting  with  Time,  "  Slaok  thing;** 
Man— Can  counsel,  and  speak 
"Hen  may  live  fods,  but  feeds 
Metoy  for  all  Thy  hands  have 
Men  said  at  veqjers:  All  is  well 
Hethinks,  it  ye  would  know 
HethinkB  it  is  good  to  be  hero 
*lQd  pleasures  and  palaoes  tiiongh 
*Hid  pleasure,  plenty,  and  euooess 
«Hid  visions  of  etenal  light 
HUd  as  the  glanoes  d  angel  ^«a 
Mind  is  as  the  qukdcsllver,  whioh 
Hind  of  nobler  stamp 
HlneandyouzB 
Mbe  eyes  have  aeen  the  glory 
lOneoyes  He  dosed,  but  open 
Une !— what  rays  of  glory  bright 
Hoderate  tasks  and  moderate 
Honey,  thou  bane  of  bliss,  and 
Hon  strange  than  tme 
Hon  sweet  than  odors  caught 
Here  things  are  wrought  by 
Horn  came:  but  the  broad  light 
Mom  is  the  time  to  aot 
Hother  Barth,  are  the  heroes  dead 
Hnch  beautiful  and  ezoeUent  and 
Huch  in  sorrow,  oft  in  woe 
Host  I  not  do  an  I  can 
Hnst  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone 
Hy  author  and  disposer 
Hy  cnnsdence  is  my  orown 
Hy  crimes  awake,  and  hideous  tear 
Hy  days  pass  pleassntlj  away 
Hy  dear  Bedeemer  and  my  Qod 
Hy  drunkenness  is  not  a  fault  of 
liy  dwelUng  bad  been  sttoate 
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Myftdreat  ohOd,  I  have  no  song  to 
My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee 
Hy  friend  is  8hipwreok?d  on  the 
Hy  God,  how  wonderful  Thou 
Hy  God,  I  heard  this  day 
Hy  God,  is  any  hocn:  so  sweet 
My  God  once  mfaced  a  harah  eup 
My  hair  was  black,  bat  white 
I^  heart  loape  up  when  I 
Uy  Jesus  has  gone  up  to  heaven 
My  latest  sun  is  sinking  fsst 
My  life  ii  Uke  the  summer  rose 
My  life's  a  shade,  my  days 
Mylo,  forbear  to  call  him  blest 
My  mother  I  when  I  learned  that 
My  native  land  t  'mid  thy  cabin  * 
My  rest  is  in  heaven,  my  rest  is 
My  sins,  my  sins,  my  Savioar 
My  son,  thou  wilt  dream  the 
My  Boul,  amid  this  stonny  world 
My  soul  forecasts 
Hy  soul  is  growing  liok 
My  soul,  there  is  a  country 
My  spirit  lost  all  ccmsdoasness  of 
Vj  stodc  lies  doad,  and  no 
My  sweet  wee  mnrseling 
My  trust  is  in  the  cross;  there 
Hy  whole  though  broken  heart 
Napoleon,  Frederic,  Oharles,  and 
Nature  and  Natnre*s  laws  lay 
Nature  has  placed  thee  on  a 
Nature  bath  framed  strange 
lAtnght  of  merit,  or  of  price 
Nay  deem  not  thus— no 
Nay,  shrink  not  from  ti&e  word 
Nay,  stoop  not  thus  I    Thoa 
Nay,  *tis  not  that  we  fancied  It 
Nearer,  my  Ckid,  to  Thee 
Never  go  gloomily,  man  with  a 
Neverthelesa,  O  sinner,  harden 
Never  was  a  marvel  done  upon 
Never  with  blast  of  trumpets 
New  oooadons  teach  new  duties 
Next  him  was  Fear,  all  arm'd 
Next  him  went  Grief  and  Fuzy 
Night  is  the  time  fbr  rest 
Nobody's  healthful  wtthoot 
No  fearing,  no  doubting,  Thy 
No  gain,  but  by  its  price 
"NoGodt  noGodt**  thesfaqplest 
**No,  I  cannot,  cannot  yet 
No  joy  is  true  save  that  whioh 
No  matter  whether  'twas  a  sharp 
No  more  a  charnel-house,  to  fence 
No  more  at  Delos  or  at  Delphi 
No  more  to  hear,  no  more  to  see 
N<me  are  so  surely  oaught  when 
None  sends  his  arrow  to  the  mark 
No  night  shall  be  in  heaven 
No,  no,  it  is  not  dying 
No  pause,  no  rest,  no  visual  line 
No  radiant  pearl,  which  orested 
Nor  custom,  nor  example,  nor 
Nor  exile  I,  nor  prison,  fear 
N<nr  happiness^  nor  majesty 
Nor  riches  boast  superior  worth 
Nor  time,  nor  place,  nor  chanoe 
Nor  was  the  general  aspect 
I  No  shadows  yonder 
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Not  ttoiax  the  flowers  of  earth 

Not  from  the  dust  my  sqctows 

Nothing  bat  may  be  betteTf  and 

Nothing  ooraes  firee-ooat  here 

"Nothing  fails  of  its  end.    Oat  of 

Nothing  is  dead  bat  that  whioh 

*^  Nothing  to  do  I "  in  this  world 

No;  His  the  tale  which  angry 

Not  myself,  bat  the  txoth 

Not  now,  my  ohild— a  little  mora 

Not  on  a  prayerleas  bed,  not  on  a 

Not  on  the  gory  Hold  of  fame 
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Not  to  the  ensangolned  field 

Not  to  the  swift  nor  to  the  strong 

"  Not  anto  us,  0  Lord,  not  onto 

No  war,  or  battlers  soond 

Not  with  the  light  and  vain 
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O  fleroe  desire,  the  spring  of  sighs 

Of  its  own  beauty  is  the  mind 

Of  lunacy— Tnnnmeroas  were  the 

Of  man  immortal  1  hear  the  loCtj 

Of  oil  and  cassia  one  the 

Of  olden  times,  the  £uhion  was 

Of  old  sat  Freedom  on  the 

O  for  the  coming  of  the  end 

O  for  the  peace  whidi  floweth 

Of  pleasure  next  ttie  flnal 

O  Freedom  I— thou  art  not  as  poets 

Of  all  the  trees  that  in  earth's 

Oft  eoqMctations  tail,  and  most 

Oft  have  I  wished  a  traveller 

Of  the  deep  iwmttig  in  the  sohods 

Oft  in  my  mansion  would 

Oft  in  the  stilly  night 

Oft  weeping  memory  dts  slone 

O  gather  roses  while  they  blow 

O  gkxioos  paradise  1  O  lovely 

O  glorious  world  I  ttion  art  deel^d 

O  GkMl  I  how  beaatifalthe 

O  Qod  I  methinkw  it  were  a 

O  God  I  my  sins  are  manifold 

O  God,  thou  bottomless  abyas 

O  great  bud  1— Ere  yet  that 

0  happJnesB  of  Windnees  1  now 

O  happlneas  1  our  being's  end  and 

O  happy  house !  Where  thou  art 

O  happy  soul  that  lives  on  high 

O,  have  you  not  heard  of  a 

Oh!  be  thou  aealoas  in  thy  youth 

Oh  I  bring  us  home  at  last 

Oh,  cursed,  ouned  Sin 

O  hearts  that  break  and  give  no 

O  hearts  that  never  oeaae  to  yeam 

Oh  I  extravaganee  salleth  in 

Oh  ftxr  the  robes  of  whltenea 

Oh,  hai>py  once  in  Heaven's 

Oh  happy  they  who  reach  that 

Oh  happy  you  I  who  blessed  with 

Oh  I  have  ye  not  marked  on 

Oh!  how  Impatienoe  gains  upon 

O  how  portentous  is  prosperity 

Oh,  how  the  thought  of  God 

Oh,  bow  win  crime  engender 

Oh,  how  wondrous  is  the  story 

Oh,  I  am  Queen  wltti  a  despot  rule 

Oh,  if  we  are  not  bitterly  deodved 

Oh,  is  it  not  a  noble  thing  to  die 

Oh  It  is  exoeUent 

Oh,  it  Is  very  sweet  to  live 

Oh  I  it  is  worss  than  mockery  to 

Oh,  lun  me,  Inn  me,  ohazming  air 

Oh  t  my  offence  is  rank 

Oh  I  never  wear  a  brow  of  cfure 

Oh,  no— not  even  when  first  we 

O  Holy  Saviour,  Friend  unseen 

O  how  happy  are  they 

O  how  weak— Is  mortal  man 

Oh,  Paradise  must  fairer  be 

Oh,  say  not  thou  art  left  of  God 

Oh  I  selling  of  mm  Ib  the  best 

Oh,  that  I  could  but  mate  him 

Oh  I  the  brave  and  the  good 

Oh  I  the  world  is  but  a  word^ 

Oh  think,  my  son,  how  wild 

Oh  Thou  who  dzyst  the  moamet^ 

Oh  I  timely  happy,  timely  wise 
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Oh  troafaled  boo],  why  tboa 

Oh  I  w«ep  for  those  that  wept  by 

Oh,  weq^  not  for  the  dead 

Oh  wh»t  Btapendoos  mercy  shines 

Oh,  what  tenor  in  thy  forethoaght 

Ohl  who  oan  strive 

Oh  I  who  shaU  lightly  say  that 

Oh,  who  woald  oease  to  love 

Ohl  who  wonld  cherish  life 

Oh,  why  should  the  spirit  of 

Oh,  yet  we  tenst  that  somehow 

O,  I  have  passed  a  miserable 

O  Imperial  Babylon  I  where  is  tiie 

O  Innooenoe,  tiie  sacred  amnlet 

O  jeeloo^ — ^Thoa  ugliest  fiend 

O  King  of  earth,  and  air,  and  sea 

/*0  lady  fair,  these  silks  of  mine 

Old  friends  and  trae  friends 

Old  Ironsides  at  anchor  lay 

Old  men  that  on  their  staff 

Of  learn  that  it  is  only  by  the 

O,  life  and  all  its  charms  decay 

O,  life  is  not  perfect  with 

O  life  misspent  1  O  f onlest  waste 

O  Life  1  without  thy  checkered 

0  little  feet  I  that  such  long  years 

0 1  lives  there,  heaven  t  beneath 
O  loss  of  sight,  of  thee  I  most 

O  lovo-destroying,  cnrsAd  Bigotry 
O  Inxizry— Bane  of  elated  life 
O  man,  foiget  not  thon  carth^s 
O  man,  while  in  thy  early  years 
O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  man 
On  a  fail  ship,  borne  swiftly 
On  Alpine  heights  the  love  of  Gk>d 
O  Nature  I  what  had^st  thon  to  do 
Onoe  in  the  U|^t  of  sges  post 
Once  more  in  the  matter  of 
Onoe  (says  an  author,  when  I  need 
Onoe  staggering  blind  with  folly 
Onoe  Sultan  Nushirvan  the  Just 
Once  the  demon  enters 
Onoe  this  soft  tarf,  this  rivulet^s 
Once  to  every  man  and  nation 
One  adequate  8ni>port 
One  oroes  the  leas  remains  for  me 
One  day  a  bUnd  man  chanced  to 
One  family  we  dwell  in  Him 
One  Father,  Qod,  we  own 
One  foot  on  earth,  and  one  on  sea 
One  more  unfortunate 
One  said,  ** Better  a  single  drop 
One  sole  baptismal  sign 
One  struggle  of  might,  and  the 
One  sun  by  day,  by  night  ten 
One  sweetly  solemn  thought 
One  fweet  word  of  holy  meaning 
O,  never  from  thy  tempted  heart 
On  every  human  soul  there  lies 
One  year  among  the  angels 
On  high,  where  no  hoazse  winds 
On  his  pale  brow  the  drope  are 
On  Horeb's  ^k  the  Prophet  stood 
Only  a  few  more  burdens  must  we 
Only  a  tomb,  no  more 
Only  to  Satan  true 
Duly  waiting  till  the  shadows 
O  North,  with  all  thy  voles  of 
On  Truth's  substantial  rock 
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Onwvd,  Christian  soldiMB 
On  what  foundatkns  stand  the 
On  what  strange  grounds  wo 
O  opportunity  1  thy  guilt  is 
OFaradiael  OFaradlse 
Opening  the  map  of  God*s 
Open  thine  arms,  O  death,  thoa 
O  poverty  of  pride  i  O  foul 
Oppressed  with  noonday*s 
Order  is  Heaven's  flist  law 
Orphensy  with  his  lote^  made 
0  sacred  Head  I  now  woonded 
O  safe  at  heme,  when  the  dark 
0  Saviour  I  whose  mercy  seven  in 
O  send  me  down  a  draoght  of  love 
O  serpent  heart,  hid  with  a 
Or  shall  I  say.  Vain  word 
O  shame  to  man  I  Devil  with  DevU 
0  somethnes  gleams  upon  our 
O  streams  of  earthly  love  and  joj 
0  that  estates,  d^n^ees,  and 
0  tiiat  mine  eye  might  dosed  be 
O  the  burdens  of  the  dreams  that 
0  there  are  gardens  of  the 
O  t  there  ]«  one  affection  whloh  no 
O,  the  wrath  of  the  Lord  is  a 
O  thou  child  of  many  prayers 
O  Thon  eternal  One:  whom 
O  Thou  great  Power  1  in  whom  I 
O  Thon  most  terrible,  most 
O  Thou  Patron  God 
O^nxon  so  weary  of  Thy  sdf - 
O  thou  sweet  Ung-Uller,  and 
O  Thon  unutterable  Potentate 
O  Thou  I  whose  balance  does  the 
O  thon  world,  great  nurse  of 
O  Time !  who  know'st  a  lenient 
O  treacherous  oonsdence  1  whUe 
O  unexpected  stroke,  worse  than 
O  universal  mother,  who  dost 
O  unseen  Spirit  I  now  a  catan 
Our  aim  is  happiness 
Our  blest  Bedeemer,  ere  Hie 
Our  Father 

Our  Father,  God,  who  art  in 
Our  funeral  tears  from  different 
Our  habits,  ccetUa  than  Luoullus 
Our  life  is  two-fold ;  sleep  hath  its 
Our  lives  are  rivers  gliding  free 
Our  many  deeds,  the  thoughts  that 
Our  purses  shall  be  proud,  our 
Our  remedies  oft  in  ourselves  do 
Our  waking  dreams  are  fatal 
Our  youth  Is  like  the  opening  day 
Out  of  shadow  Into  sunlight 
Out  of  the  fertile  ground  He  cauiTd 
Out  of  the  shadows  of  sadness 
Over  the  river  they  beckon  to  me . 
O  watch  and  pray  I  for  thou  hast 
O  what  a  patrimony  this 
O  what  a  thing  is  man  1  how  fax 
O  what  a  treasure  is  a  virtuons 
O,  what  is  man,  great  Maker 
0,  what  is  woman— what  her  smile 
O  where  are  kings  snd  empires  now 
O,  when  will  death 
O,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand 
O  world,  O  life,  O  time 
O  world  thy  slippery  tarns 
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O  wonhlp  the  King 
O  worthy  gift  of  heayealy  lore 
O  years  gone  down  into  the  past 
O  ye  wha  are  sae  guid  yoorser 
O  ye,  whose  hearts  in  secret 
Fain  and  sin  are  convicts,  and  toil 
Fain,  my  old  oomixuiion,  pain 
Faln*8  fomaoe-heat  within  me 
Faarion,  when  deep,  is  sttll 
Fatiently  received  from  Thee 
Patriots  have  toiled  and  in  their 
Fanse  not  to  dream  of  the 
Feaoe  be  to  this  habitation 
Feaoe^  peace;  itisnotso.    Thou 
Peace  upon  peace,  like  wave 
Peace  1  what  can  tears  avail 
Pearls  before  swine :  this  is  an  old, 
Peroeiv*st  then  not  the  process  of 
Perhaps  thon  dost  bnt  try  me 
Perishing  splendors,  pass  away 
Peneversnoe,  dear  my  Lord 
Perseverance  i^  a  virtue 
Persaade  them  then 
Philosophy— Did  much 
Ph]fbclan  of  my  sin-siok  sool 
Pilgrim,  bnidened  with  thy  sin 
"Plty'^theel    Soldo 
Placed  for  his  trial  on  this 
Place  me  on  some  desert  shore 
Pleasantly  comost  Then 
PleasDre  admitted  in  nndne 
Pleasm»*s  the  mistress  of  ethereal 
Poet  and  seer  that  question  oanght 
Pointing  to  sooh  well  might 
Pohqr  comiselleth  a  gift,  given 
Poor  frighted  men  at  sea 
Poor  heart,  lament 
Poor  Indeed  thon  mnst  be 
Poor  in  my  yonth,  and  in 
Poor  soul,  the  centre  of  my  sinfol 
Power  above  powers !  O 
Praise  a  fool,  and  day  him ;  fbr 
Praise  my  soul,  the  King  of 
Praise  the  Lord  of  Heaven,  praise 
Praise  to  Qod,  immortal  praise 
Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire 
Prayer  Borpasses  human 
Prayer,  the  Churches  banquet 
Present  example  gets  within  our 
Prosi  to  the  mark  (the  Spirit 
Primeval  Hope,  the  AUnian  muses 
Productive  was  the  worid 
Profonnder,  profonnder 
Prudence,  thou  virtue  of  the 
PupH,  genuine  wisdom  learn 
Qoevedo,  as  he  tells  his  sober 
Babia,  sick  upon  her  bed 
Hashly,  nor  of  ttlmes  truly 
Beoeive  thy  scourge  by  others 
Bedeem  we  time 
B^pard  no  vice  as  small 
Bojoice  for  a  brother  deceased 
Bejoice  though  storms  assail  tiiec 
Beligion,  first,  be  made  your 
Beligion^s  alL    Descending  from 
Bent  were  at  once  the  floodgates 
Bepmt  I  repent !  repent 
Beserve  win  wound  it ;  and 
Best  of  the  weary 
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Bestk  weary  dnl^  Ua  ben  an  hour 
Best,  weary  soul 
Betum,  my  soul,  unto  thy  rest 
Bidlcule  is  a  weak  weapon 
Bight  from  the  hand  of  God 
Bing  out,  wild  beHs,  to  the  wild 
Bise  from  your  dreams  of  the 
Bise,  my  soul  t  and  sUetch  thy 
Bise,  said  the  Master,  come 
Bock*d  in  the  cradle  at  the  deep 
Bock  of  Ages,  deft  for  me 
Boll  on,  thou  sun,  forever  roll 
Boll  round,  strange  years 
Borne,  whose  majesty 
"  Boom  for  the  leper  I  room 
Bude  was  his  garment,  and  to 
Sabbaths  are  threefold 
Sad  is  our  youth,  for  it  is  ever 
Said  I  not  so— that  I  would  dn 
Saint  Augustine  I  well  hast  thou 
Salvation!  oh  the  joyful 
£latan  is  buqr  in  planting 
Saviour,  is  thero  anything 
Saviour  I  when,  in  dust,  to  Thee 
Say,  is  your  lamp  burning 
Say,  my  soul,  what  preparatloii 
Say  thon  not  sadly,  **  never,**  and 
Say,  what  is  goepel-preaohlng 
Say  what  Is  honor 
Say,  where  full  instinct  is  the 
Say,  who  oan  mourn 
Say  why  was  man  so  eminently 
Scattered  o^er  various  Adds  by 
Sceptic,  whoe'er  thou  ut,  toll.  If 
Science  moves,  but  slowly,  slowly 
Scorn  not  the  slightest  word  or 
Searching  those  edges  of  the 
Search  starry  mysteries  ovechead 
Securely  cabined  in  the  dilp 
See  Aaron,  God's  anointed  priest 
See  before  us  in  our  journey 
See,  high  hi  air  the  sportive 
See  its  power  expand 
See  Jndah's  promised  Ung,  bereft 
Sedceet  thou  rest,  O  mortal 
Seemeth  not  Love  at  times 
Bee  the  professor  laboring 
See  thA  rivers  flowing 
See  the  shining  dew-drops 
See  where  the  tree  its  richest 
See  yonder  doud  along  the  west 
"  Servant  of  God,  well  done 
Serve  not  thy  beUy  with  sndi 
Service,  there  is  rest 
Shall  I  be  slave  to  every  ncUe 
Shall  I  desert  him  now 
Shall  man  alone,  whose  fate 
Shallow  artifice  begets  suspicion 
She  had  seen— All  of  earth's  year 
Sheik  Schnbli,  taken  side,  was 
She  is  coming,  my  own,  my  tweet 
She  saw;  she  took;  she  ate 
She  stood  ontdde  the  gate  of 
She  taught  us  how  to  live 
Should  the  weU-meant  songs 
Should  you  ever  be  one  of  a 
Shrink  not  from  suifering 
Shun  delays,  they  breed  remorse 
Shun  pride,  O  Bae  I— whatever 
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Shnn  sach  as  lounge  throofdi 
SickneflB  is  a  school  Berera 
Bllenoe!  though  the  flames 
Sinoe  Adam*s  family,  from  flrat 
Since  bfua,  nor  stooei  nor  earth 
Sfaioe  o*er  Thy  footstool  beie 
Six  yean  had  paasod,  and  Imtj  ere 
Slight  thoee  who  say  amidst 
Slowly  fashioned,  link  I7  link 
SmOIng,  a  bright-eyed  seraph 
Smite  on  I  It  doth  not  hart  me 
So  artists  melt  the  sollen  oco  of 
Bo  build  we  up  the  being  that  we 
So,  Christian  1  though  gloomy 
80  dear  to  heaven  ii  saintly 
Bo  dying  men  reoeiye  Tain 
80  fabr  is  man,  that  death 
So  fallen  I  sokati  the  light 
80  from  the  heights  of  will 
Softly  I— she  is  lying 
Softly,  softly  falleth  the  snow 
Softly  the  penitent 
Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise 
Solemn^,  monxnfnlly 
Solemn  praise— And  prayers 
80  live  that  when  the  mighty 
So  many  good  leasoos 
80  many  wwlds,  so  much  to  do 
Some  angel  gnlde  my  penoQ 
Some  are  serving;  some 
Some  delnded  minds 
Some  dreams  were  nnnlenp    mfuved 
Some  fretfol  tempers  wince  at 
Some  go  to  chnroh,  pnmd  hnmbly 
Some  love  the  glow  of  outward 
Some  of  their  chiefs  were  princes 
Some  of  yoor  hnrts  yon  have  oared 
Some  other  kind  of  witsmnst 
Some  play  for  gain ;  to  pass 
Some  say  that  Idsslng  ^s  a  dn 
Some  seem  to  Uve— Whose  heart! 
Some  spo^  there  lii,  some  cherished 
Something  light  as  air— •  lo(A 
Sometime,  O  Lord !  at  least  in 
Sometimes  a  light  snrpriaes 
Sometimes  I  upward  lift  mine 
Sometimes  we  feel  the  wish  aoroes 
Son  of  the  carpenter,  receire 
Soon  and  forever 
Soon  as  himself  man  knows 
Soce  was  the  temine  throaghout 
SonrowB  hnmanize  our  race 
Sorrow,  8aq>en8e,  desire 
Borrow  was  a  ship,  I  found 
60  said,  he  raised,  according  to 
Bool  of  the  world,  All-eeelng  Eye 
Bonis  of  men !  why  will  ye  scatter 
Sounds  the  trumpet  from  afar 
Sour  diBoontent,  that  quarrels 
Sovereign  Ruler  of  the  skies 
80  when  of  old  the  Almighty 
So  willingly  doth  God  remit 
Sow  on  in  faith 
So  work  the  hon^-bees 
Spake  full  well  in  language  quaint 
Speak  not  of  vengeance 
Speak  the  height  of  honor 
Bpeak  gentry  I  it  is  better  far 
Spirit !  whose  life-sustaining 
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They  teU  me  a  solemn  stoty,  bat  It 

They  tell  me  I  am  shrewd  with 

They  that  have  power  to  hurt 

Thick  as  billows  of  the  seas 

Th*  infernal  serpent;  heitwas 

ThiAk,  and  be  careful  what  thou 

Think  deeply,  then,  .0  man 

Think  not  too  meanly  of  thy  low 

Think^st  thou  there  are  no  serpents  BatUle 

ThlQk*8t  then  ^hers  Is  no  tyranny    Byron 

Th!hk*Btthoatobecoiioea]ed  SIgom* 

Think  yon,  indeed.  Fate  is  unkind 

This  book  Is  aUtbat^s  left  me  no«r    MorHe 
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AUTBOB  VUMIBB 

This  Book  unfolds  Jehovah*s  mind  8081 

This  holy  book  Fd  rathor  own  98t 

This  is  not  my  plaoe  of  resting  Bonat  8661 

This  is  the  desert,  this  the  Young  1080 

This  Is  the  hour  when  memocy         Wilson  1189 

This  Is  the  dowest,  yet  the  Daeiee  1018 

This  man  of  half  a  mlBloa  Soutkey  844 

This  pretty  bird,  oh  I  how  she  flies  Bunyan  '918 

This  world  is  all  a  fleeting  show  Moore  Td 

This  world  Is  but  the  mggod  Manri^me,  tr,        8148 

This  winrld  that  we  so  highly  prise  Ba^Ue  445 

Those  evening  bells  I  those  T.  Moore  161 

Thoee  that  fly  may  flgfat  again  Butler 

Thoea  we  love  can  never  perish  BedeU 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave  Saber 

Thou  art  in  heaven,  and  I  am      •  Bonar 

Thou  aalkest  why  Ohrlit,  so  lenleat  lytton  1918 

Thou  blind  man^s  mark ;  thoa  BIdney  801 

Thou  earnest  not  to  thy  place  Yij  Drenck  88 

Though  aU  our  violets,  sweet  Craik  8416 

Though  all  the  preoions  C.  Weeley  858B 

Though  earth  has  stfU  many  a  Barton  1707 

Though  hearts  brood  o^er  tiie  Maetey  2567 

Though  history  on  her  Montgomery  87 

Though  its  inhabitants  Btekeretetk  8007 
Though  the  mills  of  Ood  grind       ^V*.  by  ZonafeUote   9675 

Though  they,  eaoh  tome  of  human  448 

Thought  is  deeper  tiian  all  speech  Craneh  8014 

Thou  hast  a  charmed  oup  Memane 

Thou  hast  a  mind ;  inteUect  Tupper 

Thou  hast  seen  many  sorrows  3VRP«r  IM 

Thou  hop'st  with  saorifloe  of  Peretue,  tr.  198 

"  Thou  know*st  the  words.  King  Aytoun  1688 

Thou,  Lord  I  art  all  in.all,  juid  Bowring  IfiOO 

Thou,  Lord,  who  rear^  the  BterUng  1481 

Thou  must  be  true  thyself  407 

Thou  must  chain  tliy  passlona  Cook  801 

Thou  palslod  earth,  with  noonday  Mtiber  618 

Thou  *rt  passing  henoe,  my  Semane  657 

Thou  aaU'et  with  othen  in  this  Berrtck  8946 

Thou  Shalt  have  no  gods  Watte  465 

Thou  Shalt  have  one  God  only  Clougk  749 

Thou  sparkling  bowl  PlerpoHt  16 

Thou,  too,  O  Ohnrchl  which  here  481 

Thou,  too,  sail  on,  O  Ship  of  Long/Mow  8981 

Thou  to  whom  the  worid  onknown  CoWne  1810 

Thou  that  woald*st  And  JY'.  by  Aiger 

Thou  unrelenting  Best  Bryant 

Three  hungry  tzavdlers  found  a  Ortentai,  tr,  1588 

Threescore  and  ten,  by  c(MBinon  JPianeki  8116 

Thiloe  Ueeeed  is  the  man  with  Mood 

Thrioe  happy  nation  I    Favorite  ITodsoii 

Thrice  happy  1  thrioe  blest  the  Pottok 

**  Through  me,  ye  go  into  the  Bante,  tr,  1777 

Through  night  to  light !  And  Moeegarten^  tr.       609 

Throughout  the  world  If  it  were  If^oK  •  478 

Through  the  Une  jmrnrowe  JB.  B.  Browning       98 

Through  the  love  of  Ood  oar  Bewly  1667 

Thundering  and  bnrrting  Arnold  78 

Thus  began— Outrage  from  Ufetoas  MUton 

Thus  came— The  day  that  many  JPottok 

Thus  did  a  ohciking  wandener  Tr.  by  AJger 

Thus  ever  in  the  steps  of  grief  Woodbridge 

Thus  fsr  did  I  come  laden  with  Bunyan  8147 

**Thus  it  is  written.^    Where!  ABingkt 

ThoB  runs  Deaths  dread  Yomtg 
Thas  said  Jesus:  **Goanddo 
Thus  some  retire  to  noaririi 

Thw  stood  ttaey  mlzad  PoUek 
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Tbns  thea  to  num  ilM  yoioe 
Ibai  they  the  wpwentatiTe  of 
Thna  was  beaoty  aent  £ttnn 
Tliy  fnnctioiu  an  ethereal 
Thy  great  name— In  all  iti 
Thy  Uf e*8  a  warfare,  thoa  a 
Thy  mother's  joy,  thy  fbthei*i 
Thy  neighbor  f    It  ia  ho  whon^ 
Thyself  and  thy  bftlonginga 
Thyself  first  know— then  love 
Thy  thooghts  are  here,  my  God 
Thy  way,  not  mhie,'>  O  Lord 
Thy  word  ia  liko  a  garden,  Lord 
!niy  worka,  not  mine,  0  Christ 
TiU  love  appear,  we  live  in 
Time  hath  a  wallet  at  his  baok 
Time  iseamest,  passhig  by 
Time  is  like  a  fashionAhle  host 
Tbme  is  weeping  on  the  earth  for 
Time's  glory  is  to  calm  contending 
^TIs  a  blessing  to  live,  bat  a 
Tie  a  fesifcd  bnilding  upon 
*TIs  bnt  in  that  leAIcA  <lo(/k  create 
^Tis  bat  one  family— the  soond  is 
Tla  coming  ap  the  rteep  of  time 
^Tis  edaoati<m  forms  the  oommoa 
^Tfs  ever  thus— ^tis  ever  thus 
Tie  first  the  troe  and  then  the 
*Tla  from  high  life  high 
'Tla  granted,  and  no  plainer  troth 
*ns  hoaren  bogon  below 
'Ua  her  privilege 
•Til  home  where'er  the  heart  is 
'TIS  jnst,  that  God  should  not  be 
^Tii  night,  and  the  landscape  is 
msnight:  behold,  as  if  by  death 
*TiB  not  becanse  I  qmmg  from 
'Tfa  not  for  man  to  trifle 
*lls  not  the  food,  hot  the  oontent 
'TIS  not  the  infant's  feeble  grasp 
^na  not  the  stcdo's  lesson  got  by 
'Tis  not  the  want  of  time,  nor 
yns  not  the  wealth  that  makes 
*Ti8  not  to  ocy  God  merpy 
*Tia  past— the  soitry  tyrant  of  the 
*Tla  pleasant  parohadng  oar 
*Tla  religion  that  oan  give 
*Tis  aaid  that  a  UoD  wiU  torn 
*Tia  sweet  to  fhink  whan 
^T3s  the  last  rose  of  wimmfr 
'TIS  the  sabUma  of  man 
*Tia  thos  wo  gain  by  lodng 
*Tis  Hme  this  heart  shoald  be 
*Tls  with  oar  jodgments  as 
TTis  woman's  to  noarinh  afleotion*! 
*Tis  yoar  oi&oe,  spirits  txsiffitt 
To  aim  at  thy  own  happiness 
To  be  or  not  to  be^  that  is  the 
To  ^eer,  to  help  as,  ehOdren  of 
To  dose  the  eyes  on  earth 
To  erttic  teld  and  sly  God  never 
To>day  is  added  to  oar  time 
To*day  while  the  son  shines 
To  do  or  not  tado;  to  have 
To  gUd  refined  gold,  to  paint 
To  heaven  approadied  a 
To  him  who,  in  the  love  of  Katare 
ToQ,  and  begiadl  letlndostzy 
ToQ  on,  faint  not,  keep  watah 
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Toilont  toUonl  yoephemeral 
^  Jehovah,  God  of  might 
To  keep  the  Jamp  alive 
To  langnlsh  for  his  native  air 
To  live  in  darkniw    in  despair 
Toll  for  the  fair 

To  me  remains  nor  place  nor  time 
To  mortal  men  great  loads 
To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and 
To-morrow,  did'st  thoa  say  ? 
To-morrow,  whispereth  weakness 
TOO  late  I  stayed— forgive  the 
To  other  sight  of  horrible  dismay 
To  overcome  in  battle,  and  sobdno 
To  ptotare  that  odd  pride  ao  hanh 
To  parchase  heaven,  has  gold  the 
Torches  were  blaidng  olear 
Tossed  with  roagh  winds,  and 
To  aee  what  gems  lie  hidden 
To  tell  the  Bavioar  all  my  wants 
To  teU  thy  mi^'ries  wiU  no 
To  the  soond  of  timbrels  sweet 
To  think  for  aye  I  to  breathe 
To  thy  heart  take  faith 
To  weary  hearts,  to  mooming 
To  what  am  I  reserved  7    Great 
To  what  gnlf— A  sin^  deviation 
To  whom  do  lions  oast  their 
To  whom  thas  Michael:  "Death 
To  whom  thos  Michael  with 
To  yoo,  >-oar  Either  should  be  as  a 
Tread  softly— bow  the  head 
Trembling  before  Thine  awf ol 
Trip  lightly  over  trooble 
Triumphant  faith 
Troable,  and  loss,  and  grief,  and 
Troe  faith  and  reason  are  the 
Troe  fslth  nor  Uddeth  nor 
Troe  happiness  had  no  localities 
Troe  happiness  is  not  the 
Troe  liberty  was  Christian 
True  love  is  bat  a  hnmble 
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Trust  is  great  in  either  world 
Trust  not  these  seas  again 
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Truth  is  in  eadi  fiower 
Troth,  Modesty,  and  Shame 
Tumble  me  down,  and  I  will  sit 
Tom  thou  thine  <^es  from  each 
Turn  to  the  prudent  ant  thy 
*Twaa  a  lovely  thought  to  mark 
'Twas  in  the  prime  of  summer 
'Twas  when  the  sea's  tremendous 
Two  altars  are  npreared  in 
Two  barks  met  on  the  deep  mid-sea 
Two  birds  within  one  nest 
Two  fbithfal  needles,  fkom  the 
Two  hands  apon  the  faraast 
Two  of  far  nobler  shape 
Two  spirits  met 

Two  went  to  pray?    O,  rather  say 
Two  worlds  there  are.    To  one  oar 
T^rme  is  a  thing  that  no  man 
Types  of  eternal  rest,  ftdrbods 
TTlywes,  sailing  by  the  Siren's  ialo 
Unoonfined— By  ahrond  or  coffin 
Under  a  spreading  ehsstnat*tcsa 
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Unhappy  he !  who  from  the  flnt 
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We  are  not  worst  at  once 
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We  drive  the  furrow  with  the 

Weep  for  the  dead  I  God  bids  yon 
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We  grant  although  he  had 

Weigh  me  the  fire:  or  canst  thou 

Welcome,  dear  book,  souTs  joy 
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We  leave  now  bdiind  ns 

Well  does  Jacob's  ladder  solt 

We  look  at  man,  and  wonder  at 

We  must  behold  no  object 

We  overstate  the  His  of  UfB 

Wtf  re  drawing  near  to  Jesna 

WePre  going  home,  WB>e  hid 

Wore  I  as  base  as  is  the  lowly 

Were  we  as  rich  in  charitj  of  deed 
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AUTUOB 
We  sat  by  BaboTs  waters ;  and  oar   fferoey 
We  scatter  seed  with  careless  hand   JTeftls 
We  see  but  half  the  causes  of  our     LoweU 
We  shape  onrBelves  the  joy  or  fear   WhUtttr 
We  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who        KeUey 
Wo  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  blest  Mate 
We- strive  with  earthly  imaglningB    Curry 
Wo  tread  one  path  to  glory  i^rtUa,  tr 

We*ve  no  aUding  dly  here  Ketty 

We  wait  beneath  the  furnace-blast    WhUtier 
We  watched  her  breathing  through  Hood 
We  wear  the  chains  of  pleaaore         Young 
We  weep  when  we  are  bom  AJdrich 

What  a  poor  value  do  men  set  on      Shirley 
What  are  these  in  bright  array 
What  are  we  set  on  earth  for 
What  art  Thou,  mighl^  One  ? 
What  blest  examples  do  I  find 
What  boots  the  oft-repeated  tale 
What  different  dooms  our 
Whatever  I  a^k,  I  surely  know 
Whatever  man^s  destiny  may  bo 
Whatever  my  God  ordalhs  is  right 
Whatever  our  thoogfats  or  pigurpose 
Whatever  the  anguiah  of  my      Baron  eon  Caniiet  tr. 
Whatever  the  passion,  knowledge     Pope 
Whatever  thou  purpoaest  to  do  Dr.  by  Bawring 

What  equal  torment  to  the  grief       Speneer 
Whatever  hypocrite  austerdy  MUton 

Whatever  lies— In  earth,  or  flits  in    Ovid,  tr. 
Whatever  soeptlo  ooaM  inquire  for  Butler 
What  feds  the  body  when  the  soul    Ovid;  tr. 
What  has  this  bugbear  death  to        Luerettue,  tr, 
**  What  hast  thou  for  thy  scattered  Bowe 
What  hid'st  thou  in  thy  Me$nane 

What  honor  seest  thou  in  that        Luarettue^  tr. 
What  househdd  thoughts  Memane 

What  if  the  little  rain  should  Cutter 

What  is  Ambition  f    ms  a  glorious  WOUe 
What  is  a  trifle  f  a  thoughtless 
What  is  deathf  oh !  what  is  death    . 
Whatlsdeathf    Tistobefreo        OrtOy 
What  is  death^To  him  who  meets  MurdXe 
What  is  eternity  r    Can  aught  Qtbbane. 

What  is  fanatic  phroBi^  scom*d        Coug^er 
Whatis genius?    'Tisaflame 
What  is  hallowed  ground  CampbtU 
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Horaces  Odes.  Translated  by  Theodore  MartixL 
J.  B.  Osgood  &  Co.,  Boston. 

Longfellow's  (H.  W.)  Complete  Poetiedl  Works. 
J.  B.  Osgood  Ss  Co.,  Boston. 

LoweU's  (J.  B.)  Complete  Poems.  J.  B.  Oc^good 
&  Co.,  Boston. 

Massey's  ((shzald)  Complete  Poems.  J.  B.  Osgood 
&  Co.,  Boston.    Strahan  &  Co. ,  London. 

Perolyal's  (J.  G.)  CompHete  Poems.  J.  B.  Osgood 
&(3o.,  Boston. 

Taylor's  (Bayard)  Complete  Poems.  J.  B.  Osgood 
&Co.,  Boston. 

Temiyson's  (Alfred)  Complete  Poems.  J.  B.  Os- 
good &'Co. ,  Boston.  Strahan  &  Co. ,  London. 

Whittier's  (John  G.)  Complete  Poems.  J.  B. 
Osgood  &  Co.,  Boston. 

Alger's  (W.  B. )  Oriental  Poetry.  Boberts  Bros., 
Boston. 

Barnes' (William) i^fa{JRM0».  BobertsBroA., 
Boston. 

Ingelow's  (Jean)  Poems.  Boberts  Bros.,  Boa- 
ton.    Longmans  &  Co.,  London. 
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Monis'  (William)  EartMy  Paradise,  8  yoIsl 
Bobexte  Bros. ,  Bofton.   F.  S.  Ellis,  London. 

Bossetti^s  (0.  G.)  Poems,  Boberts  Bros.,  Bos- 
ton.   F.  S.  Ellis,  London. 

Bossetti's  (D.  G.)  Poems,  Boberts  Bros.,  Bos- 
ton.    F.  S.  Ellis,  London. 

Bucbanan^s  (Bobert)  Poems,  Boberts  Br6s., 
Boston.     Stralian  &  Co.,  London. 

Graj^s  (David)  Poems.    Boberts  Bros.,  Bostoi^ 

Bickersteth^B  Yesterday,  To-day,  and  Forever. 
Bobert  Carter  &  Bro. ,  New  York.  Biving- 
tons,  London. 

Bickerstetli's  Two  Brothers,  Bobert  Carter  & 
Brother,  New  York.     Biyingtons,  London. 

Bonar^s  (H.)  Hymns  of  Faith  and  Hope,  \st,  2d, 
df  M  Series,  ^bert  Carter  &  Bro.,  New 
York.    James  Nisbet  &  Co.,  London. 

Mant's  (Bp.)  Happiness  of  the  Blessed.  Biying- 
tons, London. 

Lytes^  (H.  F.)  MiseeUaneonjs  Poems,  Biving- 
tons,  London. 

Bronte,  Poems  of  Charlotte,  Anne,  and  Emily. 
Smith,  Elder  &  Co.,  London. 

Dewart'B  (E.  H.)  Songs  of  Life,  Dadlej  & 
BnniB,  Tozonto. 


SchafPs   (P.)  ChritA  in  Song,    A.  D.  F.  Ban- 

dolph  &  Co.,  New  Yozk. 
Winkworth^s  (C.)  Lyra  Germemica,  Longmans 

&  Co.,  Lopdon. 
Neale's  (J.  M.)  Medieval  Hymns  and  Sequen- 
ces.   Joseph  Masters,  London. 
Palmer's  (Boundell)  Book  of  Praise,    Macmil- 

Ian  &  Co.,  London. 
Trenches  (B.   C.)  Poems.    Macmillan  &.Co., 

Lopdon. 
Pnnshoki's    (W.  M.)   Sabbath    Chimes,    Jamas 

Nisbet  &  Co. ,  London. 
Neale^s  (J.  M.)  Hymns  cftheEastem  Cfkur^ 

J.  T.  Hayes,  London. 
Bailey's  (P.  J. )  Festtis.    Bell  &  Daldy,  London. 
Monsell's   (Jno.  S.  B.)  Poetical  Works.    Bdl 

&  Daldy,  London. 
Mackay's  (Charles)  Poems  and  Songs,    Strahan 

&Oo.,  London. 
Keble's  Christian  -Tear,    Jtaam  Paiker  A  Co., 

London. 
Biyant's  (W.  0.)  Poems.    D.  Appletom  &  Ca, 

New  York. 
Tapper  (M.  F.)    Hosboqa  &  Sons,  London. 
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